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BEAUTIFUL
AMERICA

By VERNON QUINN

A delightful description of the
natural beauty and scenic wonders
of America. The mountains, lakes,
seashore and springs, the great can-
yons and natural bridges, the deserts,
favorite vacation spots and out-of-
the-way places are described with the
accuracy of a guide-book and the
charm of a delightful travel-book.
Especial attention is devoted to
America’s great playgrounds, the
National Parks, to the little-known
National Monuments, and to Alaska.
The descriptions are interspersed
with history and Indian lore that
give an added interest; and the illus-
trations from photographs have been
selected with great care.

Only one who knows and loves
Nature at her wildest, who has
traveled much, and has made a study,
at first-hand, of America’s mountains
and lakes, her glaciers and rivers,
could so present the charm and
beauty of America’s out-of-doors.
The tourist will find the book of in-
terest and value in visiting America’s
wonder-places.
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MOUNT HOOD AND LOST LAKE
The blue-white of the perpetual snow turns to old rose and lilac in the glow
from the setting sun.



BEAUTIFUL AMERICA

BY

VERNON QUINN

NEW YORK
FREDERICK A. STOKES COMPANY



Copyright, 1923, by
FREDERICK A STOKES COMPANY

All rights reserved

Printed in the United States of America



To

D’ALARY FECHET
MA_]'OR, U. S. ARMY



INTRODUCTION

of the late discoveries of the New-Founde

Landes, published in 1583 and of which only two
copies are known to exist in America, the author
begins: “I was for a time drawn into a doubtfull bal-
launce, whether I shd proceede therein, as my affection
incited me, or leave it off, as good discretion advised
me. Eftsoons have I righte hartely wished that some
of those rype and perfect wits wd have imploied their
pennes. But seeing that in wishing, I do fynde noth-
ing but to wish, and that the case so standeth, as eyther
the thyng shall styll lie in a slumber, or rather rest
buryed in the grave of oblivion, unless I do make pub-
lique my weaknesse and insufficiencie, and therby sub-
ject myselfe to the diversitie of mens judgments, I
have made choyse.”

America is so vast, and its scenery so varied and
so beautiful in every aspect, that in one small volume
only those places that are most noted or most unusual
can even be mentioned; and of those merely sufficient
information can be given to awaken a patriotic in-
terest in, and a desire to learn more of, the wonderful

natural beauty of this great land.
vii

IN one of the rarest of Americana, 4 true Reporte
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The “See America First” slogan is changing to ‘“‘See
America’; for even European-surfeited travelers are
finding in the United States a beauty on a scale of vast-
ness and grandeur unequaled anywhere abroad. There
are no such magnificent forests as those in the great
Northwest; no such extensive and exquisite lakes as
lie cradled in the glaciers of the Rockies or in the snow
of the High Sierras; no coasts more rugged; no inland
seas more beautiful.

By the creation of the National Parks and the Na-
tional Monuments, America is assuring for the pres-
ent generation and preserving for the future much of
the most glorious of the mountain and lake and valley
scenery and the most remarkable of the prehistoric
ruins.

The photographs to illustrate the text have been
chosen with great care as to their pictorial interest.
They are representative of the various sections of the
country and are unusually attractive; but no photo-
graph, however excellent, really can portray Nature's
vivid yet elusive beauty, can reflect the charm and
glowing vitality of Nature’s own handiwork.

Much of the verse inserted in the text has been
taken from America’s great Nature writers. The
names of the authors of the various quotations will be
found in an appendix. '

While this volume makes no attempt at being a
guide-book, its definite and accurate information never-
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theless will be found of value to the tourist who is
visiting the wonder-places of America. What to see
that is most worth while is carefully included; and bits
of history or Indian lore that give a deeper interest
than one of mere beauty.

Even more than for the tourist, however, the vol-
ume is for the stay-at-homes who are unable to gain
intimate firsthand knowledge of the great scenic beauty
of their own land. There are many people in whom
patriotism for America is strong, yet who know little
about the beautiful and wonderful country that Amer-
ica really is. May this book so enlarge their knowl-
edge and so stimulate their interest that they will have
an even deeper love for the land which Nature so
lavishly has endowed with scenic beauty and grandeur.
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BEAUTIFUL AMERICA

I
MOUNTAIN TRAILS IN THE EAST

“Where are mossy carpets better
Than the Persian weaves,
And than Eastern perfumes sweeter
Seem the fading leaves;
And a music wild and solemn,
From the pine-tree’s height,
Rolls its vast and sea-like volume
On the wind of night.”
—W hittier

HE Maine woods are inseparably connected

I with the lakes and river valleys. Combining
all the joys of the out-of-doors, these woods

are becoming more and more popular with the summer
visitor. Deep in the wilds, where deer are plentiful,
and moose and caribou and black bear and wolves
come down to the pools to drink, there is no lack of
interest and beauty. Animals of many kinds are seen;
and innumerable wild-fowl scream about the lakes or
preen their plumage in the water at the river’s edge.
Beavers especially are plentiful; for here, deep in the
woods, they lack neither their favorite tree nor choice
waterways, and their dams and midlake homes grow

with astonishing skill and unchecked abundance.
3
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Of all the Maine peaks the most impressive is Mount
Katahdin, standing alone in the heart of the moose
country. To be worthy of its name, which means
“the biggest mountain,” Katahdin lifts its rocky pin-
nacle a mile into the air, with its head lost in the clouds,
and its sides bedecked with evergreen forests and
purpling crags.

“. . . Through the clouds, are glimpses given
Of Katahdin’s sides—

Rock and forest piled to heaven,
Torn and ploughed by slides!”

The Indians were afraid to approach too close to
Mount Katahdin, for they believed its summit to be
the home of an evil spirit with head and face like a
man and body and feet like an eagle; and so strong
was this spirit, they thought, that he could swoop down
the mountain and snatch up a moose in one of his claws.

Scarcely less famous than Mount Katahdin, and
even more beautiful, is Mount Kineo, rising a thousand
feet above Moosehead Lake on a promontory jutting
into the water. Long, long ago, the Indians say, only
the lake was there. At that time, when men and ani-
mals were of immense size, the moose grew and grew
until they were so large that men began to fear them;
so they sent a hunter to make them smaller. The
hunter caught a big bull moose—Kineo Mountain—and
spoke soft words to it until it crouched down to listen
to him. (Anyone who views the mountain to-day from
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its southern side must see that it is but an immense
crouching moose.) Then the hunter began to reduce
its size by cutting off slices of steak. One of these
steaks can be seen in the rock at the foot of the moun-
tain, the streaks of lean and fat showing plainly. The
hunter cooked some of the meat, then turned his kettle
upside-down to dry; and this kettle is now Little Kineo
Mountain.

Kineo, as so many of the mountains of Maine, is
formed largely of hornstone, a good substitute for
flint, and so here the Indians came often to get horn-
stone for their weapons and arrowheads.

While the mountains are not so high in the Aroos-
took and the Alleguash regions of northern Maine,
this country, being less frequented, is to-day the wildest
and most delightful. The Ripogenus Gorge is es-
pecially picturesque and is one of the scenic attractions
of Aroostook. A few years ago some one discovered
that potatoes would thrive in the Aroostook region.
Soon hundreds of acres were planted in potatoes, and
then thousands of acres. The potatoes are planted,
cultivated and dug entirely by machinery, and now
form one of the principal products of Maine.

Railroads go into the very heart of the Maine
woods. The Appalachian Club has blazed trails and
convenient cabins scattered throughout the forests;
and there are many logging trails that go wherever
timber is to be found. Unfortunately much of the
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pine for which these woods once were famous has
succumbed to the commercial ax; but not all has been
destroyed; and there are yet dense and lovely forests
of spruce, and balsam, and hemlock, of tamarack,
poplar and birch.

“A wind came up out of the sea,
And said: ‘O mists, make room for me.’

It said unto the forests: ‘Shout!

Hang all your leafy banners out!””

With its health-giving air, soft with the incense of
evergreen boughs, with its luring canoe-trails, with the
beauty of its gay lakes and somber trees, the delight
of the Maine woods is one of joyous waterways and
fragrant forests.

There are no mountains in America that have been
written of so thoroughly, been described so fully, or
have figured so largely in literature as have the White
Mountains of New Hampshire, with their exquisitely
beautiful scenery and their bracing air.

The name, White Mountains, comes not from snow-
peaks but from the grayish white stone or shingle that
covers the bare summits of the mountains. The In-
dian name was Agiochook; and the first white man to
see them called them the Mountains of St. John. To
these white men the Indians told a weird and fascinat-
ing tale of an enormous carbuncle on the highest of the
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mountains; a jewel suspended from a cliff above a
lonely lake, and emitting light of such dazzling bril-
liance that one could not look upon it without shading
the eyes. 'This marvelous carbuncle, this huge gem of
fire which shone even in the darkness, illuminating all
the neighborhood, was in the care of the mountain-
god. If a mortal dared to approach it a great mist
rose off the lake and enveloped him so that he wan-
dered, bewildered and lost, until he was devoured by
the wild beasts which the mountain-god unleashed.

Wherever one may be in these mountains there is
ever the lure of the mythical carbuncle; there is a fas-
cination in the mystery of it. But it is the wooded
scenery of the mountains, the deep narrow valleys,
the flumes and waterfalls, that give to the region its
rare beauty of smiling sunny glades and cool forest
shadows.

Mount Washington, in the Presidential Range, is
the king of the White Mountains. It is 6,293 feet,
the highest peak east of the Rockies, except some of
those in North Carolina. Its summit may be reached
by train or by automobile, or, better still, by foot over
some of the lovely mountain trails. The Tucker-
man’s Ravine trail is perhaps the most interesting, as
it leads past the lonely Hermit's Lake, which clings
in solitude to the mountainside, sentineled by pagoda-
like spruces. A little higher, great cloud masses lie
below the trail, while far above there is a confusion
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of rocks and ragged trees. On the summit of Mount
Washington a commodious inn will be found, a rail-
road station, and even a small village. The view
from this summit is magnificent. Range after blue-
black range stretches away, endless mountain billows
that roll on and on until they merge into the haze on
the horizon; or an ocean of clouds floats below, hover-
ing over the valley in masses of feathery white and
steel-blue and pale lilac. High on Mount Washington
are the Lakes of the Clouds, two shallow but exquisite
bits of water that lie fringed about with ferns and
mosses and Alpine shrubs.

Mount Chocorua, “the mountain of poetry and tra-
dition,” rises three thousand feet directly above the
lake which mirrors in its clear water all the glory of
the peak. Chocorua was an Indian prophet who left
his little son with a white settler one day while he went
into the forest to hunt. Unfortunately, the child ate
some poisoned meat intended for troublesome wolves,
and was dead when Chocorua returned. The enraged
Indian believed that his son had been murdered, and
at the first opportunity he killed the white man’s entire
family. The settler and his neighbors then tracked
Chocorua up this mountain. Higher and higher they
climbed, until the Indian, cornered at last, threw him-
self from the peak after calling down the curse of the
gods upon the white race in general. “Lightning
blast your crops! Winds and fire destroy your dwell-
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ings! The Evil Spirit breathe death upon your cattle!
Your graves lie in the warpath of the Indian!
Panthers howl and wolves fatten over your bones!
Chocorua goes to the Great Spirit—his curse stays
with the white man!”

Lake Chocorua, at the foot of this peak, is very
lovely, its clear water mirroring the green of the for-
est about it.

““The solemn pines along its shore,
The firs which hang its gray rocks o’er,
Are painted on its glassy floor.”

Above it the towering peak rises, its slopes clothed in
spruce and pine and hemlock, its summit a sharp pin-
nacle of bare gray granite.

The Great Stone Face, immortalized by Hawthorne,
is on the Cannon or Profile Mountain, in the Fran-
conia Range. This range seen from a distance ap-
pears a solid blue wall massed against the sky. The
famous Profile is formed of three ledges of rock pro-

jecting from a cliff twelve hundred feet directly above
Profile Lake.

“Beyond them, like sun-rimmed cloud,
The Great Notch Mountains shone,

Watched over by the solemn-browed
And awful face of stone.”

The “Old Man of the Mountains” is easily reached
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by a trail which leads from the Profile House at Fran-
conia Notch. Cannon Mountain forms the west wall
of this Notch. On it is to be seen also the Cannon
Profile, formed of two boulders so placed that it takes
little imagination to see an old-fashioned cannon in
silhouette. On the south side of the mountain Lone-
some Lake lies in a wild and beautiful setting.

Crawford Notch, forming a gateway through the
mountains for the Saco River—and the railroad—is
a great chasm between the Franconia and the Presi-
dential Ranges. Its walls are covered with the dark
green of spruce and pine, with here and there a cliff
of gray granite seen through mosses and clumps of
fern which spring out of every tiny crevice. In the
bottom of the Notch, where the river and the railroad
barely find room to crowd through, the Dismal Pool
belies its name by sparkling cheerfully in company
with the gay wild-flowers and gaudy butterflies which
surround it.

Nestling in the very heart of the White Mountains
is Bretton Woods, noted especially for its picturesque
roads and bridle-paths. Here bright-flowered glens
are hidden away in stretches of pinewood, and cool
brooks gurgle through forests of fragrant balsam or
hurry across sunny meadows.

Much of the White Mountains region has been
acquired by the United States Government and, as a
National Forest, has been made a permanent recrea-
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tion-ground for the public. Stone fireplaces and pic-
turesque camp sites have been built by the Forest
Reserve, roads and trails improved, and conditions
otherwise bettered for the enjoyment of visitors.

In the Green Mountains of Vermont one finds such
descriptive names as the Camel’s Hump, Bears’ Berry
Patch, Mad River Valley, Mount Horrid, Hell Hol-
low, Smuggler’s Notch. The highest peak is Mans-
field Mountain, 4,364 feet. Its slopes are covered
with spruce and pine, with that undergrowth of shrub-
bery and trailing vines which beautifies all the New
England woods. There is something stately and
majestic about this peak. But it is the Camel’s Hump,
farther south, that is best loved and most frequented.
There are many trails leading up this queer hump-
backed mountain, on the very summit of which the
Bear’s Den is hidden away in thick clumps of huckle-
berry bushes. The best road is the one from the rail-
road station at Bolton, about twenty miles from Bur-
lington. Camping sites will be found along the way,
and the trail is well blazed.

From the summit of the Sterling Range there is an
excellent view of Lake Champlain and the Adiron-
dacks, and on a clear day even the mountain at Mon-
treal can be seen. Sterling Pond, lying on the slope
of the Sterling Range, twenty-five hundred feet above
sea-level, is one of the many lovely bodies of water
in the Green Mountains. The “pond” covers about
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thirty acres, and is shaped like a three-leafed clover.
Along its shores, in the pine and hemlock and balsam
woods, there are many camp sites, with shelter, stone
fireplaces, and often spring water. Blazed trails lead
from the lake to the famous Smuggler's Notch lying
at the foot of Mount Mansfield.

The crest of this northern range forms a huge pro-
file, and the various parts of it are uniquely distin-
guished as the Nose, the Forehead, the Chin. The
Lake of the Clouds nestles on the north side of the
Chin and, as its name indicates, is often tucked away
in banks of clouds.

Inseparable from these mountains is their historic
association with the Green Mountain Boys. Origi-
nally organized by Ethan Allen to protect Vermont
territory from encroaching New York, these Green
Mountain Boys made themselves famous for all time
by their service during the Revolution when they held
the British back at the Canadian border. Especially
notable was their taking of Fort Ticonderoga when,
on May 10, 1775, Ethan Allen and eighty-three of his
Green Mountain Boys stole in through a wicket gate
and demanded the surrender of the fort “in the name
of the Great Jehovah and the Continental Congress.”
On the side of Camel's Hump there is a small cave
which was a favorite rendezvous of these daring men.

Where the Green Mountains extend south through
Massachusetts they are known as the Berkshire Hills.
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Here they are less lofty; but no less beautiful, with
their softly rolling hills, their broad and fertile val-
leys, their winding streams and mirror lakes. Bryant,
in his “Monument Mountain,” says:

“The scene
Is lovely round ; a beautiful river there
Wanders amid the fresh and fertile meads.
. . . On each side
The fields swell upward to the hills; beyond,
Above the hills, in the blue distance, rise
The mighty columns with which earth props up
heaven.”

Between the Taghconic Range and the Hoosac
Mountains lies the lovely Hoosatonic Valley, dotted
with lakes and pretty glades. The hills rising from the
valley are rich in the flint rock which was of such vast
worth to the Indian. Beyond the hills the mountains
loom, their slopes covered with trees whose foliage
takes on such exquisite tints in the fall that the Berk-
shires appear like an enchanted forest over which the
Color Wizard has passed his magic wand.

Monument Mountain, near Great Barrington, is the
best known of the hills. Its name comes from a curi-
ous little monument of flint stones on its southern
slope which the Red Men erected in memory, tradition
says, of an Indian girl who killed herself on the spot
because tribal laws prohibited her from marrying her
cousin. As the maiden was young and very beautiful,
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the spot of her death became a shrine, and each brave
who visited it reverently placed a flint rock upon the
growing pile.

The view from the top of Monument Mountain
shows the Hoosatonic River, far below, winding like
a silver-blue ribbon through fields of rippling grain.
Of the mountain itself, Bryant wrote that it is

“. . . shaggy and wild,
With mossy trees and pinnacles of flint,
And many a hanging crag.

“Sheer to the vale go down the bare old cliffs—
Huge pillars, that in middle heaven upbear
Their weather-beaten capitals; here dark
Wi th the thick moss of centuries, and there
Of chalky whiteness where the thunderbolt
Has splintered them.”

The famous Mohawk Trail across the Hoosac
Mountains is a State highway that extends from the
mouth of the Hoosac River to North Adams, from
there to Deerfield, and on to the Connecticut. The
Mohawks used the trail for hunting and scouting; it
figured in all their wars; and in the constant fighting
between the French and the English from 1689 to
1763. The first path across the mountains was made
by animals going from one valley to another. This
path soon became an Indian trail; and the trail, after
many years, was widened into a rough wagon road.
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That was in 1753. In 1764 Samuel Rice petitioned
for a better road, ‘‘the road over the Hoosuck Moun-
tains being very dangerous; several creatures having
lost their lives thereof.” A third road was built in
1786, and the second was then known as the Shunpike,
as it was used only to avoid paying toll on the third.
The present highway follows the original Indian
moccasin trail except in its ascent of the western slope
of the mountain. It winds through rugged hills and
through deep and fragrant woods, and crosses the
mountain at Perry’s Pass. Of the splendid panorama
from Whitcomb Summit, Gladstone wrote: ‘“The
vision reaches away for miles and miles over the tops
of a hundred hills grouped in beautiful disorder. . . .
Nothing is seen at first view but these rugged hills and
the deep ravines that divide them—no trace or token
of meadow or lowland; but some subtle enchantment
presently attracts the eye to that miniature valley out
of which we have climbed, bordered on one side by the
Deerfield, and walled in on all the other sides by the
steepest hills.”

Some interesting features along the Mohawk Trail
are the Weeping Rocks, a curious formation of sand
and rock from which water drips constantly; the Sand
Spring, whose warm medicinal water was used from
the earliest times by the Indians; and Flat Rock Hill,
where the first Hoosuck Road crossed, and left its
wheelmarks in the rock.
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The Berkshire Hills are closely associated with
American literature. Here Hawthorne produced his
best work. Oliver Wendell Holmes and Fanny
Kemble and James Russell Lowell came often to visit
at Hawthorne’s little red house, near Lenox, with its
glorious view of the hills—across Lake Mahkeenac the
Monument Mountain and the Dome stood against the
sky, seen, in the far distance, through a veil of haze-
blue mystery. On the other side of Lenox lived Henry
Ward Beecher and his illustrious family. William
Cullen Bryant lived in these hills that are themselves
an unending poem. Longfellow’s “The Old Clock on
the Stairs” was written in the Berkshires in a house

that held the old clock itself.

“Somewhat back from the village street
Stands the old-fashioned country-seat.
Across its antique portico
Tall poplar-trees their shadows throw;
And from its station in the hall
An ancient timepiece says to all:

Forever—never!
Never—forever!”

When Nature formed the Adirondacks she created
about three million acres of superb mountain-and-lake
wilderness. There are nearly five hundred mountains,
some of them standing alone, others crowding upon
one another in tangled and interwoven masses. And



LAKE TAHOE AT SUNSET

The splendor of the sky is outrivaled by the scintillating splendor
of the water.



Photo., U. S. Forest Service

LAKE CHELAN, IN THE CASCADE RANGE
The water is of so deep and clear a blue that the Indians named the lake
“Beautiful Water.”
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there are 'akes innumerable. There are lakes with
irregular, thickly wooded shores, bays snuggling in
their margins where points jut out. There are lakes
with mountains rising directly above them, displaying
in their water the evergreen slopes and rugged sum-
mits of magic-mountains upsidedown. There are lakes
dotted with islands whose tapering spruce-trees stand
like Burmese pagodas painted green. And, most
lovely of all, there are lakes whose shallows are cov-
ered with acres upon acres of white and yellow water-
lilies.

These mountains, with their abundance of wild
game, were a favorite hunting-ground with the In-
dians. Even from the region of the St. Lawrence the
Montagnais would wander down to camp and hunt
here; and to supplement their menu of fish and game
they would eat choice buds and sassafras and elm
bark. The Mohawks, with their own rich fields of
grain, tauntingly called the strangers ‘“Tree-eaters”—
“Ad-i-ron-daks.” And this name, given in derision,
has clung through all the years. It is unfortunate that
the mountains which together are the Adirondacks, and
the lakes flashing through the evergreen forests, should
have been permitted to lose the beauty and poetry of
their Indian names. There is nothing beautiful in
their present-day names; but the mountains and lakes
themselves are gems of rare loveliness,
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“Where the old smoked in silence their pipes, and the young
To the pike and white perch their baited lines flung;

Where the boy shaped his arrows, and where the shy maid
‘Wove her many-hued baskets and bright wampum braid.”

A large part of the Adirondacks is included in a
State Forest Preserve, thus insuring their beauty and
making them accessible to all who feel the lure of lake
and woodland. Railroads run through the very heart
of the mountains; there are steamers and launches
upon the lakes; miles of excellent State highways and
many byway trails lead even to the most out-of-the-way
places; and in all the wilderness, beside the larger lakes
and perched on the slopes of the mountains, there are
cabins or commodious hotels. For the wild scenery
and the exhilarating air of the Adirondacks lure thou-
sands there during the summer months.

One of the first places in these mountains to become
famous for its rugged beauty was Indian Pass, and it
is still a delightfully picturesque gorge. Strewn with
boulders and clothed with pines, a little brook trickling
through its depths, its scenery is one of constant charm
throughout its entire length of eleven miles. Mclntyre
Mountain rises on one side of it. On the other, the
Great Wallface towers, its thousand-foot cliff topped
with pine-trees.

Not far from Mclntyre, in the very heart of the
Clinton Range, rises Tahawus, the highest peak of
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them all, 5,334 feet. Tahawus means ‘“He splits the
clouds.” The peak is now less picturesquely known
as Mount Marcy. Victory Park, on the very summit
of Mount Marcy, is a memorial to the victory of the
Allies in the World War.

Old Whiteface, rising from the shores of Lake
Placid, is considered the loveliest of all the Adiron-
dack peaks. Itis almost pyramidal in shape; its slopes
are deep dark green with spruce and balsam; and its
head, resting among the clouds, is of naked granite.
In the rocks on its summit many visitors have carved
their initials, and one appreciative soul has chiseled
patiently :

“Thanks be to God for the mountains!”

A trail leads up Old Whiteface from Lake Placid, and
from the summit is one of the finest views to be had
in the Adirondacks—to the east out over Lake Cham-
plain to the Green Mountains; northward Montreal
lying a white speck beside a silver strip that is the St.
Lawrence; on the south the vast panorama of lake-
splashed mountains, Tahawus towering preéminently,
his shoulders draped in a mantle of mist, his head hid-
den in the clouds.

Keene Valley, one of the most picturesque regions
of the Adirondacks, with a Swiss-like combination of
mountain-and-valley scenery, lies between Lake Placid
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and Lake Champlain. Hemmed in on all sides by
mountain peaks and rugged hills, the valley makes a
fit setting for the Ausable River, with its

“White rocks, and lichens born of spray,
Dark heather tufts, and mosses gray,
Green grass, blue sky, and boulders brown,
‘With amber waters glistening down,

And early flowers, blue, white, and pink,
That fringe with beauty all the brink.”

Just before the Ausable River reaches Lake Cham-
plain it plunges seventy feet in the pretty Rainbow
Fall, dropping into a chasm nearly two hundred feet
deep, the walls rising in cliffs of solid rock, roughened
by erosion. This Ausable Chasm is one of the scenic
features of the Adirondacks.

Much of the charm and beauty of the Adirondacks
lies in its exquisite lakes; for the quiet waters reflect
in their depths all the forest glory that crowds down
to their margins. This region, which has long been
popular as a summer resort, is now becoming equally
attractive as a winter playground. Skating, skiing,
snowshoeing, tobogganing are to be enjoyed in the
beauty of the midwinter woods, in the silence of the
snow-whitened forests. At Saranac Lake the ice-car-
nival, which has as one of its attractions a colossal
ice palace, is doing much toward furthering the winter
joys of the “Great North Woods.”
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“Midst greens and shades the Catterskill leaps,
From cliffs where the wood-flower clings;
All summer he moistens his verdant steeps
With the sweet light spray of the mountain
springs:
And he shakes the woods on the mountainside,
Where they drip with the rains of autumntide.”

The Catskill Mountains were called by the Indians
“Mountains of the Sky”’; for when a haze is upon them
they appear from a distance like massed cloud-banks
along the horizon. They were originally, the Indians
believed, a huge monster who reached out his claws
and snatched up the children of the Red Men to de-
vour them. This angered the Great Spirit; and the
monster was turned into a mountain range. Two
lakes upon the summit are his eyes, and these are open
and glittering all summer long; but in winter they are
closed with a heavy film of ice. Whether waking or
sleeping, however, tears always trickle out of these
lake-eyes of the monster and roll down his cheeks.

The Catskills are rich in both Indian lore and Dutch
tradition. Here Rip Van Winkle played his game of
ninepins and slept his twenty years away. And here
the ghosts of Hendrik Hudson and his men came from
their phantom ship and roamed about the mountains.
Here too, the Indians believed, dwelt the old squaw-
spirit who controlled the elements of the earth, un-
leashed the thunderstorms or let the sun sail up into






