


HERE’S an incomparable bigness about Gla-
cier that is difficult to understand. Riding or
walking along the zig zag forest hemmed trail
over Swift Current Pass one realizes how atom-
like we humans are in the huge plan of creation.
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Glacier National Park

By Mary Roberts Rinehart
Autbor of “Tenting To-night,” “Through Glacier Park,” *“ K", and Other Stories.

I E you are normal and philosophical, if you love your country, if you are
willing to learn how little you count in the eternal scheme of things, go
ride in the Rocky Mountains and save your soul.

L There are no “Keep off the Grass” signs in Glacier National Park.
It is the wildest part of America. If the Government had not preserved it, it would
have preserved itself but you and | would not have seen it. It is perhaps the most
unique of all our parks, as it is undoubtedly the most magnificent. Seen from an
automobile or a horse, Glacier National Park is a good place to visit.

Here the Rocky Mountains run northwest and southeast, and in their glacier-
carved basins are great spaces; cool shadowy depths in which lie blue lakes; moun-
tain-sides threaded with white, where, from some hidden lake or glacier far above,
the overflow falls a thousand feet or more, and over all the great silence of the Rockies.
Here nerves that have been tightened for years slowly relax.

Here is the last home of a vanishing race—the Blackfeet Indians. Here:is the
last stand of the Rocky Mountain sheep and the Rocky Mountain goat; here are
elk, deer, black and grizzly bears, and mountain lions. Here are trails that follow
the old game trails along the mountain side; here are meadows of June roses, forget-
me-not, larkspur, and Indian paintbrush growing beside glaciers, snowfields and
trails of a beauty to make you gasp.

Here and there a trail leads through a snowfield; the hot sun seems to make no
impression on these glacier-like patches. Flowers grow at their very borders, striped
squirrels and whistling marmots run about, quite fearless, or sit up and watch the
passing of horses and riders so close they can almost be touched.

The call of the mountains is a real call. Throw off the impedimenta of civiliza-
tion. Go out to the West and ride the mountain trails. Throw out your chest and
breathe—look across green valleys to wild peaks where mountain sheep stand im-
passive on the edge of space. Then the mountains will get you. You will go back.
The call is a real call.

I have traveled a great deal of Europe. The Alps have never held this lure for me.
Perhaps it is because these mountains are my own—in my own country. Cities
call—I have heard them. But there is no voice in all the world so insistent to me
as the wordless call of these mountains. [ shall go back. Those who go once always
hope to go back. The lure of the great free spaces is in their blood.
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Forest Lobby of Glacier Park Hotel

AN unexpected treat is in store

for tourists—Glacier Park
Hotel. Fashioned out of timber
taken from the “Big trees” of the
Northwest, this hostelry, nearly as
large as the Capitol at Washington,
is unique. Comfortable and invit-
ing it brings the outdoors indoors.




WO Medicine

Lake is partic-
ularly scenic:
Mount Rockwell
lifting its pyra-
mid-like peak
more than three
thousand feet
above the water.
Two Medicine
chalets are tucked
away amid the
serried peaks on
the shore of Two
Medicine Lake.
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APPISTOKI
FALLS near-
by is well worth a
visit, or enjoy-
ment can be had
in boating and
fishing on Two
Medicine Lake.
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T Trick Falls the Two Medicine River in a

wondrously forested glen cataracts over the
great lime-stone uplift that’s called the Lewis
Overthrust. Below the Falls, the blue-green Two
Medicine sings among the pines.
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HURRYING

trout -
streams in sun-
lit valleys lure
the fisherman.
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HE upper slopes of the
mountains are above

the timber line, the lower
slopes and the valleys not
occupied by lakes and
streams are crowded with
forests, green and inviting.




N the East

side of the
Park, Lake St.
Mary, azure jewel
set in rocky cres-
cent of purplish-
grey, drinksin the
melting ice and
snows from Black-
feet Glacier. You
may cruise com-
fortably on Lake
St. Mary in big,
roomy launches.

IT is like sailing

into a land o’
dreams to do so,
the shadows of
the mountains,
sunken reversed
peaks seem to lure
you to destruc-
tion, but as you
glide silently into
them, they tum-

.ble and slide into

nothingness and
with your passing
reform amid the
ripples.
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YOU may
tramp the

flower carpeted
and timber shad-
owed meadows,
motor, cruise the
lakes in launches
or go over the
high passes on
horseback.




HI pictur-

esque setting
of Going-to-the-
Sun chalet is un-
surpassed in the
American Rock-
ies. Perched on
a rocky promon-
tory extending
into the blue wa-
ters of St. Mary
an awe-inspiring
view presents it-
self from the cha-
let verandas.
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ROM Going-

to-the-Sun
chalets trails of
marvelous beau-
ty,borderedwith
Indian fox grass,
mountain dais-
ies, yellow-dog
tooth violets,
clematis, syrin-
ga, blue bells,
yellow colum-
bine, blue lark-
spur, and hun-
dreds of other
wild varieties.
This is the gar-
den spot in a
millioh acre flow-
er garden.
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