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The red men told them of many pale faces coming to Alder Gulch 
and digging in the earth. John and Mortimer understood what 
this meant, and after receiving directions from their Indian 
friends they crossed the mountains, and just as the sun was 
setting five days after they had started they rode up Alder Gulch. 
Here the little town of Virginia City had already sprung up, and 
people were hurrying back and forth among the tents.

Each of the Dentons chose a claim which he staked and be
gan to work it immediately. Here once again they were dis
appointed, for at the end of one year they had not struck color, 
and once again they packed their mules. This time they went 
but a short distance down the valley, prospecting as they went. 
At length they came to the banks of the Beaverhead River, 
where they built a log cabin on the present site of Twin Bridges. 
As they were so unfortunate as prospectors, they decided to 
become trappers. The Beaverhead River and its neighbor, the 
Big Hole, abounded with beaver, otter, lynx, and other valuable 
furbearing animals. By the next spring they had a huge pile 
of furs, but their provisions were getting very low. There was 
no settlement near enough where they could procure the essential 
food materials. The situation became serious and at length 
John decided to go to St. Louis. Mortimer tried to convince him 
that it was a nonsensical idea, but John would not be dissuaded 
from his determination. Then Mortimer begged to go along since 
it would not be as dangerous a voyage for two as for one. John 
explained his object in going alone and succeeded in getting Mort
imer to consent to stay in Montana and wait for his return.

Late into the night the brothers worked in order that John 
might start at the first sign of dawn on his perilous journey. Had 
any hostile Indian chanced to peek in at the cabin window that 
night, he would have marveled at what he saw. John worked on 
a mysterious object in one comer while Mortimer busied himself 
at packing the few essentials for the trip. While it was yet dark 
the cabin door opened and the two men slipped down to the bank 
of the river where a canoe was moored under some overhanging 
willows. In the bottom of the canoe was placed a small parcel 
containing food enough for the voyage, John’s rifle, some furs, 
and a dummy. The brothers gripped each other’s hand; John 
sprang into the canoe and Mortimer shoved it out from the


