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a cruel and irreligious interference with
“vested rights,” likely to endanger the
repose of all ungodly welfare.

Gold, gold, gold! How strong a voice
that metal has !

““ O wae for the siller, it is sae preva’lin’.”

Even in Congress, a sizable chunk of gold,
carefully concealed, will outtalk and out-
fight all the nation on a subject like for-
estry, well smothered in ignorance, and
in which the money interests of only a
few are conspicuously involved. Under
these circumstances, the bawling, blether-
ing oratorical stuff drowns the voice of
God himself. Yet the dawn of a new day
in forestry is breaking. Honest citizens
see that only the rights of the govern-
ment are being trampled, not those of
the settlers. Merely what belongs to all
alike is reserved, and every acre that is
left should be held together under the
federal government as a basis for a gen-
eral policy of administration for the pub-
lic good. The people will not always be
deceived by selfish opposition, whether
from lumber and mining corporations or
from sheepmen and prospectors, however
cunningly brought forward underneath
fables and gold. :
Emerson says that things refuse to be
mismanaged long. An exception would
seem to be found in the case of our for-
ests, which have been mismanaged ra-
ther long, and now come desperately
near being like smashed eggs and spilt
milk. Still, in the long run the world
does not move backward. The wonder-
ful advance made in the last few years,
in creating four national parks in the
West, and thirty forest reservations, em-
bracing nearly forty million acres; and
in the planting of the borders of streets
and highways and spacious parks in all
the great cities, to satisfy the natural
taste and hunger for landscape beauty
and righteousness that God has put, in
some measure, into every human being
and animal, shows the trend of awaken-
ing public opinion. The making of the

The American Forests.

far-famed New York Central Park was
opposed by even good men, with mis-
guided pluck, perseverance, and ingenu-
ity ; but straight right won its way, and
now that park is appreciated. So we con-
fidently believe it will be with our great
national parks and forest reservations.
There will be a period of indifference on
the part of the rich, sleepy with wealth,
and of the toiling miilions, sleepy with
poverty, most of whom never saw a for-
est; a period of screaming protest and
objection from the plunderers, who are
as unconscionable and enterprising as
Satan. But light is surely coming, and
the friends of destruction will preach
and bewail in vain.

The United States government has
always been proud of the welcome it has
extended to good men of every nation,
seeking freedom and homes and bread.
Let them be welcomed still as nature
welcomes them, to the woods as well as
to the prairies and plains. No place is
too good for good men, and still there is
room. They are invited to heaven, and
may well be allowed in America. Every
place is made better by them. Let them
be as free to pick gold and gems from
the hills, to cut and hew, dig and plant,
for homes and bread, as the birds are to
pick berries from the wild bushes, and
moss and leaves for nests. The ground
will be glad to feed them, and the pines
will come down from the mountains for
their homes as willingly as the cedars
came from Lebanon for Solomon’s tem-
ple. Nor will the woods be the worse
for this use, or their benign influences
be diminished any more than the sun is
diminished by shining. Mere destroyers,
however, tree - killers, spreading death
and confusion in the fairest groves and
gardens ever planted, let the government
hasten to cast them out and make an
end of them. For it must be told again
and again, and be burningly borne in
mind, that just now, while protective
measures are being deliberated languidly,
destruction and use are speeding on faster
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and farther every day. The axe and
saw are insanely busy, chips are flying
thick as snowflakes, and every summer
thousands of acres of priceless forests,
with their underbrush, soil, springs, cli-
mate, scenery, and religion, are vanish-
ing away in clouds of smoke, while, ex-
cept in the national parks, not one forest
guard is employed.

All sorts of local laws and regulations
have been tried and found wanting, and
the costly lessons of our own experience,
as well as that of every civilized nation,
show conclusively that the fate of the
remnant of our forests is in the hands
of the federal government, and that if
the remnant is to be saved at all, if must
be saved guickly.

Any fool can destroy trees. They can-
not ran away; and if they could, they
would still be destroyed, — chased and
hunted down as long as fun or a dollar
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could be got out of their bark hides,
branching horns, or magnificent bole
backbones. Few that fell trees plant
them ; nor would planting avail much
towards getting back anything like the
noble primeval forests. During a man’s
life only saplings can be grown, in the
place of the old trees — tens of centuries
old — that have been destroyed. Ittook
more than three thousand years to make
some of the trees in these Western woods,
— trees that are still standing in perfect
strength and beauty, waving and sing-
ing in the mighty forests of the Sierra.
Through all the wonderful, eventful cen-
turies since Christ’s time — and long be-
fore that — God has cared for these
trees, saved them from drought, disease,
avalanches, and a thousand straining,
leveling tempests and floods ; but he can-
not save them from fools, — only Uncle

Sam can do that.
John Muir.
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Jon~ ForsTER, who lived to complete
but one of the three volumes in which he
had planned to write the Life of Jona-
than Swift, speaks in the preface of his
hero’s correspondence ¢ with his friend
Knightley Chetwode, of Woodbrooke,
during the seventeen years (1714-1731)
which followed his appointment to the
deanery of St. Patrick’s. Of these let-
ters,” Forster goes on to say, “the rich-
est addition to the correspondence of this
most masterly of English letter-writers
since it was first collected, more does
not need to be said here; but of the
late representative of the Chetwode fam-
ily I crave permission to add a word.
His rare talents and taste suffered from
his delicate health and fastidious tem-
perament, but in my life T have seen few

things more delightful than his pride
in the connection of his race and name
with the companionship of Swift. Such
was the jealous care with which he pre-
served the letters, treasuring them as an
heirloom of honour, that he would never
allow them to be moved from his family
seat; and when, with his own hand, he
had made careful transeript of them for
me, I had to visit him at Woodbrooke
to collate his copy with the originals.
There T walked with him through ave-
nues of trees which Swift was said to
have planted.”

As Forster did not bring down the Life
later than 1711, — three years and more
before the first of these letters was writ-
ten, — he made scarcely any use of the
correspondence. He refers to it twice,
and twice only. On his death, the copy
of the originals, with the corrections he



