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PREFACE.

A NARRATIVE merely personal, whatever its excesscs
or defects, hardly stands in need of a preface. It is
enough, therefore, as regards the first part of this
volume, to say that in it is attempted a picture of the
journey across the Plains westward, as made by the
emigrant and the cattle-driver.

The second part is of a different character, and,
from the nature of its subject, may, perhaps, be read
with suspicion, or even charged with untruthfulness.

Fictions enough have been written about the Mor-
mons. I wish, therefore, as briefly and plainly as pos-
sible, to say that mnothing here written is fictitious.
Errors of fact there may be, and errors of opinion ;
but no incident is introduced, either in support of
any opinion advanced, or in illustration of manners
and feelihgs, or for any purpose, or in any way what-
ever, unless it actually occurred ; and no words are put



v PREFACE.

into the mouth of a Mormon but what—allowing for
the inaccuracies of memory—were actually spoken by
one. My object throughout has been rather to men-
tion facts and incidents as they occurred, than to
theorise, or even to any great extent generalise, upon
them. The first four chapters upon Utah have, it is
true, a more systematic arrangement, as it would have
been difficult, if not impossible, to bring their con-
tents into the ordinary course of the narrative. Reli-
gion at Salt Lake, as elsewhere, is so interwoven with
the laws and customs and daily life of the people, and
80 much would be obscure without a knowledge of it,
that a short chapter on that subject may not be thought
superfluous.

And now a few words—and they will not, I hope,
be attributed to egotism—about myself.

My journey to Salt Lake was the accident or the
whim of an hour. Previous to that, the Mormons
were to me but mere shadows. I had no real opinions
about them. I had seen but two, and spoken to none,
of the sect. Whatlittle I had read was most shadowy ;
whether fair or unfair, at least evidently not taken
from personal, or anything like personal, observation.
In the course of my journey I made acquaintance with
a considerable number of Mormon emigrants; this,
and the very manner of my travelling (as a teamster
for pay), gave me, on my arrival at Salt Lake, certain
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advantages for observing, if not quite the créme de la
créme, at any rate Mormon society in general. I was
an object of suspicion to none: none had any object
in playing a part before me: none took me for a spy;
nor was I one. And it is but fair, both to the reader
and to myself, to add that my journal was but scanty,
and the idea of writing about the country or people had
never entered my head; that was filled rather with
visions of the tropics and an absence from England
that would have rendered my recollections of a country
where all changes so rapidly, quite antiquated. But
we know not where we go, nor when “the days of
mourning are at hand.”

As before, so since my visit to Salt Lake, I have
read no books upon the subject; now, not wishing
either to borrow or controvert their facts or be im-
pressed with their impressions. No English traveller,
so far as I am aware, has written about Salt Lake.
Among American writers Mrs. Ferris, if one may
judge from a review, gives an unfavourable account;
Captain Stansbury (vide Professor Forbes’s ¢ Literary
Papers,” p. 268) writes, on the contrary, “ So far as
my intercourse with the inhabitants afforded me an op-
portunity of judging, the practical operation of poly-
gamy was quite different from what I had anticipated.
Peace, harmony, and cheerfulness seemed to prevail

where my preconceived notions led me to look for
) A2
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nothing but the exhibition of petty jealousies, envy,
bickerings, and strife. Confidence and sisterly affec-
tion among the different members of the family
seemed pre-eminently conspicuous.”

This volume itself will show with which view my
own has more accordance.

LoxDox,
Apri, 1857,
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CROSSING THE PLAINS.

CHAPTER I

INTRODUCTORY.

St. JosEPH, or as it is more commonly and irreverently
called St. Joe, is a waterside town on the west of the
State of Missouri, and by river about 500 miles above
St. Louis. It was about the middle of July, 1855,
that I passed a few days there, waiting for an up-river
boat, my intention being to travel by water to Council
Bluffs, a notable town in the S.W. corner of Iowa,
and then turn eastward across that State to the Missis-
sipi River at Keokuk, or Muscatine. Up to St. Joe
you have no trouble in finding a boat any day of the
week throughout the season, that is, till the ice forms;
for though the great river is full of snags and sand-
bars, yet there is mostly enough water in the channel,
and boats, even if they do get aground now and then
from the shifting of the bars, or the ignorance of the
pilot, can find their way up at last. Above St. Joe
B
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there is both less water and less trade; consequently,
except during the ““ June rise ”’ side-wheel boats rarely
go up, and the stern-wheelers are few, slow, and un-
uncertain ; for the chance of one of them, however, I
waited, and before any came another chance turned my
line of travel for many months westward.

St. Joe is one of the largest towns in the State of
Missouri, and on the whole a thriving place, though it
has not latterly, I am told, kept pace with its first
start. Once a great part of the overland emigration to
Oregon and California passed through it; now that
has dwindled to nothing; the Salt-Lake emigration
starts from Atchison, K.T., some distance below, the
mail from Independence, Mo., and government stores
from Fort Leavenworth, K.T. The town is situated
at the upper end of a fine piece of level prairie, where
the Bluffs turn inland a little,and the level is sufficiently
above ordinary floods. The Missouri, however, is a
terrible filibuster; he is always invading somebody’s
land, and not merely in defiance of right and title
takes possession, but also carries it clean away with
him beyond the reach even of the tax-gatherer: a
goodly portion he bears down as an offering to his
bride the Mississippi, whose clear calm majesty of
feature, and gentle, womanly current of life, he over-
whelms with the swirl of his impetuous and muddy
waters; but if he gives the character to the lower
river, she gives the direction, and, since maps and
men will have it so, the name also—she is, one may
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say, a rich heiress nobly sprung; he is rich, but has
come from nobody knows where; they wed, and he
takes her name, not she his. And yet, to do him
bare justice, all he lays hold on he does not carry
far, but like that giant of fairy land who sought to
weigh all things and compensate each that it lacked,
so this Titan of rivers pulls down and builds up,
takes from this shore, and gives to that, hurls down
a multitude of tangled snags, and, resting behind
them, raises an island, which in another mood some
few seasons later he annexes to the mainland, or some-
times altogether annihilates. Artegall the knight of
justice slew that other giant, but who shall stay—let
alone slay—the river-god? Meanwhile he goes on
his way, perhaps rejoicing, and works his work con-
tinually ; if he has not turned St. Joe upside down
he may at least be said to have turned it round, for
those streets which were parallel to the river are now
nearly at right angles, and vice versd; the extension of
the town has accordingly left the prairie, and sought
safety on the solid Bluffs: a very narrow backbone—
only a few feet wide at the top—runs out from these
in front of a portion of the town, and gives an easy
ascent ; once on the top one has an abundance of shady
trees ; below in a rapid curve sweeps the river ; beyond
it is the fine rolling prairie of Kansas, heavily timbered
as far as one can see ; and over prairie and river blows
the fresh wind, an ample repayment for the ascent, and
a delightful change from 100° and more Fahrenheit in
B 2
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which the red brick houses behind one are basking.
Except at meal times, and in the early morning, when
I rambled further, most of my day was spent here,
between enjoyment of the air and scenery, building
castles, and reading Ariosto. The evening was plea-
santest of all; sunsets and sunrises (and I have seen
the latter morning after morning for weeks and months
together) on the prairies have more of tranquillity than
of grandeur or gorgeousness; but the twilight,” some
half hour or more later, was generally very clear and
beautiful, and the last look of brightness low in the
N.W. suited well the wild and open landscape over
which it travelled. Had I brought up a couple of
blankets I could certainly have slept more comfortably
than at the hotel; for my room there faced west, and
even at ten o’clock at night the front wall felt quite
hot to the hand. Mosquitoes there were none ; that
was something ; for the curtains are, if a cure, a cure
worse than the disease; but sleep melted away with
the heat, and each successive night grew “ beautifully
less.”

But my landlord—have I forgotten him ? The best-
hearted man that ever breathed, and though a slave-
holder, living on the borders of Kansas, very far from
a “nigger-driver ” or “border ruffian’’—characters
one sees abundantly in northern papers, but I have not
had the luck to meet them in their own localities, and
am therefore half sceptical as to their reality. He
seemed fond of the little negro children, and they
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seemed fond of him, and fond of playing with him;
he did not think their touch pollution ; sometimes they
were threatened with a whipping, but it seemed rather
in a paternal spirit, and probably would not have been
a very scrious affair if put into practice. His cook, he
said, was a valuable negress, but required a smart
touch once a year or s0; according to herself, “some-
times a devil of a temper got into her, and nothing
would bring it out but a good whipping.” He asked
me how we got on in England without slaves, how we
got work done: the reply that the difficulty oftencr was
to find work for all to do than doers of it seemed to
astonish him much. The western part of Missouri
has by far the greatest proportion of slaves. At St.
Louis there is no superabundance, and in many parts
of the State they are scanty ; probably, if slavery were
not a vexed question, there would not be a large
majority of the inhabitants in its favour. A consider-
able amount of tobacco is raised it is true, but the
climate is such that white labour would pour in suf-
ficiently if it had not to compete with, and so lower
itself to the level of slave labour.

“Where,” I asked my host one evening as we sat
smoking under the verandah together, “ where is that
herd of cattle going that crossed the river this after-
noon?” “To Salt Lake,” said he. ¢ Salt Lake,
ho, ho!”” and I pricked up my ears; “and who takes
’em there 7’ “ They belong to a waggon train leaving
Atchison the end of this week ; one of the owners is



6 CROSSING THE PLAINS.

staying here now.” “Is there any way to get along
with them? 1I°d like to cross the plains.” ¢ Well,
they want hands very badly, and are offering twenty or
twenty-five dollars a month; but I suppose you’d
hardly like going as a common teamster.” “ Like it!
nothing better ; but they mightn’t like me, for I never
drove an ox-team in my life.” “ Well,” said he,
“they ’ve plenty of Dutchmen and French who can’t
drive a bit, or understand what they ’re told either.”
The idea took my fancy at once ; I had but 200 dollars
with me, and could not have started “on my own
hook”” without returning to St. Louis for more money;
and turning back, not to say steaming three times
over the same 500 miles of river, is very distaste-
ful work; there was,. too, a delightful novelty in
working for less than a dollar a day, and mixing in a
wholly untried and very miscellaneous society ; one was
sure to be amused, and likely to learn something too.
In a few minutes I determined to bid good-by to
Iowa and Illinois, and the Atlantic States and hotels at
two and a half dollars a day, for several months at
least, and look onwards to the Pacific, if I could get
hired as a driver. About this there was not much dif-
ficulty.

First thing in the morning I applied to Mr. So-
merville, a gentleman of whose courtesy and kind-
ness I cannot speak too highly. A tall big fellow,
prett'y well dressed, was applying at the same time,
and, after magnifying his own skill from having been
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in Texas, urgently demanded twenty-five dollars a
month ; he seemed to think the very name of Texas
ought to carry all before it. “I know nothing about
ox driving,” said I, “but I want to go, and will
take what you like to give, twenty or twenty-five
dollars.”  “ Time is pressing,” said Mr. S., “ and you
may both have twenty-five dollars; but you must leave
by this morning’s boat.” There was but an hour to
get ready ; I dashed off, and posted a couple of neces-
sary letters ; threw off all smooth dress, and donned a
woollen shirt and shooting jacket, still, as it seemed,
fragrant of last year’s heather; empticd on the floor
the whole contents of my bag and portmanteau;
divided them into two heaps of useful and useless
things ; stuffed into my bag as many of the former as
I could, including some simple medicines, a “ Deane
and Adams,” and a Bible—not a “ Beecher’s Bible ”
(é. e. Sharp’s rifle), as the collocation might suggest ;
threw the rest of my things into the portmanteau ;
carried it over to Mr. Somerville, who very kindly
offered to keep it for me, and announced myself ready
to start when ordered.



CHAPTER II.

CORRAL.

ON board our boat the Edinburgh, one had the last of
luxury for a long time, and my companions, not over
accustomed to the display, walked about the fine cabin,
and washed down jellies and creams with such draughts
of claret and Sauterne, as showed they appreciated their
advantages. From the time we engaged, we had no
more expenses to bear; our passage was paid for us,
not deck, but cabin passage, as is usual with raftsmen
returning up-river, and others of our class. My com-
panions were three ; the Texian already mentioned, a
big Missourian, and a French-American (not Canadian,
but of a French mother); the last was rather clever,
and could speak both French and English fluently;
he was also a very handy kind of man, and his chief
lack was a lack of good-nature, unless you caught him
in the vein. The Missourian, on the contrary, was a
great lout, who at once expressed his astonishment that
I could speak such good “ American,” having been so
short a time in the country. His name and nature
were good, the former being “Howard;” there was
little else good about him. He had neither education,
cleanliness, courage, good manners, industry, or ho-




CORRAL. 9

“nesty ; at least he proved a terrible pilferer of all pro-
visions, though I don’t think he would have stolen
other property. He was, too, a thorough braggart of
the Captain Kearney sort, and, on this one point, dis-
played some inventive powers. All this, however, was
not perceptible in an hour, and one never could feel much
dislike of him, because his faults proceeded not from any
particular badness of heart, but sheer emptiness—emp-
tiness of head, emptiness of heart, and emptiness of
stomach. Several passengers, finding out our destina-
tion, gathered round and painted for our bencfit, fear-
ful pictures of the Sioux Indians, then at war with the
United States, assuring us-if we were only killed and
scalped, but not eaten, we should escape well ; after a
while, seeing they could frighten no one but the How-
ard, who was not worth frightening, they gave over;
one then told me, with great privacy, that he should
very much like ta cross the plains himself, but for the
Indians, adding, that the attorney-general of Utah—
not a Mormon I suppose—had just arrived from Salt
Lake, and said he would not cross again to be Presi-
dent of the United States ; poor Mr. Attorney, and still
poorer Mr. Attorney’s friend, I thought.

The Edinburgh stopped so often to take in bales of
hemp, the chief export from this district of Missouri,
that we did not reach Atchison, K.T., till evening.
Atchison was then quite a new settlement, consisting

- of a few large warehouses near the river, and several

smaller stores here and there among the trees along the
B 3
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roadside leading inland ; whisky shops were the most
prevalent, and did the best stroke of business. The
work of waggon-loading was over for the day, but those
of us who had any baggage, stowed it in the ware-
house, and we received each a pair of first-rate thick
blankets of a bright scarlet, such as it does one good
to look at in cold weather. I took the precaution at
once to cut a small piece out of the corner of mine
and pocket it, which was fortunate, as in_the course of
the evening some one claimed them, but on my pro-
ducing the piece cut out, and it being found to fit,
public opinion adjudged me my own. A short mile’s
walk brought one to camp on a slope of the glorious
“rolling prairie,” the finest descriptive name Ame-
ricans have invented ; “undulating” is a poor puny
word, but “rolling  breathes poetry, as of a wind that
swept over the earth’s surface, while it was yet a liquid
globe.

Camp, alas! was a mere euphemism, and consisted of
but three or four loaded waggons and an empty one, from
which last, as a pulpit, a gigantic Irishman, with a strong
brogue, was discoursing about things in general, and, be-
tween times, taking long pulls at a whisky bottle three
parts gone, as was its owner. The name he was known by
was more descriptive than elegant, and doubtless well-
deserved ; it seems he had for several months, perhaps
a year, been working his way up the Missouri River,
stopping at each town to do a little work and a good
deal of stealing, till the place got too hot to hold him,

g o -

-
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then he moved higher up.' Thus, at last he had reached
St. Joseph, when really having no higher to go, he de-
termined to amend his ways, and start afresh west
of the Rocky Mountains—as a thief I suppose, though
the profession there is dangerous, and the professor apt
to be suspended sine die, and without process of law ;
these perils, however, he did not incur, for next day of
his own accord he left camp and Kansas by a down-
river boat, strange to say carrying off no one else’s pro-
perty except his own clothes—originally stolen. With
this for its “ representative man,” camp had but little
to boast of just then, so I very gladly volunteered to
“ go down the hill to fetch a pail of water,” and on my
return found things improved; supper was preparing
over a cheerful wood fire, rather long in preparation,
but short enough in duration ; a camp-kettle bubbling
up with coffee, a small mountain of fried bacon, and a
tin bucket loaded with hot biscuits, and more in process
of baking, formed the foreground; at which point be
it noted that what we call rolls, in America are ycleped
biscuits, and biscuits in their turn hard bread. Such
was my commencement of camp-life, my first meal on
the plains, and not a bad beginning I thought. After
standing cattle-guard till midnight, I turned in beneath
a waggon, and, rolled up in my blankets, slept my
first comfortable sleep for several weeks : November was
half through before one slept again under a house-
roof.

We were called up at daybreak. I rose at once,
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mindful of the proverb, “ He who gets a name for
early rising, may lie in bed till noon.” Up with the
dawn, but not with the lark, for morning in America
has no such herald. T have since read in some news-
paper, a proposition to import larks and other English
birds to populate and enliven the prairies of Iowa and
Illinois ; whether the suggestion will be followed up, or
not, remains to be heard. One may hope, in the former
case, the bird’s name will not be changed on account
of its ambiguity—as chanticleer is degraded to a
“ rooster,”—for fear he should be confused with the
water tap. “The rooster’s clarion” does not sound
very poetical.

Two days we spent in loading waggons; these wag-
gons were altogether of a lighter build than is common
in England, and carried from 3500 to 4500 lbs. each,
according to stowage. Some skill was requisite to load
well, and combine weight and bulk properly in such
‘a multiplicity of articles. The following may be a
specimen :—Tea, coffee, rice, sugar, tobacco, soap, can-
dles, mustard, spices, &c., of all kinds, and also casks
of whisky, some of which I fear were tapped before
they reached Utah : boxes of hats, shoes, and ready-
made clothes generally ; dressed leather, bags of nails
and shot, sheet iron, bar iron, block tin, and stoves of
all shapes and sizes. It was good hard work, particu-
larly for one like myself, of little strength at the best
of times, and now enervated by six weeks of an Ame-
rican summer. “The bread of the labouring man is
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sweet, whether he eat little or much,” but we had a
supply of fresh meat, a squatter’s pigs—abolitionist
pigs no doubt—having ventured too near camp ; for
the sake of “law and order,” however, as we were in
Kansas, we invariably spoke of the meat as bear-meat,
and the owner, coming to inquire after his swine, sat
down to our festive board (that is, the prairie grass),
and enjoyed a dinner off ““bear-meat ”” himself. Mcan-
while an affray sprung up from an accusation of theft,
made by the thief against the yet unawares loser,
and though bystanders prevented anything serious, the
thief, having thus taken time by the forelock, and
lending a good ear to the steamboat whistle, managed
to escape on board one as it started, with, it was said,
200 dollars; not, however, without a good half-mile
race, and a splendid “finish.”” You mecet not a few
queer characters on the plains.

During these days I struck up acquaintance with a
little Frenchman, with whom afterwards I was a good
deal thrown ; by trade he was a silversmith, but also
an amateur artist ; had served seven yearsin the French
army, four of them in Algeria ; why he had left France,
or what were his politics, I could never draw from him
beyond an admiration of Lamoriciére, his old general,
from which I hope he was a republican. There was
another Frenchman in camp whom he called his “ ca-
marade ;” a lazier fellow never breathed ; nothing less
than a revolution could have moved him, and a fort-
night afterwards he was sent off as incorrigible. The
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little Frenchman, on the contrary, had a deep sense of
responsibility, and often carried it to a ludicrous ex-
tent. At bringing up a musket he was handy enough,
but on horseback, or muleback, looked considerably
more like a monkey than a man.

The officials of our train were three; two waggon-
masters and a commissary. The duty of the two first
was to choose camping-places, see to the herding and
watering of the cattle, and to the forming corral, yoking
up, driving, &c. Better men than Carril Hughes and
Ben Duncan, one could not have wished for. The
former had served in the Mexican war as a volunteer ;
by birth an American, by parentage Irish, he combined
the shrewd good sense of the one, with the humour and
warmth of the other, and though apt to speak warmly /
now and then, was liked by every one. Who minds an
oath from a thorough good-hearted man ? He had always
a kind word for those who were sick, and a joke or two
for the rest, and a way of keeping men to work by a
truth said in jest. ¢ It’s no affair of mine,” he’d say,
when we were in Indian country, ““if you lose the cat-
tle, they ’re not my cattle, only you’ll be left here to
starve. I’ve powder and lead, and my rifle, and can
get back at any time ;”” and so he got work done, when
rating might have failed. Duncan was very quiet and
undemonstrative while doing an almost incredible
amount of work, most of which it was our duty to have
done. He had been twice in California, had made a
good “pile” at the diggings, and was owner of a
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capital ““claim” in Kansas, near St. Joseph, and too far
north, I hope, to have suffered in the riots and ravages
of the following year. The commissary, as I have
termed him, managed all the money affairs of the train,
and many internal arrangements, as well as the giving
out provisions. Of X., as he was no favourite of mine,
I shall say little; it takes men to manage men, parti-
cularly in America, and on the plains; and three such
as he would in a fortnight have been left alone to re-
turn to the place whence they came.

By Saturday evening all our waggons were loaded—
thirty-eight with goods, and three with provisions for
the way, coffee, sugal;, flour, and bacon ; there was also
a small waggon, known as the Office-waggon. We
were now able to form a good “ corral,” * and conse-
quently three or four of us at a time were sufficient for

* Corral—a Spanish word, signifying an enclosure for cat-
tle, horses, &c. A corral of waggons is formed by driving
waggon after waggon aslant, so that the near fore-wheel of
" one is against the off hind-wheel of the preceding omne, (and
vice versé on the opposite side of the corral,) the poles, or
“tongues,” as they are called, of all the waggons being out-
side the corral ; but as perfect accuracy is not often gained,
the gaps between the waggons are chained up with the yoke-
chains ; the corral is generally of an oval shape, and the lower
end, fifteen or twenty yards across, is left open, through which
to drive the cattle in and out; afterwards, when in regular
travelling, the cattle never being kept in corral at night, but
only for yoking-up, it was found more convenient to leave a
narrow opening at the upper end also, to save confusion in
bringing out teams. So much in explanation of “corral.”
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night guard. On Sunday we rested from our labours
of loading; but there was plenty more to be done:
Sunday was never a day of rest with us, and better not ;
here it would have been spent in whisky, on the plains.
in cards: the Mormon emigrant trains often abstained
from travelling on Sundays and had preaching; but
then their general plan was to make longer drives than
we did, and stop a day for the women to wash, &c. 1
believe the waggon-masters of one goods-train had
strict orders not to travel on Sundays; but as this was
necessarily conditional upon their being camped by
good grass and water, the waggon-masters invariably
managed not to be so on Saturday evenings, and so
evaded the rule. Our chief business, and one which
occupied us several days, was to brand the cattle.
Every train has its mark, so as easily to identify its
own if they happen to get mixed: our mark was a
large K. Branding is amusing work to look at, but
trying enough to the hands of those engaged in it. A
steer is caught by a lasso over his horns, which is then
passed round a waggon-wheel, and up to that he is
drawn and branded. After some time, we found it
better to slip another lasso round his off leg and jerk
him down on his side, as kicking prevented an elegant
brand. The fun consisted in the struggles of the steer
while being drawn up to the wheel (for many of our
cattle were half wild cattle), sometimes nearly pulling
himself loose again, at others darting upon those who
were at the rope’s end, and creating a regular discom-
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fiture, in which case some marvellous jumps were made
by men as well as animals, over wheels and waggons.
Some took the brand very quietly; but those which
had least pluck in resistance bellowed manfully at the
hot iron. This work and its accompaniments, guard-
ing the mouth of corral, and fetching wood to keep up
the fire, employed most of us; but I managed to slip
away and brand my blankets by rubbing in gunpowder
and igniting it, and this, being indelible, saved me
much trouble; for by a search right through the wag-
gons I was safe to find them ; marking in thread was
useless with so many eyes to see, and hands to pick it
out. Taking another’s blankets was a great shame, but
not actual dishonesty, as they did not belong to us—
we only had the usufruct; but one might put them
among those things “que ipso usu consumuntur,” as
lawyers say. ~

One of these evenings seven Italians joined us; they
came up as we sat clustered around the camp kettle at
supper, and catching a word or two of their talk I at
once hailed them with, “Buona sera e buona cena,” de-
termined, though my Italian was slender, to make
acquaintance. They were delighted to find any one
who could speak their own language, and afterwards
proved the truth of a remark I have somewhere read,
that there are generally no friends more willing to serve
you than foreigners whose language you can speak.
When I had been sick, they were always glad to bring
me grapes or small birds, which they had a wonderful
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adroitness in knocking over, and usually—for in camp
nobody knew nobody’s name—called me “ Italiano.”
All of them were Piedmontese, but two brothers, hav-
ing had some education, spoke good Italian—that is,
not unlike book language; the rest spoke more or less
a miserable puny dialect, dropping half the letters ; for
instance, for “ pigliare” (a word often used where
there was so much petty robbery), saying  piar ;*’ but
they could understand me well enough, and pronounced
my language “molto polito,” which, as it savoured a
good deal of the courtly speeches of Ariosto’s ladies
and paladins, was not marvellous. Apart from them,
one was often reminded of Dante when standing guard
or herdsman over our cattle; for, says Dante, as a
comparison to the origin and growth of that worthless
public opinion of which he had good cause to speak
bitterly, ¢ Se una pecora si gittasse da una ripa di mille
passi, tutte 1’ altre I’ andrebbono dietro; e i’ nevidi gia
molte in uno pozzos altare, per una che dentro vi salto,
forse credendo saltare uno muro; non ostante che il
pastore, piangendo e gridando, colle braccia e col petto
dinanzi si parava.” Often was I the pastore, who
“ piangendo e gridando,” strove to head a sudden
stampede ; often, too, if at night one strolled round
from the corral mouth to the camp fire to light one’s
pipe of peace, on returning one could sce—
“ Come le pecorelle escon del chiuso [corral]

Ad una, a due, a tre, e 1'altre stanno
Timidette atterrando ’occhio e chiuso,” &c.
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passages, one may add, that seem to refute Mr. De
Quincey’s remark, that “the iteration daily exhibited
in the habits of cattle had never forced itself into con-
scious notice until arrested by Wordsworth ; and I ra-
ther think, long before Dante, the Hebrew prophets,
loving to draw their similes from pastoral life, had no-
ticed the same.

Though our cattle were not half branded, yet, as the
feed was becoming scarce and the dust around camp
intolerable, a move of two miles was ordered—our first
move. But it was not till later that all the waggons
moved in a body, and the cattle were not unyoked for
several days, till they grew quieter and drivers began to
know their own cattle: five yoke went to a team. As
we started off, ¢ Hurrah for Salt Lake !”’ was exclaimed
and heartily responded to: strange to say, the two most
forward in this enthusiasm never reached Salt Lake;
one died in less than a month, and the other was dis-
charged near the Forks of the Platte. Some now began
to choose their waggons, and paint on the covers titles
and devices, such as “Polar Star,” “Clipper No. 2,”
“City Hotel,” “Excersior.” On my asking the
meaning of the last, the embellisher replied, “Regular
go-a-head, and no mistake,” an interpretation that
might have astonished the poet ; it was one of those in-
stances where a name extends beyond, as it so often out-
lasts, that it belongs to. None of these names, how-
ever, but the “ Polar Star,” which happened to belong
to the leading waggon, and so had a propriety in fact,
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obtained in camp. While the waggon-covers were clean
and the blue and red of the woodwork untarnished, a
train of forty, with as many drivers, also decked out in
bright blue and red overshirts, made really a brave
show as it stretched over a mile of road.

About the same time, we were divided into messes,
being allowed to group oursélves in tens. That I fell
into was the relic of the rest, and comprised a pretty
hotch-potch ; four Germans, always called Dutchmen
in the West, two Irishmen, two Americans, a Mexican,
and myself, the solitary Englishman of the whole camp,
and hence always spoken of as “the Englishman,” ex-
cept in my own mess, where I went by my Christian
name. All the Dutchmen but one left us in a few days,
and were no loss; nature had made them so phlegmatic
- that they would have seen the camp fire spread to the
prairie, and then to the waggons or cattle, without
stirring an inch to put it out. One of the Irishmen
was oldish, and always known as the “old man.” Ac-
cording to his own account, he had been a wine-bottler
in the north of England, and left in consequence of
some Excise difficulty, and should return in three or
four years, when it had blown over. He was a man of
first-rate pluck, warm-hearted, with a jovial face, and a
sharp, but never abusive, tongue. Mat, the other
Irishman, I consider in special my comrade; we slept
for three months in the same waggon and under the
same blankets. Imade his acquaintance here by curing
him of ague with a dose of quinine, a good deed never

-
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forgotten. He had worked, like most Irishmen in Ame-
rica, as a navvy and steamboat hand, and also served in
and deserted from the United States’ army ; education
he had not much of beyond reading and writing, but a
better hand at telling a story one rarely meets ; those of
the Arabian Nights sort he preferred, and threw into
them a wonderful amount of dramatic effcct. This,
and his singing capital songs, made him much sought
for round the camp fire, but he had a cut ready for
every one, myself included; and discovering I had
studied law, begged politely to know if I was one of
two hundred able-bodied lawyers who had advertised
themselves as ready to turn the sod in Minnesota Terri-
tory. Such was our first mess; and, all in all, a sorry
affuir it was. None would be cook but a Dutchman,
who was a mere pettifogger of a cook. At meal-times,
the knives and forks we never used were bright enough,
but the bread was still dough; and in despair we often
ate it while warm dough. Worse still was it when he
succeeded in making a good loaf, for then, from inordi-
nate vanity, he would give so much away to passers-by
that we who owned it were half-starved. Our cooking
utensils consisted of two or three camp-kettles, a fry-
ing-pan, skillet (or bake-pan), and a coffee-mill. We
had also tin cups and plates, and the above-mentioned
knives and forks. Each mess, too, had an axe, a spade,
and three or four six-gallon water-kegs. Rations were
served out every evening, for each man 1} lb. of flour,
the same of bacon; coffee and sugar in sufficiency : we
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used to brown all the coffee each evening in the frying-
pan.

. We had hardly moved a score of miles by the end
of the month, as branding and choosing teams delayed
us. My first attempt at managing a team was a
ludicrous failure, ending, in fact, in a double knot,
every steer having its feet over every chain, and most
of the yokes turned upside down; some consolation,
however, was to be derived from finding the team also
a failure and unmanageable in other hands without a
change of leaders, mine leading everything to perdition
as fast as they could. One evening we had about the
heaviest rain-storm I ever had the luck to fall in with ;
two-thirds of the train, including myself, were at
camp, but those bringing up waggons and loose cattle,
left behind the day before, caught it properly; some
waggons had to be left on the road now, as the teams
could not be got to face the wind and rain. Among
the sufferers was my friend the little Frenchman, who
had scarcely arrived in camp five minutes when he was
“ordered off from the fire, drenched and supperless, to
stand guard; with a true soldierly spirit he declined
my offer of taking his place, saying it was his duty to
stand when and where he was commanded; but he
gladly accepted the loan of a coat—a very bad one—
and afterwards, on sharing my dry blankets, with no
less true French demonstrativeness exclaimed that I was
no longer “un camarade, mais un frére:’’ we proved
the truth of this often subsequently by abusing each
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other ‘soundly—as brothers are wont to do—though
the Frenchman was never coarse in his language, and
fraternity and equality required as much politeness on
my part. Ah! mon frére, may we never slecp worse
than we did in No. 15 waggon on the night of July
30, 1855, though the corners of the boxes were very
perverse; and somehow in my diary is recorded,
“slept very badly ; rough bed, and cold too.” Yet the
night was pleasant after the storm, and the full moon
shone brightly over the log-house of a solitary squat-
ter; and, since the squatter supplied us with fresh
milk at a fair price, I go in for squatter sovereignty.



CHAPTER III.

THE START.

I HavE spoken of the glorious rolling prairie. Go out
on to the prairies of Illinois in the early summer-time
when the grass is greenest and the flowers are
brightest, and the flowers are so bright and so thick
you can hardly see that the grass is at its greenest,
and then say is not the prairie glorious? And when
you are tired of gazing on the beauty that woos your
feet, and as in dalliance flings on them its light dew-
drops, treasured from sun and wind for your coming,
look far off how sun and wind scatter light and shade
over the unwooded landscape; drink in all you can of
the spirit of that expanse that seems “ boundless as we
wish our souls to be,” and” then, too, say is not the
prairie glorious? But, between May and August, be-
tween Illinois and Kansas there is some difference ; the
wild lupin, with a few companions, still blossomed ; but
the season of flowers was past; the coarse prairie grass,
too, though from its height of eight or ten inches suffi-
cient to prevent anything of bareness at a distance,
looks miserably thin close to you ; and the waves of the
prairie are often as short, steep, and multitudinous as
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those of the Moray Firth when a north-easter is blow-
ing; seldom have they a slope of more than a quarter
of a mile, and such a uniformity of elevation that hour
after hour you may travel on without a view of a mile;
lucky if, once or twicein the day, by climbing high on
the waggon, you gain a further prospect. Road, in a
proper sense, there is none; the continual passage of
trains has indeed worn away the grass and made the
semblance of one, and two or three old tracks now
grassed over run parallel to the present; this next
season will give place to a new. In good weather, and
on moderately-sloping ground, you may travel smoothly
enough,but at the crossings of the creeks, and at the bot-
tom of the steeper hills, the road is often rough, sidling,
and dangerous. At some of these places we had to chop
away the ground with an axe, for the sun had baked it
as hard as a brick, and spades were useless. All the
creeks, and most of the springs, have names, from their
nature or their discoverers, or mere fancy—‘Mud
Creek,” “Rock Creek,” “ Vermillion,” &c.  Unfortu-
nately in summer the smaller creeks become very scant
of water, in fact, merely strings of disconnected stag-
nant pools, far from wholesome for drinking. Wood
is scarcely ever wanting. Sometimes there are quite
picturesque little valleys, with beautiful groves of oak,
elm, maple, hickory, or cottonwood around the water,
that in the scorching days of August tempt passers-by
to stay and rest, and will soon tempt little bands of
settlers. Away from the creeks the land seems habit-
c
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able enough, though not of special fertility. Probably
by sinking wells a sufficiency of water could be
obtained ; at present you may go ten or fifteen miles
without seeing a drop. :

The last day of July was a kind of epoch, being the
first time we travelled in one body; at the same time
two mule carriages joined us, in which were the owners
of the goods. 'We had but little to do with them ; they
harnessed their own animals ; made their own fire, and
cooked for themselves, as travellers on the plains do.
They had nothing to do with the management of the
train, and if they wanted any help rather asked than
commanded it. They travelled with us till early in
September. ‘

August 2nd.—Last night one of the men was caught
running off with the mules (besides the mules of the
two carriages there were several for our ¢ chiefs” to
ride) ; he was of our mess, but had only joined the day
before, having deserted or been turned out of some
train abead. It seems he had asked Mitchell, our new
cook (the Dutchman had been forced to abdicate), to
take part in the theft. Mitchell declined, and told
X., who at first was for seizing the culprit forth-
with ; but subsequently on the police plan the affair
was carried out. A guard was posted and fell asleep,
as all the guards here do, and let the thief and
Mitchell pass, and the latter had great difficulty in
delaying him long enough for them to wake and come
up; if he had once mounted, “Good-bye.”” One of
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the corrall guards called me up to stand in his place
while he went to sce “the fun:” afterwards I found
him (the thief) tied to a waggon. Moved five miles;
camped near an Indian settlement ; fine deep creck and
capital wood and grass; went down to the cottages in
the hopes of getting corn and milk; cows not yet
driven in; could not make the old squaw under-
stand ; stole some water-melons, not quite ripe, but
they were delicious, and did me a world of good; one
wants fresh vegetables and fruit occasionally.

August 3rd.—Terribly hot day. The nails in the
soles of my old shooting-boots a great nuisance ; they
draw up the heat, and almost blistered my feet.
Moved ten miles ; pleasant camping-place ; creek rather
discontinuous, but with some deep large pools; close
beside it two springs, quite cold, but strongly mineral,
and soon drunk dry. On a beautiful slope of grass
towards the water, half surrounded by scrub oaks, were
several graves—the first we met with ; almost every one
of the train gathered round them and read the inscrip-
tions with interest—an interest lessened perhaps in
some minds when we met with such nearly every day,
in some perhaps increased after we had added two to the
number that mark the line of travel across the plains
—spots where one journey has been suddenly broken
off and another taken.

August 4th—Had a delicious bathe in the creek ;
water from four to five feet deep, and sandy bottom in
most parts; water-snakes gambolling about, but are

c2
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harmless. The Salt Lake mail from Independence
came up, and stopped during the heat of the day; two
mule carriages with six mules each, and two men on
mules to help ; pay for the hands seventy-five dollars
a month ; fare for passengers two hundred dollars;
there were two or three of them. Had an early supper
off bean soup; quite a luxury. A man from Fort
Laramie (700 miles from Missouri) joined our meal,
and then left us; he had travelled alone on foot in
about twenty days. This was not such a formidable
enterprise as it looks, for any one at that time of the
year travelling eastwards would be sure to meet six or
seven different trains at least, and therefore would not
require any large stock of provisions. Indians would
hardly observe one man on foot, generally walking at
night, and sleeping during the day.

Along with the mail Mr. Kinkead, one of the Salt
Lake firm (all Gentiles) which owned our freight, left
us. This gentlemen the preceding fall had a very
narrow escape. The mail frqm Salt Lake, in which he
was the only passenger, was attacked, apparently by a
band of Sioux, twenty miles east of Laramie, and at the
first fire all but himself were killed; he jumped out of
the mail waggon and mounted a mule, but was almost
immediately struck by six arrows, and fell to the
ground ; an Indian then came up and signified to him
to lie still.  After rifling the mail they went off, and
he with much difficulty crawled back to the house of a
. settler not very faraway. Whether the attacking party
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were real or sham Indians, the robbery was evidently a
“ plant,” got up by white men. Mr. Kinkead had with
him a large amount of specie, as he was returning to
the States on business, and this was taken, though the
Sioux and other Indians of the plains have no know-
. ledge of money. This account I read long afterwards,
though the story in our camp was not very different,
except that it transferred the scene from some propriety
in the name to the Devil’'s Gap, nearly 200 miles
west of Laramie.

Soon after the mail we also started with the last of
the twilight, and travelled far into the small hours.
In the stillness of the dark and breathless night, the
barking of the wolves sounded on all sides shrill and -
clear : “ Their horses are fierce as evening wolves,”
says Habakkuk ; that evening I felt the force of the
expression, though, as a fact, the wolf of the plains is
by no means a gaunt savage-looking animal, but rather
a sleek, well-conditioned gentleman, too apt to sneak
into camp and steal a flitch of bacon or the remains of
a supper if he can, but never known to attack a man
or even cattle unless they are disabled; the buffalo
calf, if separated from its mother, sometimes fares
badly. A night without a breath of wind is as thirsty
a time as day, so a thunderstorm with heavy rain came
agreeably ; I was glad to drink off the brim of my
“wide-awake :” the moon was high before we camped,
and soon all but the guard were fast asleep. This was
the first night march we made, and we made but five
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or six altogether ; only in fact when there were long
intervals without grass or water, and it was neccssary
to push on and well (as now), to escape the heat.

Near this camping-place was a spring that deserves
special mention as the best perhaps on the whole
route ; unluckily it was not discovered for several
hours, as it lay on the side of a bank half shut in by
low ground brush; a little basin hardly more than a
foot across, and about as deep, in the rich black mould,
and filling faster than we could draw from it, with the
clearest, coldest, and most healthful of water: the
overplus ran away into a narrow decp bed, overhung
by the long grass, and in fifty yards lost itself in a
small marsh with no exit. The “ Cottonwood spring
in the valley of the Platte is more famous, and like
this, quite cold, but its water seemed to me rather
insipid. This day another man from a train ahead
joined us; he was no thief like the former. Cali-
fornia iustils a respect for mewm and fuwm ; he had
made a “pile” at the diggings—you never meet a
man who has been there and has not—and had lost it
gambling—I never met but one who had not lost his
pile gambling—and then supported himself with his
violin—I never met a fiddler whose instrument was
not a violin—and here was the violin, like the bricks
that proved Jack Cade’s lineage, to testify to the whole
story. Previously he had served as interpreter to one
of the London police-courts, as he was an Anglo-
Italian, or rather Welsh-Piedmontese, and a sort of
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putative Catholic; he was called the “old Ttalian,”
and joined the Italian mess, who disliked him almost
as much as he did them.

One of these nights I had a curious dream, viz. that
I saw and heard Milton recite the ‘“Arcopagitica”
before “the Lords and Commons of England.”
Place, &c., were of the usual inconsistency, and the
passages one seemed to hear naturally those one knew
best. Nothing about our camp was very Miltonic, nor
in the daytime had a thought of Milton passed across
my brain. I suppose it came from some connection
between the prose works of Milton and Dante, which
last our cattle reminded me of.

Two succeeding days’ travel of five and fifteen milcs
respectively brought us to Big Nemahaw creek, at this
time rather shallow, but still a stream with an average
width of twenty-five feet : here there was a settlement
of some half-dozen houses, two of which were  gro-
ceries,” and no doubt made a good thing of selling
whisky to passing trains, and villainous bad whisky
it was too ; several of our men however indulged freely
in it, but then they did not know or had forgotten
Scotch and Irish whisky; a taste was quite enough
for me, after which I revelled in a quart of fresh milk,
only wishing I could have added to it honey to com-
plete “the glory of all lands.” A return empty train
from Fort Kearncy camped by us. During the night
a heavy thunderstorm came on, with a strong wind, but
I covered my head up in my blankets and braved it a
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long while beneath the waggon, till from the slope of
the ground inundation threatened below, upon which
I took refuge above; from this time I never but
once slept on the ground; hitherto, I had always
done so.

Morning brought a worse storm—three dismissals.
These were the lazy Frenchman, our Dutch ex-cook
(chiefly for impudence), and one of our Irishmen, “the
old man,” John Dillon. There was something comical .
in his discharge, though I was sincerely sorry for it;
he was cooking—for our second cook Mitchell, who
had entrapped the mule thief, had left our mess—and
rating me soundly in well-balanced sentences because
I had taken a bathe in the creek instead of bringing
water, concluding that he should report to Mr. J. how
little use I was, when that very gentleman appeared,
and informed kim that as he was no use at all they
would pay him his wages, and had arranged with the
return-train to take him back. The old man’s spirit
was roused in a moment, Thank you for nothing,”
said he; “you might have asked me first whether I
wished to go back, but I shan’t go back, and’ll be
in Salt Lake before you yet:” and sure enough in
twenty minutes, without staying to take breakfast, he
was off by himself with an old carpet-bag over his
shoulder, and veteran hat-box in his hand; he was
quite moved when I shook hands with him, but we all
wished him well, and nearly the whole camp joined in
three cheers to him in spite of black looks from X.
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The old man walked twenty miles without a bite, but
his pluck never failed him; the next day a body of
troops caught him up, and he got along with them to
Fort Kearney. The officers liked him much, for he was
useful in his way, and would have gladly kept him, but he’
had set his heart on going West, and joined a Mormon
goods train, working only for his board, but he was a
favourite there also, and received some pay at last, and
they tried hard to convert him; he would listen, I was
told, to any amount of argument, byt remained a good
Catholic after all.  Irishmen seldom turn Mormons;
one, however, of the managers of an emigrant train
along with us was Irish, and all his countrymen in our
train, though friendly enough to the other emigrants,
were quite ashamed of him ; each disclaimed him from
their country; “he couldn’t be a Corkonian,” “he
hadn’t been raised in Dublin anyhow,” &ec. After
passing the Rocky Mountains we met “the old man ”
again, but he ultimately got into Salt Lake City ahead
of us—by two days. In place of the three dismissed
three joined us from the return train, and also one of
the settlers; the latter on the Scotch principle was
always called Nemahaw after his “claim,” though as
the claim was but a claim, and the chance of payment
for it when due very uncertain, the nomenclature
seemed premature. Little settled as this part of the
country is the land along or near the creck was entirely
in the hands of a land company: individual settlers
can rarely buy much worth having direct from the
c3
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government at the regular price of one dollar and a
quarter an acre.

Aug. 8th.—Left several head of cattle behind, half
dead or dead lame, chiefly from bad driving down hills,
not locking the wheels, &c., and drove away several
more we ought to have left. Made about eight miles
through a stupid, tiresome, grass country; I did not
get to camp till late, having remained behind driving
wo or three lame cattle, a terrible infliction on them
and me—shall shigk it for the future.

Aug. 9th.—After breakfast one hundred dragoons
passed our camp; all the men had revolvers; an
officer came up and had a talk with us; said that Ge-
neral Harney meant to pitch into the Indians right and
left.

Aug. 11th.—Heavy rain all the forenoon, drenching
us to the skin behind ; about three it cleared off fine:
quite provoking! sun too far west: only got roasted
on one side without getting dry on the other. Camped
near Big Blue, a river from forty to fifty yards wide,
generally fordable, but now from the rains very high
and impassable except by ferry-boat. There is fine
timber all along the river bottom, and for the first time
we had a fire of red cedar wood ; there was something
quite luxurious in the idea.

Near the Ferry were camped two Mormon emigrant
trains, of some thirty-five waggons and 400 emigrants
each. Flour was their chief load, over which appeared
a miscellaneous assortment of boxes and bedding, with
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sometimes a chair or two. Some of the richer families
had cows driven loose, and many had one or two as part
of their team, which had to draw a load much lighter
than ours, and lightening daily. Few, even of the wo-
men and children, unless sick or very young, were
accustomed to ride. At first, our men had had a great
prejudice against the Mormons, and whenever we passed
their waggons would abuse and order them out of the
road; but after seeing a bit more, we found they
were as good Christians as “the balance.” Perfect
morality it would be useless to expect: one knows
what an emigrant ship’s morality is (though, by-the-
by, the author of ““The Mormons* reports, from what
captains told him, that Mormons are far better behaved
than the average run of emigrants across the Atlantic) ;
there are quite as many temptations in an emigrant
train ; but the immorality was exceptional, and never
scandalous. As a whole, they were a good, plain, ho-
nest sort of people, simple-minded, but not fools, nor
yet altogether uneducated ; an omnium gatherum from
half-a-dozen nations, containing many excellent artizans
and some tradespeople, along with a large number of
mere labourers and some few men of talent and culti-
vation. Local papers in England occasionally mention
a departure of Mormons, and speak of them as poor
and ignorant people. This, no doubt, is correct; but
it would not be equally so to set down the entire class
of emigrants as such. The better class pay their own
expenses mainly ; and though they join at Liverpool, do
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not travel in large bodies, or attract the attention which
those emigrating by help of the “ Perpetual Emigration
Fund” (and therefore necessarily collected in the charge
of some “elder”) do ; these are the poor and ignorant ;
and more shame for us there are so many such, and
that poverty and ignorance are cause and effect. In
the United States these people would have had a decent
education, and in Utah their children will have, no mat-
ter how poor they are.

Those emigrating by aid of the ¢ Perpetual Emigra-
tion Fund,” are required to pay back what has been
advanced as soon after their arrival in Utah as possible,
either in labour or produce, &c. To save expense, it
was determined that after this time, instead of waggons
and cattle, merely hand-barrows or small carts should
be used ; and most thought the journey could be made
as quickly that way, but it will come hard upon chil-
dren and those who are sick. At Chicago, last June, I
fell in with 300 or 400 Welsh, still in the most primi-
tive state of semi-civilisation, doomed to use the hand-
barrows. They seemed contented, though rather sorry
they could not settle at some of the pleasant places
they had seen in their R.R. journey from Boston. Had
they known the state of distress at Salt Lake, perhaps
they would have done so; but they would not have be-
lieved me had I told them.

Aug. 12th, Sunday.—No grouse killed by me, or any
one else to-day, I suppose. Day very fine, but the
level almost ankle-deep in water from the late rains.
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Idled away some time at the store, which was crowded
with men buying things at exorbitant prices—far more
so than anywhere else, considering the distance from
the States, only 150 miles. Then rambled through the
Mormon camps : they have tents, which adds a good
deal to their comfort, though, after all, in a waggon
you are surest of a dry bed to slecp on. Many women
were trying in vain to raise a fire from wet wood on the
wet ground : you can always tell the camping-place of
an emigrant train, there are the remains of so many
small fires; those of other trains are fewer and larger;
we never had more than half-a-dozen, and very seldom
as many. Found a couple of Piedmontese families,
fifteen or sixteen together, with a waggon between
them. When I spoke of them to the Italians of our
camp, they expressed as much scorn as the Irish did at
the Mormon Irishmen, and would not go near them.
Perhaps it is a Catholic feeling ; yet our Irish had half
dropped their religion : one to-day said to me, “I’m
Catholic, but all religions are ways to heaven, except
the Mormon; all their priests will go to hell.”” The
grown-up Piedmontese were ignorant, and spoke their
miserable dialect, but some of the children spoke very
plainly ; one girl of twelve or thirteen was eager to
talk, and very quick, and promised to be pretty also.
Casually she spoke of the sunset as “tramontare.”

¢ But there are no mountains here,” said I.

“No,” she said, catching my meaning at once,
“but it was the old word they used at home in the
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’ were there mountains where they were

“bel paese;
going ?”

“Yes,” I said, “but the mountains were very far off;
it would be almost as easy to get back to the ‘bel
paese.””

She looked sad; and I was sorry I had made the obser-
vation. From them I strolled on to the Welsh: one dark-
haired beauty attracted my glance; she was but young,
and seemed travelling alone, without any relatives. I
could make out her story but imperfectly, for she could
speak very little English, and not even understand it
readily; otherwise she was ready enough to talk, though
with more of the air and caprice one would fancy natu-
val to a harem beauty than any Mormon girl I ever
met. A middle-aged woman from Dover was a curious
free-spoken person for a “saint,” and almost put our
men to the blush; for a very trifling gratuity she
would have (and perhaps did) acted as the procuress of
the girls of her people. On common-place subjects
she talked sensibly; told me from having delayed so
long at Atchison they were already short of provisions,
and got only one pound of bacon a week each (perhaps
including all the children) ; complained bitterly that the
settler would not sell her any butter, he would keep it
all for the “ captain’s lady”” (the captain of the United
States’ troops)—that in a free country !—besides, he
had “extortionated” her for other trifles; but—and
this she told with immense gusto—she had sold his
wife some worsted_ stockings, and put just as much
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extra on the price of them. The story was not unlike
that of the Troglodyte wool-merchant and corn-
nerchant in the “ Lettres Persanes.”

On return to camp found Preston and O’Rourke had
deserted : neither were very courageous, a good deal
fonder of whisky than hardship, and terrible belicvers
in the Indians. The latter was a great humbug, pre-
tended not to be of Irish birth, and wanted us to pro-
nounce his name Orroack; he carried off a pocket-
comb I had lent him. The other was a printer, had an
excellent memory, and could repeat whole passages of
the poets. Neither could drive well, or was much loss,
but Preston was a good-natured, jovial fellow ; yet he,
too, borrowed another man’s hat and went off with it.

The waggons were driven by one or two of the best
drivers to the ferry-boat ; they crossed one by one, and
camped half-a-mile on the other side; a little before
dark we drove the rest of the cattle down, and swam
them across. Intended to have stolen some corn and
water-melons, but missed the opportunity ; the store-
keeper, the only settler here, has a good show of these, -
besides lots of cattle. His wife complains of loneli-
ness and cold in winter. “ Nemahaw ” lost my knife,
and then—impudent fellow |—said it was not of much
account, and he could get a better in St. Louis for
twenty-five cents. Thank you, N., but this is Big Blue,
not St. Louis. '

Aug. 13th.—Had to keep second guard last night.
Heavy rain, but my blanket kept me dry,—when will
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it be dry again? Moran—idle scoundrel !—lay under
a waggon the whole time. Great difficulty in raising a
fire for breakfast. “Nemahaw,” our cook, was a sloven,
content to leave things anyhow, and call that “rough-
ing it,”—a type of a pretty large class in the world.
N. said it was too wet to cook, we must eat hard bread ;
I opposed, and volunteered my blanket to be held over
the fire while somé “ slap-jacks ”” (pancakes) were fried.
All vociferously voted this to be magnanimous, but by
mistake, some one els¢’s blanket was taken. Myself
and another stood one on each side of the fire, “ like
Teneriffe or Atlas unremoved,” with the blanket over
our shoulders, eyes, nose, and mouth so full of smoke
we could hardly see to swear. Made up for a bad
breakfast by dining at the store for half.a-dollar: we
had chickens and fresh vegetables, milk and cream, and
capital Java coffee—altogether a treat and a healthy
change. Settler’s wife told me the reports of the de-
vastation of grasshoppers at Salt Lake. She must have
to do with a great many rogues, or be very suspicious
by nature, for no sooner did I rise from dinner and
lounge half-way to the door, than she positively jumped
at me for the half-dollar, thinking I was trying to
sneak off.  Forty or fifty head of new cattle bought
from the settler ; out herding them till late; lucky I
had made a good dinner. On coming in, found Nema-
haw had fallen out with some of the mess and vacated
office—no great loss, but I lost my supper, everything
having gone to sixes and sevens, or rather to the six or
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seven who were ready for a scramble. Lost my supper,
and might say also “lost a day,” not in the philosophi-
cal or the Cambridge sense, but we have not moved camp
to-day. Joined the “ Great Western”” as my sleeping
waggon ; it is a famous large waggon, quite different
from the rest, and loaded with coffee and rice, so one
will have a good even bed. The two Italian brothers,
my particular friends, are to be left behind, one being
lame, and the other staying to take care of him; both
are to receive their wages.

In consequence of the diminution of our numbers, the
messes were reduced to four, and guard and driving ar-
ranged accordingly. Each mess took a night’s guard,
half standing till midnight, the remainder till daylight.
In rotation we had the lead in driving, not a mere distinc-
tion, but a practical advantage ; the first waggons would
often get to camp an hour before the last, particularly
as forming corral takes some time; that hour might
change twilight into dark ; many a time I’ve seen the
camp fire of the leading mess blazing up cheerfully,
when we were two miles or more away.

Of our messes I may give a short account. No. 1
was chiefly of professional teamsters, and entirely of
Americans. They were certainly the most useful and
willing, and the least quarrelsome,—but the varieties
of character among them were fewer. ¢ Woodpecker,”
however,—surnames were not much in vogue with us
—having been among the Indians, could sing a good
song, or spin a yarn by the camp fire.
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“We had been out a few days from the trading-
post, up the Yellow Stone, hunting ; Pierre a French-
Canadian, a Dutchman, myself and another American,
but we had not done much yet; that was the trading-
post, you know, we worked from. Well, it was just
after daylight, and the Dutchman had shot a wolf-bitch,
and we made sure she had a litter somewhere, so we
scattered about, and at last we found the hole, and I
wanted to have one of the wolf-pups, so I put my arm
in, and pushed in myself as far as I could, and at last
got out a couple, but I can tell you those little beggars
have sharp teeth, you can see the mark still, only it’s
too dark now. Put another bit of wood on the fire,
Tom. Any water in this keg I'm on ?”

“ Take some coffee, Woodpecker.”

“What! you’ve got coffee left ; well, we drink our
kettle dry, anyhow.”

“Well, so do we, mostly, but we filled up again.
Go on, Woodpecker.”

“Well, we’d just got the wolf-pup out you know;
he was a dog-wolf, and I stuck him in a bit of a sack,
and slung him over my shoulder. Somehow we’d been
after this the whole time, and kept no look-out, and we
hadn’t seen any Indians yet since we’d been out ; when
Dick—that’s the American—turned round and didn’t
say a word, but pointed to the hill. By Jove! there
were pretty near 100 Indians coming over, and they
saw us too, so it was no good trying to escape, for some
of them had ponies. Well, we wanted to fight it out,
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and kill what we could of them, for we knew they were
Sioux ; but Pierre wouldn ’t hear of it, so we gave in to
him, and waited for the Indians to come up. They
came up, and asked us who we were. Picrre had told
us we must all make out we were French-Canadians, and
then they’d not kill us; Pierre knew their language,
and told ’em we were French Canadians. Well they
saw he was, and T passcd off pretty well, but the other
two couldn’t pass, and two of the ‘braves ’—Pierre
whispered to me—said they must have a scalp; well,
I thought it was all up with us, for if they killed one,
they’d be likely to kill all, and I wanted to fire, but
Pierre said ‘ No.” Well, just at that moment, from the
other side comes up another band of Indians of the same
tribe [the Sioux nation consists of eight or nine diffe-
rent tribes, and these are subdivided in bands under
different chiefs] bigger than the others. These first
lot you know, were all young  braves,” and they’re al-
ways for killing the whites. But these others had with
them an old chief; that is, he wasn’t young. Well,
they came up and claimed a share in us, and as they
were the strongest the first band could not help it;
but one of them stuck an arrow through the Dutch-
man’s arm, and their chief said they must have a scalp.
- Pierre told the old chief we were all Canadian-French-
men, and loved the Indians, and hated the Americans.
Well, they made us give up our arms, and then they
fell talking what they’d do with us, and meanwhile we
were stript pretty near of all we had on, just as they
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fancied the things. Just as they were going to take
away my bag, the old chief turned round and asked
what it was, and the wolf-pup put out his head and
yelped, and the chief laughed. I think that put him
in a good humour, but Pierre said the others were still
for having our scalps, and the Dutchman and Dick
were a good deal kicked and knocked about. How-
ever, at last, they made out to let us go, because four
guns count as good as a scalp; so they told us we
might go, and off we went at once, but some of the
braves followed us at first, and the younger chief fired
a gun at us several times, but he only grazed Dick’s
side once. I don’t think he liked Dick. So we got
off at last, but we’d no clothes and no food, or means
of killing any game. I can tell you it was hot to a
man’s skin, for it was July you know, and we must
push on, having nothing to eat, and no friendly In-
dians nearer than the river. Just at dark a herd of
buffalo came along, and behind ’em all a buffalo cow
with a young calf ; close by us there was a bit of a
bank, and the calf could not get up that easily ; thena
big wolf slipped up and laid hold of the calf, but the
cow turned and drove him off ; but while she was after
him, we set on the young one. Then she turned right
on us, but that brought the wolf back again, so be-
tween the two, the cow had a bad time of it, though I
was sorry for her, but we couldn’t do without something
to eat. So at last we finished the calf with a blow on
the head, and drove off the cow and the wolf, though
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I know he didn’t go far; then we got a bite, it was
raw though, for we hadn’t a light. Well, in four days

we reached the Yellow Stone; but the sun had tanned -

us s0, the Indians took us for Black-feet, and began to
fire at us across the river; it’s lucky we were not hit,
for they kept it up a good while after they found us to
be white men. Indians, you know, always kill a white
man they find in an enemy’s country, as they suppose
him to be an ally of their enemy. However, all’s
well that end’s well. At last we made ’em understand.
Then they took us over to their own side, gave us lots
to eat and drink, and we got back safe to the trading
post. That’s all. Now give us another drink of
coffee.”

" ¢« All gone, Woodpecker.”

“ Well, some water then.”

“ Not a drop left.”

“ Then I’ll go round to our mess. Good night.”

““ Good night, Woodpecker,” from all, und voce.

¢ Oh, here’s a nice state of things,” cries one of our
cooks, “how are we to get breakfast, and not a drop
of water to do it with ? Whose turn is it ?”

“Oh, I went for water this evening,” cries one.
“ And I for wood,” cries another ; and that great shirk,
Moran, slips away to his waggon.

“Oh, well, if none of you’ll go, it’s no affair of
ours,” says the cook, “we can do as well without
coffee as the balance, can’t we Tom (to his sub)? I
know No. 2 mess 'l give us a drop.”

1
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“Call me up first thing, and I’ll go,” says Howard.

“No, we ’ve had plenty of that; you’d have had no
breakfast this morning, if some one hadn’t lugged you
right out. Won’t any one go ?”

“I’ll go,” says Dutch John, the most willing man
in camp, who never talks about his turn, or grumbles
that his bread and bacon is less than another man’s.

“It’s too bad Dutch John should have to go, he
brought wood and water both this evening,” says an-
other, but never offers to go himself.

“Come along, William,” says John, to myself,
“we’ll go together,””—for John and I were great
chums.

¢ Oh, William,” says Nemahaw, insinuatingly, ¢if
you are going, you may as well take another keg.”

“Well I guess I will take Mat’s keg: we shall want
some water in the waggon, as we go along to mor-
row.”

“QOh, that’s just like you, William,” say two or
three bitterly, “ always thinking of the waggon and
yourself.”

“Goto; the waggon doesn’t drink any of the
water, nor I much. Don’t we always give a drink to
any one who wants? You’d have been thirsty enough
on Tuesday, if we had had none. Last time I trusted
to you there wasn’t a drop, and I drank out of a rut
in the road, and afterwards of that putrid Vermillion
Creek. Bah! it was worse than Croton oil.”

¢ Oh, make a speech now, you ’re a lawyer.”
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“I’ll give you more law than water to night, you
may swear to it; make that idle dog Moran bring
water if you want it brought.”

Return of Moran, glaring savagely at me, foaming
at his mouth, putting his hand on his big knife, as he
always does when there’s a chance of a quarrel, and try-
ing to see if I have my revolver about me. Failing in
this he keeps quiet, and Dutch John and I go off tran-
quilly with our kegs.

Such are the common wranglings of camp life..
“No. 2,” consisting in the main of American me-
chanics, was even worse. They would often squabble
and rail like so many angry women ; but they were
handier than “ours” in getting a meal ready, and
much less wolf-like in taking it. One or two of our
Irish had no manners at all, and would try to grab
everything. The Emerald Isle had now a decided pre-
dominance in * ours,” though we might still, like Mid-
shipman Easy, have hoisted “ the flag of all nations.”
In place of our Mexican we had a Scotchman; he
was a sailor, had served on board a United States’
man-of-war, and deserted from it. “ Scottie ” was, all
in all, a good specimen. Before a select and appre-
ciative audience he would sing “Highland Mary,”
and others of Burns’ songs, but not coram populo ;
there was a touch of genuine delicacy there ; and, by
talking alone with him and hearing him speak with deep
affection of his dead mother, I learnt that there are
those whom you cannot know till they know you:
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outwardly he was rough enough, though not unman-
nerly.

One American we had of great versatility. Landon
could anywhere have made at least a respectable show
as cook, confectioner, chemist, general practitioner and
poisoner, painter, actor, and tailor. I will vouch, with
proper materials he could have made a costume for any
stage character, and supported it very fairly himself.
Sometimes, when pacing round our herd on night
guard, one might hear in the distance a passage of Shak-
spere recited in imitation of some English or American
“star.”” He was a doctor’s son, and had come on to
the plains half for the fun of the thing, half to get to
California, and with a general self-confidence that he
could support himself wherever he went. Honest and
honourable as he was, even excessively good-natured, his
popularity was marred by a more excessive touchiness.

Among our Irish there was one character—besides my
comrade Mat of the ¢ Great Western,” the character of
the whole camp—known among us as * Little Tom.”
His was a true Irish story. Born of parents fairly off,
well educated, a graduate of Trinity College, Dublin ;
put to some business, he had soon tired of it, and gone
off to America without a penny ; stayed some months
with a rich uncle at Boston; again put in an office;
again tired of steady work, and ran off to New
Orleans ; since that he had lived anyhow—teamster,
steam-boat hand, porter at hotels, &c.; two or three
times he had been nearly starved, both in cities and out
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in Indian country, and, unfortunately, still ate always
as if he were starved ; but if he had lost the outside
polish, like a good coin he rang true and clear. Much
delighted he was to find any one with a little classical
knowledge, for his own, of Latin at least, was still
fresh. Sometimes we capped Latin verses by the camp-
fire, to the intense astonishment of the rest of ““ours,”
who had not given Tom credit for so much learning,
and he would hold his head a little higher after such
exhibitions. He always assured me there were no
such scholars as those of Dublin. Related college
anecdotes, and delighted to propound “ catches,” such
as, “Mea mater est mala sus:”’ it was worth being
posed to see his pleasure. Prouder than of Dublin
was he of some remote—I dare say very remote
—relationship to Cardinal Wiseman, who some ten
years before had patted him on the head, and spoken
a few kind encouraging words; still remembered every
syllable, though not likely ever to be turned to
account. Like the rest of our Irish (except Nemahaw,
who had been brought up as a surveyor, and on join-
ihg camp very foolishly boasted himself to be come of
““good people,” a phrase he was often twitted with),
Little Tom had been in the United States Service,
and come out some irregular way or other. I think
on a plea of not being an American citizen.

Irish in America stick mainly to public works,
railroads, and the river; consequently they come but
little in competition with native American workmen,

D
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The latter (of whom I have seen a good deal, both
here and elsewhere out West) have a great dislike of
Germans, who will underbid them entirely. One told
me he and another American were working near Pitts-
burg at one dollar and a half a day, when two Ger-
mans came and offered for ten dollars a month, and,
of course, cut them out. This, no doubt, to those
who think the sum of human wisdom is comprised in
buying in the cheapest and selling in the dearest
market, and who I dare say would sell their own souls
if they could find out the dearest market for those valu-
able articles, will seem’ the perfection of competition ;
others may find less to admire in it. Englishmen and
Protestant Irish, both a very small number, are well
spoken of as workmen, and as very tenacious of proper
wages. .
One feeling our Irishmen had in common, that of
an intense hatred towards England; this was mainly
national, but partly also republican. They had found
a greater equality in America, and spoke very bitterly
of such laws as the game laws. As a whole, they pre- -
ferred the slave States, though asserting that on steam-
boats, &c., along with slaves, the latter, as being owned
not hired merely, were invariably put to the lightest
work—I think the greater hospitality in country
places influenced their opinions. Scarcely less intense
than their hatred of England (or rather of the govern-
ing classes of England) was their hatred of the United
States army, while they would eulogise the English Ser-
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vice. One quite roused the Americans to a K.N. feeling
against him, by boasting that the Scotch Grays, Ennis-
killens, 4th Light Dragoons, and 10th Hussars—regi-
ments he happened to have seen formerly—out on the
prairie would in half an hour cut to pieces the entire
American army, infantry, cavalry, artillery, and all
they could muster. Another Irish characteristic I
noticed. Though not specially given to lying, yet if
they swore “on their souls” a thing was true, then in-
variably it was false. A young naval officer, soon after
the Pacifico affair in Greece, told me that whenever a
Greek assured him of a fact with great solemnity, he
always assumed the direct contrary to be the case, and
always found it so. Idid the same when I heard any-
thing of the Irishman’s soul.

Though Kansas theoretically extends to the moun-
tains, Big Blue is considered the boundary line of the
territory, and the great ocean of Indian country;
indeed we were not unlike a vessel outward bound,
nor our journey unlike a voyage. We struck out
hence into a region, considered by our pace of travel-
ling, as boundless, if not as trackless, as an ocean.
Fort Kearney and Laramie were our St. Helena and
Cape, the mountains and snow our icebergs, the mails
a monthly line of steamers passing to and fro, the
buffalo and antelope our halibuts and flying-fish, the
wolves our sharks, and if the journey had continued a
little longer one might have added “scurvy was
scurvy.” Was it not a voyage?

' p2



CHAPTER IV.

DEATH IN THE COMPANY.

MorniNg broke gloriously on August 14, such as
one rarely sees upon the plains, and not too often any-
where ; it was, indeed, a “shining morrow,” fit for
the start of the outward-bound. The rain-clouds, that
yesterday had swept over the prairie ocean upon the
swiftness of the western gale, were now on the point
of vanishing, when caught like lingering ghosts by the
rising daylight. Golden-hour, not the rosy-fingered
Eos, ruled the dawn. There was scarcely a tinge of
rose colour, but the whole sky was a sphere of gold, as
I walked down the hill-side to the spring ; by the time
one returned the sun was up, as though shamed by our
earlier camp-fires. Our pleasant, if in fare simple and
unchanging, meal was soon over, and then less plea-
sant work began. The cattle had been two successive
nights in this same corral, and as a natural conse-
quence the ground was knee-deep in mud. Corral
was but an elliptical space of fifty yards by thirty, not a
superfluity of room for four hundred and twenty head
of cattle, and forty men seeking their own in the mélée.
At the hour of yoking up it was always a strange
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scene, and echoed with strange shoutings. “ Who
has seen my bald-faced steer ?”’—¢ Head my red stag,
or he’ll be out of corral ”—“D——n you, but I'll
have you yet,” from a big Southerner, as he is dragged
by a wild steer for the third time round corral, his
right arm holding to a horn, and his left hand clenched
on the bleeding nostrils of the animal.—“That’s a
dear, good creature, Lines, always ready!” from an
Irishman, as he puts his arm affectionately round the
neck of a milk-white bull.—¢ Now, then, how am I to
yoke my wild cattle, and you cracking your whip close
by ?”—¢“ Look out, Dutch John, my off leader’s a
kicker, he ’ll break yourleg in a moment.”—¢ There ’s
Mexican Joe left his gap unchained as usual, and my
black yoke have got out and gone right down to the
creek. I don’t care; I won’t go after them ; it’s too
bad.”—¢ Now look alive ; are you going to be all day
yoking up ?” from Carill Hughes, our first waggon-
master. Then a volley of Anglo-Italian oaths from
the old Italian, as his team, instead of coming out,
turns hopelessly back into corral; and then “Male-
detto! maledetto!” from half a dozen mellifluous
voices, as every off steer of the afore-mentioned team
successively runs his head against the Italian mess-box
behind one of the waggons, ending in an upset and a
conglomeration of frying-pans, coffee-mill, bacon,
flour, green and brown coffee, fallen together on the
ground. But this ‘day all was at its worst. Men,
some voluntarily entering the mire barefoot, some
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emerging shoeless, some cursing a steer they could not
hold, some upset and uttering curses deep—in mud;
“keys” lost, chains entangled, lariettes thrown in
vain, yokes turned upside down, all to the eye in
hopeless confusion, like revolutions on the Continent ;
and yet the work did go on, if the progress were slow,
and at last, after two hours, we got clear of the mire.
May the revolutions end as happily !

The emigrant trains passed us a few minutes earlier,
and from this time to the end of the month we camped
near together. It was a pretty sight to watch them
starting off for the day’s march; great numbers of
women and children walking in advance gaily, the little
ones picking flowers, the boys looking for grapes or
plums if there were trees near, and the mothers knit-
ting as they went: all seemed willing to endure hard-
ship, looking upon the journey as a pilgrimage to the
promised land, where they should have rest: many, I
fear, had a hard time the next winter, and perhaps
much disappointment, proceeding from a cause rumours
of which we now began to hear—the grasshoppers ; but
they were a hopeful set, and in the main as fully be-
lieved themselves under divine guidance as though a
pillar of cloud had marched before them by day and a
pillar of fire given light to their camp at night. As
since [New York, June, 1856] charges have been
made against Mormon emigrants of ill-treating their
children, and even rejoicing in their deaths, as one
mouth less to feed, I may say that I saw nothing of
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the kind, though of course for ‘all that it might have
existed.

From this time we began to travel in earnest, sixteen
to twenty miles a day—* only,” one unacquainted with
ox-teams might add ; but this distance is quite as much
as cattle are fit to continue at. Their pace being seldom
over two miles an hour, a journey took from morning
till night, for small accidents often occur, and a large
train is greatly delayed by any bad place in the road, as
the foremost waggons cannot go on a-head but must
wait for the rest to come up. Desertion having made
drivers scarce, I again had a team; three yoke, being
new cattle, were only unchained, not unyoked, at night
for some time.

Aug. 15th.—Finer weather; but the roads still very
dirty. My leaders, having just come from grass, were
mad to return to it, and would never keep for long to-
gether on the road, particularly delighting to turn off
tothe long grass at the bottoms of hills, the most incon-
venient place for such pranks. Ran my waggon into a
chink at the side of the road ; fortunately it was pulled
out without accident. Tom Brown is our new cook,
and a great improvement. A thoroughly good-natured
and half-generous Irishman was this Tom Brown, but a
regular wolf at meals, ready to lie or steal for an extra
biscuit, and altogether with loose notions as to meum
and fuum ; his name was not exactly a nom de guerre,
as he had left his real name behind when he deserted
from the United States dragoons.
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Aug. 16th. — The nights now seem completely
changed from pleasantly cool to sharp frost, and one
feels it after the heat of the day. This is the coming
in of the harvest moon: has that caused the change ?
Water in the kegs all night is “iced” deliciously by
morning. .

Aug. 17th.—Gloriously fine morning. - Drove five
miles before breakfast; hot enough even so early.
Camped by Rock Creek, a very pretty one, with abund-
ance of wood round, but steep hills on each side, and
terribly rocky in the bottom. B. Duncan drove my
team across. Bad headache, perhaps from the heat;
intended to ask not to drive, but Roland just then said
he could not drive, as he was suffering severely from
diarrheea, so I did not ask. We camped in the evening
in good time. Felt bad every way and tired: took no
supper, and went to bed in N.’s waggon, as Roland
was in the ¢ Great Western,” very sick. Had a mise-
rable night, being awake from before second guard till
daylight. N. is the most restless fellow imaginable,
but very good-natured.

Aug. 18th.—Roland died at two this morning; he
was one of the strongest men in our train; I don’t
think I had spoken to him five times since he joined.
When I got up, he was lying on a blanket by the
¢ Great Western,” his face drawn in a good deal, but
else unaltered. After a while, Carill Hughes, our first
waggon-master, came round, and had a blanket placed
over him ; two or three men were engaged a short dis-
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tance off in digging his grave by turns. On the other
side of the camp—a curious contrast—guns and am-
munition were being distributed, as there were reports
of the Pawnees being collected some twelve miles in
advance. The Pawnees have the name of being about
"the meanest and most rascally set of Indians in the
whole country ; more ready to bully than to fight, and
most to pick off stragglers; as a tribe, they are at peace
with the United States. The rifles were what are called
“yagers,” but rather old ones, formerly belonging to
the government; men seemed very eager to get the
rifles, but not many knew how to use them: I pro-
phesied, in case of an attack, more would be killed by
our own accidents than by the Indians: the supply was
insufficient, and I did not get one, which I cared little
about, having a D. and A. The box that had contained
the guns was broken up to place in Roland’s grave.
Our mess was only a few yards from where the body
lay, and breakfast was accompanied By sounds of. “ill-
seeming merriment.” When all was ready, Carill
Hughes, who seemed a good deal “cut up,” called us -
together “to help all in doing the last for him.”
We carried him in his blanket to the grave, and when
he was lowered into it placed pieces of plank over him ;
the grave was filled in very tenderly and smoothed all
round on the top; a wooden tomb-stone was put at the
head, with his name, &c., very neatly carved on. Ina
couple of days he seemed forgotten, and his name un-
mentioned, except in such phrases as “ Roland’s wag-

»p 3
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gon,” “Roland’s rifle,” &ec.; three wecks afterwards
his clothes, &c., were sold by auction, and fetched con-
siderably above their cost-prices, or even their value on
the spot, but men bid frecly when the payment is not
cash down, but a deduction from wages not payable for
two or three months later.

Howard and Rice being sick, I drove again to-day,
though not at all up to work. Very tired when we got
to camp, and sent to head the cattle, that continually
plunged into a wilderness of sunflowers, dead the
wrong way. No water near at hand.

Aug. 20th.—Worse again, but there were no men
to spare. Carill Hughes very kind; helped me to yoke
up and offered to find a substitute, but I hoped to pull
through. Some charitable individual took my blanket,
which was spread out to air, Roland having used it, and
gave it to Howard, and I could not get it away again ;
shared Mat’s in the “Great Western >’ till he went out
on second guard ; then was almost frozen, and slept, I
think, with my eyes open, dreaming the whole time,
that I was surrounded by goblins, and the front of the
waggon was the mouth of a cavern which one had to
drive through and could not.

Aug. 22nd.—Drove till about noon, and then gave
out, being unable to walk a step further. This was the
last work I did for some time.

A time of sickness is, I suppose (never having tried
it but this once), a wearisome time at best and with
any alleviations, and a bed of coffee-sacks in a waggon
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is probably as healthy as a feather-bed in a close and half-
poisonous room; but to wear the same clothes night and
day for days together, to have water only now and then
for drinking, and never but for drinking, and to be
jolted over rough roads for ten or twelve hours at a time
through sun and dust—and often an almost stifling
dust—are unpleasant, and something more in a feverish
attack.

Wearisome and monotonous indeed those days were :
as the morning heat came on, one longed for night,
and yet the last two hours before sunset were the
hottest, for as our course was N.W., the sun then
shone full into the waggon ; and before one could well
enjoy the evening cool, it turned to bitter cold, at least
one felt it so those frosty moonlight nights. The food
of our camp was not such as a sick person could eat ;
medicines our “office’” had none but some boxes of
quack pills, a culpable negligence that perhaps cost
two lives; my own stock was opium and quiniﬁe ; the
former a good travelling companion, and useful here in
checking cholera, which the unwholesome water at this
time produced; but the latter failed to cure me. For-
tunately the Mormon trains were near, and they had
doctors; one morning I went to their camp. How
long the . distance seemed, yet it was not over 200
yards, but one could only make it in many stages.
The doctor was a young man, but he had regularly
studied and practised in Philadelphia, and had rather
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come on the plains as a cure for pulmonary weakness *
than from any special zeal for Mormonism, though he
was, I daresay, a good saint for a medical student. His
own work he certainly understood, for after asking me
a few questions he told me all the rest himself, con-
cluding with—¢ Well, you ’ve no constitution, and it’s
a toss-up whether you pull through.” I admired his
plain-speaking, but thought my case had not quite
reached that; but the coup d’état on my constitution,
thatThad always believed excellent—that was infamous;
henceforth Louis Napoleon, Santa Anna, &c., seem to
me very law-abiding characters. “ However,” added the
doctor, “I°ll give you some medicines.” The principal
of these were taken in effervescing draughts, and though
of a strong and nasty taste, were then more delicious
than ‘anything I had ever swallowed ; one had longed,
almost dreamed, of effervescence as the highest physi-
cal gratification. These did me a great deal of good in
taking away my fever, but from want of food I grew
daily weaker, and could hardly walk ten yards away
from the waggons, and often sat long at the mouth of
the waggon, fearing to get down without help, and
waiting for a passer-by.

* Whatever be the cause, it is found as a fact that those
suffering from pulmonary diseases in the Eastern States are
much benefited by travelling West ; and the converse is found
true to a great extent. This I have heard both in Illinois
and Minnesota.



DEATH IN THE COMPANY. 61

One of these days Rice died; some said from taking
too much laudanum, others from too much cold water
. during his attack of cholera. He was buried at night,
decently enough, and the grave was deep—too deep
for the wolves—and bushes in place of boards were
placed over his blankets; there is a kind of repug-
nance to throwing and trampling the earth down upon
the very body; but altogether there was not the same
scrupulous care as in the former case. I wedged my-
self in among the rest, and put a hand to the blanket
that carried him to his grave, for we had been friends
from the first, and I used to help him yoke his team,
which was wild. He was as good-natured a man as
there was in camp, and there was not a better-natured
than he out of it.

Next day we reached Little Blue River, a stream
rather than a river, but now considerably swollen and
therefore less unwholesome drinking than usual.
Nemahaw was very kind, and helped me down to the
water, so at last I got a “wash ;" it was as delightful
as the effervescing draught. The day after I took a
bathe, and must have been a ludicrous spectacle, as I
tottered about in shallowish water, clinging fast to the
boughs of a tree overhead; many thought me stark
mad to bathe, but cleanliness is a step not only towards
comfort but towards health.

We were now approaching the valley of the Platte,
and buffalo were looked for; a solitary  chip”—so
the buffalo droppings are called—found one evening
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caused quite an excitement in camp; then some buffalo
were seen or thought to be seen miles off ; then came
an actual chase, but after some near and exciting
chances an unsuccessful one; and finally came a fat
four-year-old cow, the very perfection of age and con-
dition for the table, if one may say so where there
were no tables. No one was more interested in the
result than myself, who might otherwise perhaps have
died of sheer weakness and want of food, as our escort
told me six or seven soldiers had died after sicknesses
in themselves not serious.  As it was, the fresh meat,
taken at first very moderately, brought one strength
rapidly, the more so perhaps from having lived
previously on salt food. For the same rcason many
indulging too freely at first suffered accordingly.
About the full of the harvest moon we passed Fort
Kearney; it has no fortifications, but every post in
Indian country is termed “fort :”” all I could see was
a large and tall square house, resembling a boarding-
school just out of town, such as that at Hammersmith
Becky Sharp and Amelia in the picture are leaving,
and a few store-houses round. Great disappointment
was felt at our not staying there at least a few hours to
buy some of the articles we most needed; tobacco and
soap were very scarce in camp, and on the plains are of
equal necessity. Our cattle evidently sympathised
with us, as the main of them turned back that night,
and were found near the fort. We, however, lay
camped by the broad channel of the Platte, in which
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at this season a few shallow streams of water hardly
make their way through sand and shingle. We had
completed the first stage of our long journey. We
had left the rolling prairie and crecks of Kansas be-
hind, and were in Nebraska. Fort Laramie was less
than 400 miles off, and that did not seem so very far
now we were travelling fast; men began to talk of
getting there and conjecture the time; and hearing the
conversation I asked them the day of the month. It
was the last of August: I had believed September was
half through. Do we then live faster or slower in
sickness than in health? Both possibly in a certain
sense. The motion of our life is one made up of
many motions.  So it is in the material world. The
man walks to and fro along the deck; the vessel
moves on its course through the ocean; the ocean is
whirled around the earth’s axis; the earth flies along
circling the sun; and some now hint that the entire
visible universe moves around some unknown and in-
visible centre.  So too it is in the life of man. But
we often note the lesser motions and wholly forget the
greater.



CHAPTER V.
THE VALLEY OF THE PLATTE.

Tue valley of the Platte from Fort Kearney to the
South Crossing has an average width of six or eight
miles, closed in N. and S. by low bluffs from 200 to
300 feet high ; while the river divides the level between
pretty evenly, having itself a width of little less than a
mile. Cedar-wood is sprinkled thinly over the bluffs,
and now and then (but rarely), you may find a copse
on the river-side, half impervious through the tangled
masses of the wild vine; their grapes, though small and
acid, are wholesome and refreshing, and an excellent
remedy for either hunger or thirst. 'We should, how-
ever, have fared badly if dependant upon wood for
fuel ; our fires henceforth during several weeks were
entirely of buffalo-chips, which are thickly strewn over
any pasture on which you care to camp, and in a quar-
ter of an hour with an old coffee-sack one could gather
up enough for a cooking; when dry they make ad-
mirable fuel, indeed, for baking, preferable to wood, as
they keep up a more even heat. At first the idea and
the smell were a little unpleasant, but very soon one
was only too glad to put a slice of buffalo-steak to
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broil on the coals, and it tasted none the worse for a
sprinkling of the ashes—rather hard though upon the
buffalo, that he should supply the very fuel for himself
to be cooked upon.

The soil and the grass appear very good, both along
the river and sloping away to the Bluffs; on these
slopes feed herds of buffalo, many hundreds, perhaps
thousands, together, blackening the ground like a grove
of cedar trees; our own cattle numbering over 400
head one could make a fair guess by comparison of the
numbers of a buffalo herd. An old buffalo bull, with
his dark shaggy mane and grim broad head, is if not a
graceful at least a noble-looking animal, as he is in
fact noble and courageous: we admire and let him go
by, for if catering be the question one must reverse
the rule of pheasant-shooting. The meat of a fat
four-year-old cow is as juicy and tender as the best
beef, and with a specially delicate flavour of its own.
A young bull you may grumble over and just eat; an
old bull of five years or more you positively cannot ; I
have nearly pulled out my teeth in the attempt; if you
boil the meat to rags, the rags are still shreds of
leather, and even pounding I fear would be too weak a
process. Several of our people were good buffalo-
hunters, but the best was a Frenchman, who joined us
here with a small mule-waggon, and agreed to exchange
his services against the buffalo for what other provisions
he needed. He had previously been a purveyor of
fresh meat for the United States troops at 140 dollars



66 CROSSING THE PLAINS.

a month, and was assuredly a famous stalker ; he would
go out alone of a morning, while our cattle were being
yoked up, and, slipping among a large herd not more
than a mile away, bring down two or three without dis-
turbing any of the rest, and walk back to camp with
their tongues in his hands. These delicacies he always
reserved for himself and his friends.

One morning, as we sat round the camp-fire break-
fasting off the last of the cow, scveral hundred buffalo
came pouring down the Northern Bluffs towards the
river exactly opposite our camp; at first it was feared
they only came to drink, but in a few minutes they
were struggling over the loose sand. Then what a
chance! what a scene! a whole herd likely to pass
within gunshot, for they did not seem to notice us!
Guns were out, caps on, and every man felt himself a
man and a sportsman. All was in readiness; but the
buffalo gradually edged a little down strecam, and
reached the south bank, three furlongs off. Nothing
daunted at this, our sportsmen fired a volley of some
thirty bullets, many of them into the air, as if aimed
at birds, or only a salute to the buffalo. “ Wood-
pecker,” however, who was another sort of person, had
run ahead and concealed himself in a bit of a hollow,
from which he had a fine chance, and shot a good two-
year-old cow ; it was lucky he was not himself shot
first among such indiscriminate firing. Very often
our waggons, travelling up wind, would approach a
herd quite closq before they were alarmed ; then if a



THE VALLEY OF THE PLATTE. 67

chance uhsavoury gust fell upon them, it swept all away
rapidly, as in a vast succession of dark tempestuous
waves. The bones of buffalo whiten the roadside, and
their bleached skulls serve in a double way as records
of the passers-by. Many are the names and bulletins
pencilled on them; and by continually reading one
begins to learn the biography of those in front, and
feel an interest and a companionship in their progress.
Perhaps we catch up another train, we all chat to-
gether, names drop out ; “ Oh!” one answers, ““ I know
your name, I read it on a buffalo head three weeks

ago; you’re from , are not you?” Sometimes
one reads short camp anecdotes or accidents, such as,
“ Woman shot to-day by her husband taking his gun
loaded into the waggon—not expected to recover:”
then, “ Woman shot on Thursday, doing well.” It
was strange, by-the-by, there were not many more such
accidents, particularly as our men would keep their
hammers down. I was set down as an ignoramus
for objecting to it, at least till they saw what the
soldiers did; luckily the main-springs were too weak
to burst a cap, except from quite full cock.

In addition to wolves and buffalo, we saw plenty of
prairie dogs and rattlesnakes; the former look more
like large squirrels, and burrow in the ground like
rabbits ; they were often fired at, but rarely hit, and
were certainly not worth the powder and lead ; prairie-
dogs would not be delicacies under any name, and
under their own are quite the reverse. People say the
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bite of the rattlesnake is fatal if on the bare skin, but
through clothes not so; I have no personal experience
on the subject. When attacked they certainly hiss
and vibrate their rattles, but I could never hear any
special sound of rattling, nor is the smell they then
emit very noticeable. I nearly trod on the biggest we
killed, about six feet in length. You kill them very
soon with a whip, and we destroyed two or three every
day : some men taking especial care to secure the
rattles, which are believed a specific for head-ache.
Their coats, as they darted along in the sunshine,
looked as bright as that of a Thames jack in good con-
dition—“ startlingly beautiful,” as writes the poet of
the prairies.

All this time the weather continued fine and hot ;
water excellent, and near at hand; roads firm and
level, therefore we made long drives every day; but a
most unpleasant system was adopted, viz. of driving
the cattle into corral at daylight and travelling till
noon without breakfast ; perhaps the rest to the cattle
during the heat of the day made up for the loss of
time in a double forming and breaking-up of camp.
I was still unfit for any but very trifling work ; but I
struggled for strength, walked short distances from
time to time, riding in the waggon when tired, and ate
as much buffalo meat as possible. About Sept. 4 we
met a return train from Laramie, and took one of their
hands, one of our own being at the same time dismissed,
principally for blasphemy of the powers that be.”
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He was a gentleman from St. Joseph; but, like
most men out West, up to most work, driving a team
or a plough, rafting logs, and what not. His idea
of coming on the plains was, I think, suggested
by my own determination; we were stopping at the
same inn there, and he was always afterwards very
friendly and willing to assist me. In appearance he
was rather striking; his shoulders were herculean, but
relieved by a magnificent beard of such length (except
when he fastened it up with hair-pins) as to fall half-
way down his chest; long enough, indeed, to hang
a romance upon, and accordingly one was hung upon
it. That its owner loved a lady, young and fair, but
since young still subject to the tyranny of hard-
hearted parents,who looked upon the accepted lover with
an evil eye: that his letters were intercepted, and the
lady guarded from personal visits, if not by brazen tower
or the hundred-eyed sentinels and hundred-mouthed
dragons of mythology and fairy-land, at least by
several border-ruffians fully armed : still he hoped and
loved on, and looked for the hour that should free her,
and had sworn a mighty oath not to clip his beard until
he wedded her, even though in the interim it should
grow as long as that of the king in the  Sleeping
Beauty.” May his love be crowned with happiness,
and his beard never grow less! for as it was a dis-
tinguished ornament to him and our camp, I trust he
will be content to trim it slightly on his marriage
morn.
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A sight more astonishing to us than that of buffalo
or rattlesnakes was “a gentle ladie riding o’er the
- plain:” her sole companion was her brother. The
lady was “fair to look upon,” dressed in a short riding
habit, and mounted on a small but handsome horse,
and was evidently an excellent horsewoman. To her
there attached a story far more tragical than the little
romance above ; one too painful to believe too readily,
- and yet in part it was but that which is very common,
the tale of love, and confidence, and wrong. They had
been thrown much together, she and one she thought
her lover; they travelled together, she, and he, and her
brother ; she still clung to him, and loved him, though
scarcely any longer hoping the fulfilment of his pro-
mise; he still was fascinated by her beauty, and could
not leave her; all saw or feared the truth but her
brother ; he and his sister’s seducer had been friends
for years; that friendship at once had given the oppor-
tunity and blinded all watchfulness. Months passed;
then the truth flashed on the brother’s mind; he
questioned her : learnt all; took his resolve. It was
not a country where men seek a discreditable pecuniary
compensation for the shame of those dearest to them,
nor where men go through the flimsy politenesses of a
duel with those whom they ought to ‘“hate with the
hate of hell ;”’ it was one in which a Gordian knot, even
if tied in the thread of life, is soon cut. He took his
resolve ; loaded his six-shooter ; walked out smilingly
with his friend away from houses ; then spoke, not with
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imprecations, not even bitterly—so he said afterwards
—but coolly ; gave the man five minutes to consider—
would he fulfil his promise or not ? received an answer
in the negative ; shot him dead then and there, and
went back and told his sister what he had done. Her
child was born prematurely; perhaps might not have
lived long; but her brother did not leave that to
chance ; she was insane for many months afterwards ;
he was tried and acquitted by Lynch law of both
murders ; the provocation was thought to justify the
one; the other passed as an act of sudden grief and
passion. Now he was taking his sister home across
the plains, I suppose disliking the publicity of the
Panama route ; perhaps for the sake of the distraction
from thought such a journey must produce. He was
said to have been very fond of her; one may doubt if
she could love him still. As far as I saw they had only
a couple of attendants with them. One of our train,
a man not given to exaggeration, had been in California
at the time and scene of the tragedy, and knew both
the facts and the faces well ; hers he said was paler,
but not altered else.

The same evening—though not probably at all in
connection with these travellers—one of our mess
picked up a letter, and as the writing was small and
crabbed, brought it to me to read. Deciphering an
almost illegible MS. is one of the few things I pride
myself on, and this and the locality must be one’s ex-
cuse for doing what would not have been quite honour-
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able elsewhere. The contents were curious for such a
place. The writer said his daughter—apparently an
authoress of some repute—had lately written a work
of fiction founded on the massacre of Glencoe, but
which, from the kind or the subject, he did not think
would add to her literary reputation, and was opposed
to its appearance under her name. If his friend, to
whom he was writing, liked to publish it under his
own name, he was welcome to all the possible profits
and fame, and not a syllable on the real authorship
should ever be whispered. Initials only were signed,
and the direction I have long since forgotten, nor if the
literary mystery were one likely to be guessed, should
now mention it.

Sept. 6th.—Started early after arapid breakfast ; five
miles’ travel brought us to the South Crossing of the
Platte. The river hereis quite shallow, but very broad,
and with a sandy bottom, tolerably firm ; all the wag-
gons double-teamed across. Had whisky served out to
us afterwards ; sufficient, but rather spoilt by a bad cask.
There was a good deal of ascent from the river across
the Bluffs, and towards evening we wound through
barren rocky hills, wild and dreary as the top of the
pass of Glencoe. Then our waggons slid down one
terribly steep hill, with both hind-wheels locked ; any
upset would have been a complete smash.* The sun

* It is & fortunate thing that the western side of all the

severe hills (i. e. the descending side for us and all heavy
_traffic) is the steepest by far: this was one instance ; and here,
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had set before we reached the notable Ash Hollow. As
far as one could see in the twilight it is from 150 to 200
yards wide,; and three or four miles long: cliffs some-
thing less than 100 feet high close it in on each side,
and ash trees—whence the name—hanging over, seem
to increase the gloom. In the dusk of a dull evening,
as our waggons toiled through the dcep loose sand, the
hindmost draggling along two miles from the front,
the Hollow scemed the very perfection of a place for
attack ; it has an ill name with travellers, and the Sioux
were known to be near and hostile. Our cattle had
come far that day, and were tired out, so I too footed
it through the sand, soon tired also. A cheering sight
was the camp-fire of the leading mess, but it was far off,
and long before we reached the end of the hollow that
opens on the river—the North Fork of the Platte—
twilight had passed away.

On the opposite bank was camped General Har-
ney’s army of 700 or 800 men, and their fires were
bright and thick as fire-flies. We heard they had
fought a battle with the Indians the day before ;
this accounted for our seeing none at the Hollow,
but as they were supposed to be still about, and
only the more hostile, we were ordered to kecp double
guard, two messes a night, and to be well armed.
Went out myself for the first time again, though

and at several hills in the last hundred miles to Salt Lake,
I am sure, if travelling eastwards, we must have unloaded our
waggons.

E
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very much exhausted with walking through the sand;
did not care to have the weight of a revolver: the
rest had their rusty old yagers.

Sept. 7th.—A good many cattle missing ; while they
were being hunted up, a lot of soldiers came into our
camp, some for provisions, of which they were very
short, and others having crossed to build a fort at the
mouth of Ash Hollow, that is, an earthwork high
enough to protect from arrows or bullets ; it could be
entirely commanded from the top of the Bluffs with
Minié rifles. Heard plenty about the fight, infantry
and dragoons each making out they had borne the
brunt of it. The evening before the battle, General
Harney looking round with his glass, discovered the
Indians, who were unaware of the approach of the
troops. The general immediately addressed his men-
with a classical spirit, if not in classical language.

¢¢ There,” said he, ““ are those d—d red sons of y
who massacred the soldiers near Laramie last year, in
time of peace. They killed your own kindred, your
own flesh and blood. Now, by , men, there we
have them, and if you don’t give it them, you deserve
to be ——. Don’t spare one of the d—d red sons of
2> This speech was “short, but to the purpose,”
and no doubt General Harney’s manner did not di-
minish its effect. The soldiers of themselves hate the
Indians, because they bring them out on the plains to
all sorts of privation, and fruitless marching to and
fro. Before morning the Sioux were caught in a
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trap, such as, it is said, Indians never were caught
in before: but for some error in the execution of the
plan not a man could have escaped. Indians, like
wild beasts, are cowards till roused, and they wanted to
have a “talk,” but “ Old Harney,” who is no joke of
aman to deal with, made his terms so stringent that
they were sure to be rejected, and the fight came off.
About 150 Sioux were killed, and a good many wound-
ed, who escaped ; some, however, when wounded, fought
desperately to the last, and would not die. Sixty
squaws and children were taken prisoners, and a large
number of ponies, and the whole stock of dried buf-
falo meat and robes of this band were captured, which
it was expected, taking place so late in the season,
would starve a good many more during the following
winter. The casualties among the soldiers were but
seven or eight.

Northern newspapers are apt to set down “Old
Harney,” who is a Southerner, as a truculent bar-
barian ; but he was certainly popular with his army,
and his policy was quite right. Shilly-shallying
does not answer with Indians; the news of this bat-
tle spread like fire over the prairies, and many, not
merely of the Crows, but of tribes west of Green
River, 150 miles beyond the mountains, questioned us
as to the rifles that killed at half a mile, and spoke of
the loss of the Sioux, making the sign of that nation
—rather an unpleasant one, the hand drawn edgewise
across the throat. The sign of the Crows is the fore-

E 2
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finger jerked about in the air peculiarly ; of the Sdakes
making an undulating line with the finger pointing to
the ground; and so of other nations or tribes. This
day we only travelled three or four miles for the sake
of better feed, as our cattle were tired from the
twenty-three mile drive of yesterday. From the south
Fork to the north Fork of the Platte, through Ash
Hollow, is eighteen miles. The Bluffs on our side
were not far from the river, and we had a fire of red
cedar wood again. On the north bank, they were
some four or five miles off ; and the battle took place
among them about that distance from the river. Lan-
don, of our mess, crossed the water, and made for
the battle-field. A good many wolves and ravens
were still at work, though most of the bodies had been
already picked clean. L. started on his return with a
large bag of buffalo meat that must have escaped no-
tice previously, but when half-way to camp was fired
at by a soldier, who took him for an Indian from his
dusty face, which he might as well have washed when
crossing the river. L., having the sun in his eyes, could
not see plainly, and also took the soldier for an Indian,
and dropping the buffalo meat, ran for his life. The
soldier had no time to reload, but ran too, each be-
lieving the other wanted to cut him off from camp ;
at last they came nearer and found out their mistake.
The soldier was a good deal laughed at by his com-
rades, but L. lost his buffalo meat.

At this time a company of mounted infantry, about
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fifty men in all, joined us as an escort ; their arms were
rifles and revolvers. As they travelled more or less
along with us, and always camped close, one had an
opportunity of observing United States troops a little.
I can say but little for them; they were a medley of
French, English, Germans, and Irish, the last predomi-
nating, and with few native Americans among them.
As a rule the army is recruited from the riff-raff
of foreigners, too stupid or too indolent to get on by
industry ; whether from this character of the men, or
because the army is thought a poor means of advance-
ment in life, or for both reasons, great contempt is
felt for soldiers in the States; if one appears in a
town he is watched like a dog given to stealing, and
treated like a dog; this, almost necessarily, renders
the men worse, and so the ball keeps rolling—action
and reaction; but with this difference, that where
mind and feelings are concerned, elasticity is not less,
but greater than unity, and the motion tends to in-
crease, not to die away ; and while it Tasts few good
men will enter the service. There are, of course, ex-
ceptions ; the sergeants were such, and an English-
man, formerly a sergeant in an English regiment, now
receiving higher pay as a private. ~ With such a class
as the generality strictness, no doubt, is necessary, and
West-Point officers, having passed through a very
severe ordeal there themselves, are not apt to make
allowance for human weakness. But the methods of
punishment are to my mind far more cdious and de-
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grading than the lash; tying a man to a waggon by
his thumbs, loading him with a heavy wooden or iron
collar (and even in a town like Leavenworth, K.T.,
making him stand guard in public with it on), chain-
ing a heavy ball to his ancle, &c.; who can won-
der that desertions are numerous, followed now and
then by recapture, flogging, branding, and imprison-
ment? And this, too, when men are but enlisted for
five years at a time.

Thus it was that Riley the Irishman deserted to
the Mexicans shortly before the war broke out, and
caused more trouble to the Americans than any
score of men or officers opposed to them; with a
few more like him the struggle would have been far
different in its course, though hardly in its result.
He was recaptured, and the court-martial itched to
hang him, but he had left a few weeks too soon, so
they adjudged him branding, and the utmost possible
number of lashes, to show the world how they appre-
ciated valour in a foe. This account I have from an
American volunteer in Scott’s army (whom I met else-
where), an eyewitness of his capture and punishment ;
he also told me of the great and indeed notorious
severity before Vera Cruz to prevent wholesale deser-
tion and insubordination. I have seen something of
this myself, for the captain of our escort was a man
not more known as an able officer than as a harsh
disciplinarian—a man who had followed deserters
five hundred miles more than once, and whose
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name was a terror and byword among soldiers. Be-
sides the Irish deserters in our own camp, I have
talked with many other soldiers of very different cha-
racters—the desponding man, who was sorry he had
not been killed in the last battle, and hoped to be in
the next ; the unsoldierly man, who would lie down on
guard when he thought to escape notice, “for why
should he stand up there to be a mark for Indians
just to save the army—what reason had he to care
about the army ?”’ the morose man of few words, brood-
ing over his treatment, and half inclined to shoot his
captain ; the triumphantly malignant man, who related
his plan for tying up an odious corporal to a tree and
after giving him one hundred lashes, himself with several
others to desert, and leave the corporal for the wolves.
These and others one talked with, on whom the com-
mon feeling of hatred to the service acted variously ac-
cording to their varieties of character. Are such men
and such feelings common in the English service ?
It would, however, be altogether a mistake to esti-
mate the military strength of America by its regular
. army ; the militia throughout the country are a very
fine and well-disciplined body of men, and with the
esprit de corps of volunteers; for defence, now they
could be concentrated by railroads, they would be amply
sufficient, not to speak of the vast numbers of men
in the south and north-west, who as good riders and
good riflemen, would make admirable irregular troops
at once. A description of the Texas Rangers gives a
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man some idea of useful light cavalry, such as we
wanted in the Crimea: men armed with sword, rifle,
and revolver, on small strong horses (a cross between
the American and the mustang), scattering before ar-
tillery, so that no two could be hit together, dismount-
ing and using their saddles as a rest to fire from, up
and in a body at the first sign of a charge—in short,
ready for defence or attack with any kind of oppo-
nents, and always able to supply themselves by foraging.

Judging from what one has seen and read—particu-
larly in the latter an article of the “ New York Herald,”
June 24th, 1856—the regular army seems to be very
ill supplied with barracks and clothing—at least cloth-
ing suited to the climate—and, in fact, with any com-
forts. I have, however, dwelt long enough on this
- subject.

Sept. 8th.—A day of grasshoppers ; there was not
a square foot of ground without one: they were in
our eyes and in our bread; we saw, and could hardly
see for, grasshoppers; smelt grasshoppers; breathed
grasshoppers ; ate grasshoppers; cursed grasshoppers;
nay, they raised a false alarm in camp, for the dense
cloud of them at a distance was mistaken for smoke
from the prairie fired by the Indians. Perhaps every
grasshopper has his day ; this was assuredly the day of
a good many. While walking along with the waggons
I made acquaintance with Sergeant Trumball of our
escort, an Englishman ; as countrymen we were soon
friends ; he had been only eight months in the army,
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but had risen quick, being well informed, and such a
man as is wanted. Stood first guard from dark till
twelve ; cattle in corral ; heavy rain and thunderstorm;
left my blanket in my waggon, and took my drenching
philosophically : how comfortable it did seem after-
wards to crawl between dry blankets and shut up the
front of the waggon all cosily I'*

September 9th, Sunday.—Returned to work for the
first time to-day ; must walk, any way, and therefore it
was best to do so for pay. X., indeed, had said that
when unable to work a man ought to pay for his
board at the rate of one dollar a day (!). Being in-
formed it was illegal, determined to resist any such
deductions from my wages; the laws are fortunately
pretty strict, or poor teamsters would have a bad time
of it. Yesterday the sand was so deep and loose we
made but seven or eight miles all day. Last night’s
rain has made travelling better. There are sixty miles
of this sand in all, thirty very bad, often very little
vegetation but dwarfish sunflowers, now and then by
the river a little good grass. Day much cooler. Our
road lay close along the Platte, so that one could get

* I mention the rain because of its rarity ; up to and at Big
Blue, we had as much rain as you might look for in England
at that time of year. From Big Blue to Salt Lake, one thou-
sand miles as we travelled it, a period of more than twelve
weeks, we had no rain but this one night, and two nights by
Fort Laramie : none after that, but snow on two successive
nights. From this a person may judge of the drought of the
tract of country.

'E3
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plenty of water. The river up several inches, and full
of grasshoppers, drowned and rolling seawards (how
many will reach the gulf?); yesterday we ate them,
to-day we drink them ; however, they have had their
day, and not one of them is left alive ; plenty of them
dead all over the sand and grass. Much less fatigued
than I expected with fifteen miles’ travelling, par-
ticularly after the previous night. Drove loose cattle,
or rather prevented them from coming among the
waggons; held on half the time behind the last
waggon. A Frenchman, who had joined while I was
sick, had my old team. Unluckily, after the South
Crossing we killed no more buffalo; in this sandy
district they are naturally not so plentiful, though we
saw a good many, but our French buffalo butcher was
sulky because some one had said the last buffalo was
infernally tough, and would kill no more—there was
mo0 use in killing any more old bulls. Want of the
fresh meat threw me back again in strength a good
deal.

September 10th.—Fine settled weather again. Went
in the evening to the sergeant’s tent; saw there a
‘number of trophies, leggings, quivers, and saddle-
cloths, covered with very handsome bead-work. They
gave me a lot of dried buffalo meat, which they set
little store by, as they hate the Indians and all touched
by them ; heard, myself unmoved, some nasty accounts
of the method of curing; thought the meat excellent.
It is dried in long thin strips, and is very good when
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stewed; and I liked it raw, though it then has a
sweetish taste; frying makes it as hard as shoe-
leather. Camped nearly a mile from the river; grass
good the whole way to the bank. Kept second guard ;
about one o’clock a bitter cold wind came on to blow
with positive fury ; should have been almost frozen but
for a corner of Howard’s blanket; he is good-natured
enough. Two of our mess, getting near the soldiers’
sentinels, were, in consequence of their blankets, mis-
taken for Indians, and fired at several times, fortunately
without harm. The soldiers’ work was but light com-
pared to ours. They had two changes at night, we
but one. Keeping guard half of every other night is
hard work, and worst of all being hard at work from
midnight to noon without any rest or a morsel of break-
fast.

The work was hard ; yet those night-watches had, and
still have in memory, not a strange but a most natural
charm : the whole sense of stillness and repose as one
walked backwards and forwards ¢ through the long
and pleasant grass,” now and then stopping to listen
to the wolves howling, or to the monotonous munching
of an ox here and there; then walking on again,
greeting and greeted by each comrade as we met with
a friendly word or two, always including question and
answer as to how wore the night, followed by a look at
our only clock, the Great Bear ; and then, as the foot-
steps grew fainter, a little star-gazing on one’s own
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account, with thoughts of home, and how perhaps
this very night last year one had looked at the stars,
and who was then with one, and what they were doing
now; and whether they thought of the wanderer on
the prairie, and that it must be breakfast-time with
them, and that it could not be far from morning
with us, as ‘oneself began to wish for breakfast. And
then another round (often a mile or two), the ap-
proach of day now certainly shown by the entire herd
beginning to graze, and the Pleiades to sink, and the
“ Pointers ”” (of the Great Bear) rising so near to a
level with the pole-star that it must be hard on four
o’clock ; and then at last a wee bit north of east the
pure light gliding up the cloudless sky, as one could
image the spirit of Laura fading from Avignon (like
the dying flame of a lamp that lacks sustenance), and
rising poco a poco with new light heavenwards.

So came the pure light fading from another hemi-
sphere to brighten ours ; but before one could muse on
any resemblance, the glad words flew round that it was
daylight, each one fancying himself the first to observe
the changing sky; and the camp-fires of the soldiers
rose cheerily as they busied themselves in getting
breakfast, and we drove in our straggling cattle
towards camp, with the somewhat gloomy reflection
that our breakfast was still seven hours off. Yes, there
was pleasure to be found in these night-watches:
destitute of books—except a couple—and with no-
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time to read, one had at least these hours to think over
what one had read, and enjoy them doubly in the
recollection.

Hours of contemplation, however, are not wanting
to any traveller, and so far these would not be different
from many nights at sea; but this whole period was
one in which, if ever, one might feel the truth of
the poet’s “suave mari magno,” &c., as I have often
felt its falsity. One seemed cut off from all the din
and turmoil of the world, and the hopes and fears of a
life in it, as much as if one had been a denizen of the
happy valley. There was the daily work to do and
the daily bread to eat (bad luck on it, there was no
fresh buffalo meat !) ; so it was yesterday, so it would
be to-morrow : one had no more anxieties as to the
morrow than a boy at school has, or a slave in the
South. And in estimating the condition of slaves this
should not be overlooked. Perpetual childhood may
not be a noble state of existence, but it certainly would
not be an unhappy one; they who would choose the
bliss of ignorance would consistently prefer such a life ;
they who have the folly to be wise, and would snatch
at the fruit of the tree of knowledge, even if in doing
so they should bring on themselves “ death, and all our
woe, with loss of Eden,” would turn away from it, as
Ulysses from the lotus-eaters. At any rate, it is neither
unpleasant nor uninstructive to have a few such
months, like the small space of blue sky that often
appears between the clouds that have passed and those
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that are coming up, and seems the very ideal of
tranquillity. True this life was not to last very long,
but while it did last one looked upon the future as
through a wall of glass very thick.

Sept. 11th.—In the afternoon we had an alarm of
Indians coming over the Bluffs on our side, four or five
miles ahead ; waggons formed closely in battle corral ;
great bustle and animation ; caps and cartridges served
out; my revolver a good deal admired ; the soldiers
determined to keep out of our range, very wisely: I
offered to bet that our men caused more casualties
among us than among the Indians, or than the In-
dians among us. It was amusing to note the different
view of the affair men took ; one or two cowards, and
several habitual croakers, spoke very gloomily; others
were quite pleased, and thought  there’d be some
fun ;” a third, and the largest part, looked upon the
great question as being whisky or no whisky. After
waiting the best part of an hour, the supposed Sioux
turned out to be a troop of cavalry scouring the coun-
try : so much for a cheap telescope.

Sept. 12th.—Very much fagged from intense hunger
and inability to eat our food at all. Sergeant Trumball
very kindly gave me a general invitation to their mess
at dinner (they take their dinner when we breakfast) ;
so I had a good meal off rice and dried buffalo meat
soup ; he spoke of having some soldiers’ coats to sell,
coats of deserters or dead men, and asked me to
mention it about. Rode in the waggon in the after-
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noon, being knocked up; managed to have all the
six coats come into our mess at three dollars apiece:
(fourteen dollars had been refused half an hour before
for one in camp !) for camping out there is nothing
equal to a soldier’s coat, the cape alone would be worth
the price ; took first choice myself, and had the thick-
est and largest of them all. Ah, my coat ! —good com-
panion of my wanderings for several thousand miles, and
whom an eagle could not induce me to part with—
where are you now ! How fares it with you since that
bright March morning, whose sky was as blue and
bright as your own original colour, when I reluctantly
left you on board the “ Golden Gate ” in the lake-like
harbour of Acapulco? methinks if we. meet again I
shall know you by sundry scars, reminiscences of
when we sat down together on the remains of a camp-
fire, ““ suppositos cineri doloso.” Peace be with you,
though you are a soldier’s coat! Great pride our
mess felt that night on turning out for guard 80 many
in uniform; one hero indeed expressed alarm that the
Indians might take us for soldiers and kill us; the
rest however only considered if it was necessary to
take arms out at all, or whether the coats alone would
not do all the work in any case; at last on reflection
that there was no moon, and the buttons would not .
show, the old yagers were brought out.

This night we were camped within three or four
miles of the Chimney Rock, an object visible for many
miles, east or west ; the lower portion, forming one-
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fourth or one-fifth of the whole height, is conical, with
about an angle of fofty-ﬁve degrees, from the top of this
rises the chimney, in appearance much like a factory
chimney; the entire height is said to be 180 feet
and within memory to have been thirty feet higher;
the substance of it is a conglomerate of earth and
pebbles, and the rain, that has caused the remarkable
shape, is now rapidly lessening and destroying the
object. Earlier in the day we passed a detached rock,
(once no doubt a portion of the Bluffs) quite as
remarkable, and far more picturesque and beautiful ;
a precipitous height, whose appearance was not unlike
that which, from the description in Waverley, I had
often imagined Stirling would present, and which the
Castle Hill, Edinburgh, looked at from the west, does ;
but this was more beetling, and seemed hardly to need
the crown of battlements one’s eye fancied around its
summit. I had been told many times—knew as a fact,
knew positively—there was no United States fortifica-
tion nearer than Laramie, and yet I was deceived : de-
ceived, too, though I had seen Fort Kearney and the fort
near Ash Hollow, and knew the character of Indian
" posts to be utterly different from that of massive stone
walls on an impregnable rock; but in spite of all
improbabilities, for a couple of hours I was as fairly
deceived as ever Eastern traveller was by mirage.
Sept. 18th.—In the morning half the cattle gone;
the soldiers having caught some of the Italians, who
were second guard, asleep, cleared our mess. Rather
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glad of the delay; washed my clothes, making a fire
beside the river; one of the sergeants gave me soap,
which we could not get in our camp for love or money.
Had dinner in the afternoon ; started off at three, and
travelled till dark ; camped without grass or water, and
put the cattle in corral. We had no supper, nor any
fire, but I got a warm in the soldiers’ camp, and from
Trumball a good piece of beef,- as they had killed
a lame steer belonging to some train ahead. X.
played me a dirty trick this day, offering me some
sham pills of bread; from his apparent kindness of
manner I suspected a cheat and was not taken in, and
we had the laugh at him in both camps: some said
the pills were of the right material for them if only
big enough ; others recommended returning them, with
a remark that I could make plenty such myself;
others only said it was a d——d mean trick, that they
didn’t think even X. would have played on a man
really sick; in fact, such a subject for bad jokes was
quite a godsend in camp. By a sort of retribution,
some six weeks later, X. was attacked with low fever
or ague, and had to send to me for quinine, as no one
else had any. :

Sept. 14th.~~The Chimney Rock still in sight this
morning. Our road lay up a ravine, the hills on our
left being high and covered here and there with pine
(the first we have seen), the fir-apples of which had
blown right down into the hollow. In a crosgsravine or
watercourse that delayed our waggons nearly two hours,
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I found some grapes; and most welcome they were,
for it was five in the evening before we reached
camp (on a glorious clear cool stream, Horse Creek
I think), not having had a meal for thirty hours:
this was the first day I felt really fit for work. Kept
"second guard, but the grass was knee deep, and the
cattle revelled in it—they were too tired and hungry
to stray far.

Sept. 16th, Sunday.—The most miserable day, with-
out exception, we had on the plains: all the forenoon a
furious wind lashed the prairies, and drove along a
coarse cutting sand ; towards evening the wind dropped,
and we had a fine dust that almost stifled us, and quite
prevented our seeing—even as far as one could in a
Scotch mist. Rain and snow, heat and cold, are no
hardships compared to dust: dust was a positive afflic-
tion that one never could get reconciled to, and com-
pared to this evening’s dust, all I have ever experienced
was like spring water by Mississippi water. The little
Frenchman incessantly cursed la poussiére, in the bit.
terness of his soul declaring he had never known half
such misery in Algérie, and that he would not come on
the plains again were he offered fifty dollars a day. We
were glad enough, after sundry mishaps, to reach camp
a short hour before midnight, and hear the good
news that we were close to Laramie. Truly, as one of
the soldiers remarked (for the day, if not kept, is not
altogether forgotten), a pleasant Sunday! And as T
turned in after a short first guard and a midnight sup-
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per, closed by a serious affray between two of the mess
—knife drawn and pistol fired—I repeated to myself,
“Truly a pleasant Sunday !’ and saying “ Good night,
Mat,”” to my comrade, pulled the blankets over me,
and, falling asleep, dreamt of England.



CHAPTER VI
SAGE-BRUSH.

As a nation’s life resembles an individual’s, so does a
ong journey resemble a short one; and thus, on the
morning of September 17, being only a short half-
day’s journey from Laramie, we felt that cheeriness and
bustling animation that travellers on a stage-coach ex-
hibit as they rattle through the streets of the town where
they stop to dine; the same even is observable in a less
degree as one approaches York or Preston by railway,
and in a minimum at the five-minutes-here-for-refresh-
ment places. No doubt, therefore, the feelings, and the
expression of them, are among the universalities of
human, or at least Anglo-Saxon, nature. The only ex-
ceptions among us were three or four who had a gloomy
apprehension of being apprehended as deserters, and
would fain have been too sick to drive, but could not
““come it.” Near us were camped a few friendly In-
dians, and some settlers out after stray cattle ; from one
of whom, after a good deal of palaver, I managed to
buy a pretty fair fowl for half-a-dollar. Soou after-
wards we were in motion, and new scenery opened in
front: with the morning light falling from behind us
on to its silvery, but not snowy, pyramid, rose majesti-
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cally the peak of Laramie, in form not unlike Ben Lo-
mond, but somewhat more bristling, and, to my think-
ing, larger and grander: such as one who had seen
the Scotch mountain when a child might in after years
fancy it to be. Two months before what weariness of
the prairie one had expected to feel, and with what
pleasure to hail the first sight of mountains! but it
was not altogether so; the mountain, indeed, was wel-
come, as any noble or beautiful object ever is, but one
had come to love the plains—ay, love them ; and it will
be long before I cease to do so. I should not like to
have a fixed home on them (for home should have some
individuality—its own rock, or tree, or slope, or land-
scape), any more than'I should to live in a lighthouse
or lightship, or even to be becalmed at sea for twenty-
four hours with plenty more vessels near; but in a less
degree I love the plains, even as the great ocean itself.

Cedars now crept down from the mountains, like coy
dark-robed maidens, to the very roadside. We passed
them by, and soon rolled down across the valley and
river of Laramie to the greener trees that wave and
rustle on the grass meadow lands bordering on our old
friend, the Platte ; they were truly a summer view, still
unfaded and unparched, fair and tranquil. But the
Platte—he was quite changed; from the broad sandy
bed and scattered streamlets, that might have excited
the envy of the river-hating monarch of Persia, he had
become a compact stream, neither swift nor sluggish,
and which a good: salmon-fisher could command with
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his rod and line. There we camped, two miles from
Laramie.

Next morning, waggons were sent round for the
quantum of provisions we had lent to the soldiers, and
with two or three comrades I crossed the hills. At the
foot of these, in the Laramie Valley, we came upon
some prickly pear; the plant was small as compared to
what one sees in Lower California and Mexico, but only
the more troublesome to those who wore mocassins,
We had met with them for two or three days previously,
and continually afterwards, but only on this one spot
did we find them bearing fruit. The soil was not,
like that on which they chiefly grow, a dry, hard
sand, but a coarse pebbly gravel, almost cemented
into a conglomerate: the difference of soil may have
produced the difference in vegetation. The fruit is
nearly oval, about the size of a bantam’s egg, and of a
dull crimson or puce colour; the skin of it is full of
the finest prickles, as one’s fingers soon were ; the fruit
inside, however, seemed to me perfectly luscious (only
with rather too many seeds), and I ate about a hundred
in the course of the day without any bad effect.

There is no fortification at Laramie, but the build-
ings are considerable, including storehouses and bar-
racks, and all now was in a state of bustle and activity
on account of the Indian war; particularly as General
Harney was near, and expected to march in a day or
two. There is a very good store here, but prices of
course are high; whisky could not be obtained with-
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out a written order from the Governor, though many
soldiers, having just received pay, tried hard by send-
ing civilians, protesting it was only for themselves.
Soldiers’ coats cost twelve dollars ; lemon syrup seventy-
five cents a pint bottle ; preserved peaches four dollars a
quart. Some of our men even indulged in these and
sardines, and other luxuries, besides wholesale in wool-
len shirts, socks, &c., and tobacco: one or two bought
first-rate buffalo robes for five dollars each. - On the
door of the store was posted a notice of pains and
penalties to whoever should presume to trade with any
of the Sioux nation, then at war with the United
States ; also another notice that some persons had, for
evil purposes, spread among peaceful Indians a false
and wicked rumour that General Harney meant to kill
every Indian he could catch, whether Sioux or not, and
that such persons and all others were forbidden to pub-
lish this rumour under pain, &c.

I bought very little; only three boxes of yeast-pow-
der (at thirty cents each) to improve our bread, as sale-
ratus is poor stuff, and a good-sized loaf of bread for
myself from the bakery. Before returning to camp, I
bade good-by to Carill Hughes, our ex-waggon-master,
whom I shall always respect for his warmth and manli-
ness of nature, and regard with gratitude for his kind-
ness to myself. When our mess knew I had bought
yeast-powder for the commonwealth, most were loud in
applause—more noise than gratitude; though I deserved
none, having bought it wholly on my own account.
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One, however, said, “ You had better have spent the
money on bread, and given us a good feed at once;”
but he was voted down. We remained at the same
camp two nights, and—what we little expected, while
8o near Laramie—were victims to Indians; almost
all the mules being cut loose, and two or three finally
stolen: one Indian was fired at without effect.  Kerr,
the chief owner of the cattle and waggons, joined us
here, and acted to some extent as first waggon-master ;
he was as good-hearted a man as one need wish to serve
under, but necessarily more removed from us than
Carill Hughes. One very agreeable change took place,
starting after breakfast instead of before.

Ten days more passed before we looked our last on
the Platte; meanwhile we often travelled along it and
crossed it often, and in these parts wood and grass
were seldom wanting. But when the river curved, or
hid itself in a dark cafion between perpendicular cliffs,
we held our way alone, and in a different country ; over
steep sandy hills and through fresh delicious hollows,
decked round with pine and cedar wood and red jut-
ting rocks, and across desolate slopes, on which sage
—afterwards our constant companion—met one’s eye
here and there. The crecks we camped by were
poor and puny, with too little water for the traveller
to have much to spare for the freshening of their own
banks; and so, though we reduced our day’s travel to
some fifteen miles, our cattle, one to-day, another to-
morrow, began to droop and die.
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The first day we camped only twelve miles from
Laramie, beside a trading post, which in consequence
of the late order was being deserted; near it were
some twenty lodges of Cheyennes, probably with the
object of obtaining what they could. This tribe is in
close alliance with the Sioux nation, and, like it, very
powerful, and these had with them a herd of nearly
200 ponies—the principal wealth of Indians. Men,
women, and children soon thronged around ourwaggons
after Indian fashion, and with tolerable friendliness, con-
sidering they were at war with the whites; though
very dirty, and with often no clothing but a buffalo
robe thrown around them (few children had any), un-
painted and unadorned as they were, yet in the dark
hair, tall stature, and athletic forms of the men as they
paced to and fro, looking round on us and ours with a
panther-like glare, one could trace, or at least fancy,
some of those Indian characteristics that have been
set down as fiction and are poetry. Physically these
were by far the finest specimen of Indians I have seen,
and certainly the only ones approaching an ideal. Most
Indians will steal and beg, but they do the one in
something of that old Greek piratical spirit, and the
other, if with much importunity, at least not cringingly.
To judge fairly of any race whose habits differ from
your own and especially of an uncivilized race, you
must look beyond the mere repulsive exterior, or even
actions, to motives, feelings, and principles. I saw
among them few guns, each one had a few arrows and

F
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his bow, much valued, as wood is scarce, and which
they will rarely part with; the bow is hardly three
feet long, but of great power, and strung with a cord
of twisted sinews.

The squaws had little beauty, and sometimes it was
hard enough to distinguish the sexes, and consequently
some ludicrous mistakes occurred ; in general, I observed
it was much as in trolling, you sometimes think a weed is
a fish, but never the converse, so you could not mistake a
squaw for a buck Indian. About dark they had a dance
and song among their lodges ; I heard the latter some
distance off, but could not leave the waggons to see
them; the children especially were ever looking out for
a chance to steal something.

Next day fifteen soldiers, with a sergeant and corpo-
ral, joined us; the latter was that corporal I have already
alluded to as being plotted against, and had not our
previous escort, an entire company, come up four days
later, no doubt he would have suffered terribly : as it
was, those under him caught it, and subsequently de-
serted.

One afternoon we had a fresh alarm ; we had barely
startcd a mile after watering our cattle, as we now
often did in the middle of the day if water were
handy, when an orderly came galloping from the front,
to hasten up their baggage waggons which had loitered
behind, and called out to us, ““ Indians |””  Their wag-
gous being mule-teams soon hastened on, but we were
a good way in the rear, for among our mess, which that
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day was last, were some terrible ‘laggards ; they, how-
ever showed themselves to be birds that could sing,
and made up the lost ground with astonishing rapidity.
Behind them was my friend Dutch John, whose team
could not go fast, and then myself, seated on the re-
mains of a waggon, two hind-wheels with a fore-wheel
and waggon cover balanced between them, driving most
leisurely a rickety yoke of black cattle ; and last of all
were the loose cattle, driven by the little Frenchman
and an Italian; who could hardly at all understand
each other, though the Frenchman assured me he knew
Tuscan well. John was by nature phlegmatic, and
" said, “Let them come: I’m paid to drive team, and I
shan’t kill my leaders.” For myself, I was very com-
fortable, and as the danger was in front, saw no use
in hurrying; my revolver—my better half—being in
front also; but the Frenchman believed we should be
cut off, and as it was against rule to drive loose cattle
past waggons, was furious at us for not going faster.
“Mon dieu!” he exclaimed, *“ Nous sommes perdus,
nous sommes perdus!” not a very courageous ex-
pression for an ex-French-soldier ; but in truth he con-
sidered the cattle under his care quite a part of him-
self. The Italian, who was not given to much talking,
belaboured the poor creatures vigorously, only uttering
from time to time, “Maledetto! maledetto! maledetto!?”
and some nearly soffo voce grumblings, to the effect
that the Indians were a “ Maledetta cattiva gente.”
The Frenchman’s fear that we should go (as a Greek
F2
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would have said) “to the crows,” was only, however,
realised after the fashion of a Pagan oracle. We pre-
sently found the Indians to be not Sioux but Crows, a
very fricndly tribe: many of them sat by the roadside,
and as we passed along, saluted us with “ How d’ye
do,” which all Indians seem to know. Many also
came up and shook hands, sometimes saying, “ Bish-
cuit,” “tobacco,” but if one expressed that he had
none, they bowed and smiled no less courteously.
Dutch John would argue the point with them in Eng-
lish, and seemed surprised he could not convince them.

They were certainly not as fine a looking tribe as the
Cheyennes, but I saw one or two pretty young squaws
among them. We travelled a good deal further, and
camped late, but a number of them came to us there
with things for sale; our men seemed to think the
formula “Me! you! biscuit! buffalo-robe !”” and the
like, with pointing at the objects of barter, amply suf-
ficient ; Indians however are not so easily over-reached :
¢ Satan now is wiser than of yore.”” All they sold was
very poor of its kind, mocassins of bad leather, and
buffalo-robes of which the hair was just ready to fall
off: it requires besides great caution to avoid buying -
anything they have used. These purchases largely in-
creased and made universal (though they did not intro-
duce) the presence of parasitical insects—an unpleasant
matter of discourse, and a still more unpleasant
reality. For our rations of coffee and sugar (a pint of
each), our mess obtained from a young squaw, whom
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"1 found in the soldiers’ camp, about a cubic foot of
fresh buffalo meat. The air in the valley of the Platte
is so pure, that meat, if kept from flies, does not
readily corrupt, and I have been told it will dry with-
out corrupting ; but I suspect only by a regular process,
in thin strips, &c.: dead steers corrupted the air only
too frequently.

That night was bitterly cold, and bright moonlight ;
our cattle were across the river, unguarded, as Indians
seldom touch them, preferring buffalo; our thirteen
mules were close beside it, and though all the Indians
around camp were ordered within the soldiers’ guard,
we expected they would pay us a visit. Crows never
kill a white man, and if they find him in want will
give him food, but they will strip him of all super-
fluities if they can: in summer leave him no clothes or
blanket, and in winter one and his shirt perhaps, but
they would not attack in a body. At my suggestion
we made a fire, the first that was made on guard;
and which henceforth, considerably destroyed the effi-
cacy of that institution. About an hour before dawn,
the time always chosen by Indians, who expect then
to find sentinels tired out and asleep, all the tethered
mules became restless, snorted violently, and finally
struggled and broke loose, and, with the rest, galloped
off; we went forward to the bank, which was four
or five feet high, and on the soft mud we found
fresh mocassin prints up to within fifty yards of the
nearest mule, and then turning back: but there were
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copses of wood near, and we could see nothing of the
Indians. White man never hated red man with more
than a mule’s hatred; and keen, indeed, must be his
ear, and quick his voice, who would discover the ap-
proach and give the alarm of Indians, earlier than the
scent, and snort, and struggles of the hybrid: oxen
and horses show the same dislike, but in a less degree.

There had, on previous nights, been several false
alarms of Indians, but never on our nights. Once the
whole camp were called up: I knew it was false and
lay still to be scalped. One of the guard dropped his
blanket in a panic, but taking courage went forward to
look for it, and fired thrice into it; those, who like
myself had not turned out, thought the whole thing a
good joke. Next evening we camped, for the last
time, beside the Platte. At the “Last Crossing,”
our escort left us, and turned aside to the “bridge,”
and we saw them no more; unfortunately, not having
anticipated this move, we lost some public and private
chattels lent to the soldiers.

And now we had a tract of barren and thirsty land
for fifty miles between us and the Sweetwater River;
that stream running into the Platte a good deal higher
up, and further south than our line of travel. The
greater part is covered with sage (Artemisia tridentata),
as Scotch moors are with heather ; itsleaves (if they can
be called such) are minute, and of a dull leaden green,
half way as it were between life and death; the roots
strong and tough, the stems thick and dry, and the
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whole plant resembles a tree in miniature. Among
these, like grouse among heather, but far fewer, run
the sage-hens; birds with a plumage between that of
the gray-hen and guinea fowl, and on an average the
size of a good pullet, to which, as delicacics, they are
not inferior. Herds of antelope also bound gracefully
over the sage-brush, starting timidly at the discovery
of danger, but gazing wistfully and approaching, as by
fascination, any unknown moving object ; thus, hidden
himself and waving his handkerchief, the hunter often
draws them within shot. Wolves and carrion crows are
never wanting where carcases are to be found. Sage
burns well, and with a high, swift, hissing blaze, when
first thrown on, like Christmas evergreens on Twelfth-
night, only without that merry crackle; but it lasts so
short a time one needs a stack as big as two or three
cotton bales to start with, and one is half the time
scorched, half frozen: as an Irishman said, the coffce
got boiled all on one side ; burnt, instead of browned in
the earlier process, it certainly did. The fifty miles took
us nearly four days, thirty of hard travelling and with-
out water, except so strong of alkali that we had strict
orders to keep the cattle from tasting it as they passed.
Feed they had none for thirty-six hours, and several
dropped on the road and were left. Dry as the soil
was, I found a good many mushrooms, and after filling
my pockets, ate the rest raw as I went along.

Sept. 28th.—A subtle question of law arose. No. 3
mess (ours) had to keep first guard ; the guard changes
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at midnight; we travel till midnight; has No. 3 any
guard to keep ? I argued vehemently we had not, but
the court held, if not by law by equity, that every one
bught to have some sleep, and we must stand two hours.
Stood accordingly. Though it was bright moonlight,
Howard shot the cream-coloured mule ; a beauty worth
100 dollars, at least, and a pair with a horse which it
would never separate from. Howard gave different
versions of the affair—that he thought it was an In-
dian—that he thought it was a wolf—that there was a
wolf and he did not see the mule—that there was an
Indian and he did not see the mule—the only argu-
- ment for the truth of the last statements was that he
could hardly have hit anything he aimed at. Kerr
fook it very well, and said little about it ; but weall de-
clared, and Howard believed, he would get no wages at
Salt Lake and be put in gaol for the remainder of the
value.

Oct. 1st.—Camped last night by a good burn, not
wider mostly than one could jump over, but deep and
rapid ; tolerable grass eight or ten yards on either side,
then sage. On the second guard before daylight,
quantities of wild ducks passed over us; two or three
swam down the brook close by, but as we were in
the Crows’ country, I had not my revolver out, and the
guns of the rest had no caps on. Very bright fresh
morning ; cattle scattered several miles; while some
way ahead of the rest an antelope came trotting gently
to within forty yards of me. I stood still; at first he
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snuffed the air for his own pleasure, without noticing
me, then he turned, but as I was dressed in shepherd’s
plaid he could hardly make me out, not having a sky-
line. So he gazed—not looked, but gazed—intently
at me for about five minutes, and then slowly trotted
off again. I do not think I would have fired at him
if I could, though antelopes are good eating.

About noon three deserters caught us up, having lcft
their company fifty miles off at four o’clock the pre-
ceding afternoon ; as they had carried their rifles but
no food, they were fagged enough. My friend, the
little Frenchman, on finding out their character, ex-
claimed ¢ ldches!” and would not, if he could, have
spoken a word to them.

Towards evening we reached the Sweetwater, at the
mouth of a valley through the Rattlesnake Moun-
tains, and crossed it by a bridge at a trading post—
the only bridge on the whole route. The river here
was a good-sized trout stream—only there were no
trout in it—with grass stretching to some distance
on either side, but not a single tree. The valley,
perhaps a mile and a half wide, and the mountain
ridges high, steep, and rocky, but with a few of the
accustomed cedar-wood trees. In the middle of the
valley stands the Rock Independence, a solid bare mass
of granite, some 500 yards in length, and 200 feet
- 1n height ; in itself somewhat a remarkable feature, but
rendered more so by the name, which is (excepting In-
dian names) the best I know of in the United States.

F3
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On this rock is the cross, placed there by Colonel
Fremont, and since a subject of foul-mouthed abuse
against him. If ever man made the direst vulgarity
almost poetical, Colonel Fremont has done so when he
speaks of the cross being “ surrounded by the names of
many since dead, and for whom the rock is a giant
* tombstone.” I am sorry to say the Mammoth Cave,
Kentucky, is similarly a vast sepulchre of ‘namcs
forgotten, born to be forgot,” and much defaced there-
by. This vile habit is prevalent enough in England,
but perhaps less excusable in America, where people
have greater opportunitics of “calling a place after
their own names,” as several hundred Brownsvilles,
Jonesvilles, Greensvilles, &c., are evidence. The name
of the river is given from some fanciful idea of taste;
though I could no more perceive sweetness in its waters
than bitterness in those of the Bitter Springs towards
California ; they are, however, full of alkali, and our
hands and lips and cattle suffered from this a good
deal.

Six miles from the -Rock Independence, is the
Devil’s Gap ; but I am doubtful whether the pass we so
called, which is thirty-five yards wide at the narrowest
part and might be about filled with the rock inverted,
or the ravine parallel to it in which the stream runs,
is the veritable Gap: the latter I did not see. The
country to the south is open for miles; but something
of a ridge crosses the western end of the valley of the
Rock, and through the highest part of this, at the
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north side of the valley, as if in spite, the river has
forced its way.

Near “the three crossings,” well known to team-
sters, but not worth describing, we had a fall of snow;
as we might have expected from the cold and furious
wind (a bad combination of characters) that had given
us dirt to eat the night before. Sand is worse eating
than grasshoppers, I think. Unfortunately we took
no warning, and plates, &c., having been left on the
ground, sad to say, were lost. Rather cheerless work
too it was, long before daylight, shaking the snow from
the sage brush, and struggling painfully to keep alive
our pitiful fire. Our cooks were now always called up
at 4 A.M., but the rest, unless fuel or water was decfi-
cient, could sleep on till breakfast was nearly ready.
I, however, sleep lightly, and loving the camp-fire,
mostly turned out as soon as I saw its merry blaze.
I was the first by it at morning, and last from it at
night ; some, if we reached camp very late, would go
to bed supperless. My doctrine was, it is bad to go
to bed hungry, and worse to go to bed full: “ Spin a
yarn, somebody,” and we sat on an hour or two.

Two more days, over a “cut off,” little travelled,
brought us within a few miles of the mountains—the
mountains. Here we met the mail from Salt Lake
six days before ; the journey took usa month. Asthe
September mail from the States was six weeks over-
due, these carriers were in great trepidation of the
Indians ; they were also, excepting one, most intole-
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rable liars, and magnified the distance and difficulties
ahead of us considerably. I chose to believe the
truthful one, or rather the facts, the distance and time,
and was accordingly set down by the croakers in camp
as “an obstinate fool.”

On the morrow morning, Sunday, Oct. 7, we drank
for the last time of water flowing eastward; then
by a continuous, but never steep, ascent over a hard
gravelly soil, reached the top of the South Pass,
about 7400 feet above the sea. No mountain ra-
vine is this—no gorge of Killiecrankie, that a few
highlanders might defend—no Thermopyl with space
for one chariot only; but an almost level table land,
of twenty miles from mnorth to south, and four or
five across: a ficld of battle large enough for all the
armies of the world. Close on our left was Table
Mountain, one of the dullest and least graceful eleva-
tions I ever saw; and those to the north were in no-
wise remarkable. If, however, the character of the
scenery was not impressive, the character of the place
was ; and the very breadth of the pass seemed suited to
the vastness of the regions it connected.

One could not but think of these regions. Behind us
the vast Prairie, watered by the Mississippi and its tri-
butaries ; the Ohio—la belle riviere—down which I had
travelled a few months before ; the Upper Mississippi,
one of the fairest and most queenly of rivers; the huge
Missouri, bearing along to the Balize his snags and
drift-wood, and the soil of these very plains, with an
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unrelaxed and almost a steady impetuosity, as of one
bent on a purpose—and again the tributaries of all
these; each one of which, in Europe, would be a great
independent river, but here was only a tributary :
% Nec Oceani pervenit ad undas.”

Behind us this vast plain, stretching from the Gulf to
the British frontiers, and from the Alleghanies to these
Rocky Mountains we stood on; and before us the
Colorado, the Great Basin, the Sierra, and the Pacific
slope. One had enough to think of as we passed over
those four miles of table land ; ay, and as we descended
by a narrow sandy ravine (probably one of many such

from the pass), till at evening we reached water flow-
 ing towards the sunset from the Pacific springs. These
springs were but a green quagmire, fifty yards wide
between the sandy r