ON A PASSING
FRONTIER; SKETCHES
FROM THE NORTHWEST



Published @ 2017 Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd

ISBN 9780649385638

Ona passing frontier; sketches from the Northwest by Frank B. Linderman

Except for use in any review, the reproduction or utilisation of this work in whole or in part in
any form by any electronic, mechanical or other means, now known or hereafter invented,
including xerography, photocopying and recording, or in any information storage or retrieval
system, is forbidden without the permission of the publisher, Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd, PO Box
1576 Collingwood, Victoria 3066 Australia.

All rights reserved.

Edited by Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd.
Cover @ 2017

This book is sold subject to the condition that it shall not, by way of trade or otherwise, be lent,
re-sold, hired out, or otherwise circulated without the publisher's prior consent in any form or
binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition
including this condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.

www.triestepublishing.com



FRANK B. LINDERMAN

ON A PASSING
FRONTIER; SKETCHES
FROM THE NORTHWEST

ﬁTrieste






On a Passing Frontier

Sketches from the Northwest

By
Frank B. Linderman

New York

Charles Scribner’s Sons
1920

LIBRARY



CoPTRICHE, 1920, BY
CHARLES SCRIBKER'S S0ONE

O

Fublizhed May, 1320




I DENICATE THESE STORIES
TO THE GOOD TOWH OF MALTA
AND TO THE CAMPS [N THE LITILE ROCKIES
WHERE THE OLD WEIT I3 MaAEING
ITS LAST ETAND






CONTENTS

I THE Name oF Friewosuie .
Was Cuer Smaciey Hoxest? .
Tae Mepicine Kea .

Tue Turow-Away Daxce .
Jaxe Hoover's Pia |

A Gun Trape

Tone Wiiskey Pevprik .

Tue Post-Oerice aT WoLFTaw

Jew Jaxr's Monte

ArteE Bar . . . . . .,

Par's Pisto . .

Tue BuLLer's 'Roor

Tug Inpian’s Goo
BraverY

Waat ForLowep A SErMon
Cranks

Tue Frvine Durcaman

TAGE

Iz



0, dimming trails of other days,

Your lure, vour glamour, and your ways
Will last while those who knew you live,
And, fading, to the past will give,

To guard and to forever hold,

A wealth of stories never told.

The winters pass and take their toll;
Where tramped the bear now erawls the mole,
And grasses, spurning steps so lght,

Are blotting vou from human sight.

The same winds Llow, the scasons change,
But white men’s ways are hard and strange;
We tread on ants, and lo! ’tis thus
Eternity will tread on us.
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