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The dam will be admirably connected by railway. A  branch 
road is already constructed upon the south side of the river, and leads 
to the Montana smelter. A similar road will be laid on the north 
side to the sites of the various manufacturing establishments as they 
locate near this vast power.

This road will permit the establishment of plants at a healthful 
distance from the town, and yet without economic loss. Side tracks 
will enable goods to be loaded and sent directly from the door of the 
factory to all points.

Gates will be constructed on each side of the river. The power

from the north side, about 10,000-horse power, will be utilized by 
the Boston & Montana Company alone; and will be conveyed to their 
works by cables and dynamos. The power created on the south side 
will be distributed to such points in the town site as may be required 
for manufacturing purposes.

The time is not far distant when we may expect to see mills 
multiply along the river, and factories giving employment to thou
sands of hands. Great Falls will be the manufacturing center of the 
state. Raw material will flow in to be transformed into the finished 
fabric, and verily we shall wax strong in the wealth of the land.

Close beside the great Missouri,
Ere it takes its second leap,

Is a spring of sparkling water,
Like a river broad and deep.

Standing on its grassy margin,
While aloft the eagles soar,

Lazily, yet ever watchful,
One can hear the mingled roar

Of the falls of the Black Eagle,
And the rainbow swathed in mist, 

Ghostly white, then opalescent,
Glowing when by sunbeams kissed.

Right in front the wild, brown river, 
Hurrying, foaming, rushes by,

Greeted by the spring with laughter. 
(Does it laugh or does it sigh?)

Emerald green its unknown depths are, 
Vexed as by some spirit’s spell.

See now far beneath the surface 
How the rising waters swell.

Can it  be a foul enchanter 
Has within an Undine bound,

Or perchance some famous wizard 
Here a righteous prison found?

Years ago, before the white man 
E ’er had pressed the fountain’s brink, 

Came the antelope and bison,
From its clear, cold depths to drink.

Hither came the warrior Piegans 
On their way to fight the Crow,

Stood upon its verge and wondered 
What could mean this power below,

Which so sore the waters troubled 
That they writhed as if in pain;

But tho’ long they stood and marveled, 
A ll conjecture was in vain,

Till the medicine men explained it, 
Why the fountain rose and fell;

And with awe each warrior listened 
To the tale they had to tell.

“ Know”, said they, “ this is a river 
Flowing from the sun-god’s land;

Near the lakelet where it rises 
Does the sun-god’s tepee stand.

“And whatever is cast in here,
When the boiling waters rise,

Passes yonder to the sun-god,
Far away within the skies.”

Hurried then each dusky warrior 
Food to bring and offerings rare;

Cast them all within the fountain, 
Breathing many a fervent prayer.

And the mighty sun-god heard them,
In the tepee by the lake;

Granted every man’s petition,
Deigned their proffered gifts to take.

Years have passed, and to the fountain 
Come the painted braves no more;

But above, within his tepee,
Sits the sun-god as of yore.

Sadly looks he on the lakelet,
For its plashing waves ne’er bring

Now, as in the years long vanished, 
Offerings from the mystic spring. M. E. R


