







































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































272 LIFE AMONG

some miles in the same ravine, from which
we were finally extricated by a wearisome drag
up a mountain—the wheels cutting deep into
the soft red earth. In the ascent we picked
up some fine specimens of cornelian. At the
summit we were amply repaid for our toil
by a prospect which extended into Oregon,
and displayed, on all sides, numberless peaks
and caions—a high rocky pyramid to the left
seemed to be the presiding genius of the rugged
scenery. Will the steam whistle ever rever-
berate among these mountains and cavities?
Brother Jonathan usually begins by proposing
impossibilities, and ends in performing them;
but those who drag their slow length across
the continent, as we have, may well doubt
the fulfillment of these promises during the
present generation.

Having reached a high position, the next
business, according to the universal law of
traveling, was to make a corresponding de-
scent ; 8o down we went, some three thousand
feet (so they said), landing in a deep, narrow
grassy caiion, with plenty of beautiful flowers,
the last pitch of our descent so steep that the
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mules slid down on their haunches; and, just
as we reached the bottom, and were about
to unchain the wheels, the forward squad of
cattle came bounding after us, and it was as
much as the men could do to prevent a dis-
agreeable stampede. This defile opened into
a broad, pleasant valley, about two miles wide,
in which we made our bivouac—the ground
abundantly clothed with grass and flowers.
Capt. Egan reported the river about five miles
below, but utterly impracticable to make our
way along its banks.

The next morning, in high spirits at the
proximity of the river, we continued our route
west, up a ravine, and had a toilsome ascent
of over a mile. When we reached the top
there appeared to be an endless succession of
mountains, hills, and deep gullies, thrown to-
gether and jumbled up without order or regu-
larity, as though the earth had once been a
furiously boiling fluid, and suddenly hardened.
Then down we went into another deep cavity,
from which it seemed impossible to get out;
but, after winding around and about, through

a confusion of hills, we finally reached very
12%
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high ground, and, at last, had a distinct view
of Mary’s River to the southwest.

From the last elevation we made another
plunge, and, going over and through all man-
ner of rough and rocky ground, we fairly
lodged and stuck fast in a narrow fastness—hills
rising precipitously on each side, and a stream
running in the middle. The guide had made
a mistake, and piloted the train into the wrong
ravine; and it seemed as though we could
neither go forward nor retreat. But there was
no help for it; the day was well spent, every
- one was tired to death, and we were compelled
to stop for the night, where we could not find
a level spot to sit, stand, or sleep. The largest
portion of the cattle were herded a mile in the
rear, else we must all, man and brute, have
been packed together like a barrel of herring.
Had we been assailed by a determined band
of savages, we must inevitably have been cut
off. Capt. Egan dreaded an attack, and put
nearly all the men on guard, and aroused the
camp soon after midnight.

By cutting away a thicket of willows, and
removing a few boulders, a passage down the
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ravine was effected ; but we went from one
rugged pass to another, seemingly without end,
until, finally, the river burst upon our view in
a broad valley below—a most welcome sight.
But what an extent of water, overflowing its
banks in patches, apparently some miles in
width! On the opposite side was a long train,
now seen, now hid by sand hills, with a cloud
of dust. The glass soon identified it as Halli-
day’s. Our teamsters felt all the excitement
of a race. This train had three weeks the
start, and here we were in a more favorable
situation—this particular point being the usual
crossing-place from the north to the south side.
An easy descent brought us to the flat river-
bottom, which proved to be perfectly dry;
a short detour to the right, and we were on
the margin of a swift, irregular stream—the
water so strongly impregnated with alkaline
salts as to be undrinkable, except under strong
compulsion. But oh! what legions of long-
bodied, large-winged flies—our carriage, inside
and out, was blackened with them—we could
not move without crushing them by the score.
Fortunately they had no bite or sting, and
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only annoyed us by the sensation of being
covered with insects. .

We soon rounded. a bold, bluffy promontory,
and entered upon a broad basin, at the left of
which was an opening, as though a large tribu-
tary flowed from that direction. In front there
appeared to be a smooth, uninterrupted plain
for fifteen or twenty miles. On we went, and
soon reached a stream, about the color of hotel
coffee, which ran from, instead of to, the river.
This we forded with difficulty, when we were
stopped by a man returning from an explora-
tion, with the report that the plain was full
of these off-shoots from the main channel.
There was no help for it, except to regain
the base of the hill, and take an extensive
circuit to avoid the soft bottom; but it was
late, and no grass for a long distance. We there-
fore encamped amid the sage bushes, hot, dry,
and dusty, annoyed with mosquitos, and doubly
annoyed with a vile wood-tick—a new and abo-
minable plague. It was excessively disagree-
able; and the reflection, that our poor animals
had no better fare than to crop a supper from

- sage and grease wood, added to the discomfort.
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The next morning we started at an early
hour, and made a great sweep, to clear the
difficulties that beset our path the day before.
We soon entered upon a saleratus plain, as
smooth and hard as a house-floor, over which
we rolled in a very lively manner. This sur-
face had been formed by water which had
accumulated by the overflowing of the river,
forming a temporary lake—collecting and re-
ceding each year, and depositing its annual
supply of alkaline salts.

The ensuing day we journeyed.around an
immense bend in the river, over another ex-
tensive saleratus flat—the weather unbearably
bot, and the plain dusty. The great curiosity

of the ride were the whirling columns of dust,
~ like water spouts, which rose up in the dis-
tance, at first scarcely perceptible, and then
increasing in bulk and altitude, until they
reached a great height. They moved grace-
fully, carried by the wind to the north, along
the base of the opposite mountain, some stand-
ing perpendicular, and others having a slight
inclination, and looked like dancing phantoms.
As we neared the scene of these cotillions, the
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wind increased almost to a gale, and whistled
“the dust around us in clouds. That evening
we encamped on a clean, sandy place, sparsely
covered with sage bushes, among which were
multitudes of slender lizards, gliding about like
sprites. I had before seen these reptiles, but
not in such numbers. They are beautifully
colored, some with bright red spots; have .
long, slender tails; dart like a flash from one
bush to another; and, after reaching cover, will
put out their heads, and take a look at you
with their little, piercing eyes.

On the opposite side of the river was Stony
Point, famed for many a savage murder; and,
as if to revive the recollection, the skull of an
Indian was picked up near the tent, with a
bullet hole through it. Many and profound
were the speculations as to where, when, and
how the catastrophe happened; and whether
the fatal aim was given by the white man
or the red, without any satisfactory conclu-
sion.

In our journey down the river, the history
of one day’s ride is that of another. We had
hot weather—plenty of mosquitos, lizards, horn-
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ed toads, wood ticks, poor water—and, worse
than all, the grass disappeared except at dis-
tant intervals, and we were compelled to make
some forced marches to provide for the wants
of our animals. '. )
Just at evening, on the 19th, while encamped .
in one of the numerous lateral valleys of the
" river—the cattle almost bid in a paradise of
pasture, and we battling in a purgatory of
insects—a young Pi-Ute, about eighteen years
of age, well formed and active, made his ap-
pearance, and proved to be the greatest curi-
osity of the whole journey. He was a perfect
mimic. When he first came in he described
cattle, horses, and mules, by a series of panto-
mime, in such a comical way, that he was
greeted with shouts of laughter, which he
echoed back with interest. His powers of
imitation were perfectly wonderful. On being
asked—*“ Wick-ee-up, where ?” with a wave of
the hand around the horizon, to signify that
he was desired to point out where he lived,
he would repeat ¢Wick-ee-up, where?” in pre-
cisely the same tone, and make the same motion
with his hand: and so of cvery thing that was
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said to him. The oddity of the thing produced
peals of laughter; and, as we kept on laughing,
he would wait till each peal was finished, and
then give a precise counterpart. Mr. F. tried
to puzzle him, by repeating over long sentences,
such as
% Oh for a lodge in some vast wilderness,
Some boundless contiguity of shade,”

in a mouthing, declamatory style, but he would
roll it off with no seeming difficulty, and make
the same gestures. Of course he became a
decided favorite; the entertainment was too
good not to be paid for, and he was soon com-
fortably fed and clothed. After the comic
acting had partially ceased, he imitated the
men in a more useful way, by gathering fuel,
bringing water, etc. He appeared so good-
natured and sprightly that I wanted to take
him with us, but of course it was impracti-
cable.

In the morning he returned with two or
three of his kindred, who expressed their dis-
satisfaction in unmeasured terms, when they
found the generosity of the camp had expended
itself upon the lad. One of them gave a sig-
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nificant twitch at my dress, as an article to be
" «swapped” for his tattered buckskin pants.

On the 26th we reached the sink of the
river—a large basin, somewhat circular, from
ten to fifteen miles wide, and twenty-five to
thirty long, bounded by hills. The portion at*
present dry is crusted over with saline sub-
stances, very similar in appearance to the
ground, after a storm of sleet which has con-
gealed. Over the flat, smooth, desolate surface,
we kept on for about ten miles—the road, in
places, slippery from the recently receding
water—and took up our quarters at one o’clock.
The wind, brisk from the northwest, increased
to a gale before evening, whirling clouds of
dust along the base of the hills. At our left
lay the lake, bordered by a belt of deep green
grass and bulrushes, upon which the animals
were driven with difficulty—poor things, they
mired almost to their bodies, and the high wind,
growing colder and colder at evening, drove
" them for shelter to the carriages, around which
they huddled, complaining all night.

In the morning we resumed the journey over
the smooth, wintry-looking plain, steering for



282 LIFE AMONG

a point of the mountain fifteen miles distant,
which, in the clear atmosphere, appeared as-
though it might be reached in an hour’s walk.
Less than half the distance brought us to the
shore of the lake (free from rushes), a beautiful
sheet of water, from two to five miles wide,
with a gravelly beach: saw a pelican and
plenty of ducks. At the junction of the road
from the- other side of the sink were two
trading stations, consisting of slight tents, and
supplied with some necessaries for passing -
trains—but, it was. said, diluted whisky and
brandy composed most of the stock. These
establishments were at the foot of an eleva-
tion, composed of red sand-stone and basaltic
columns, resting on a strata of gray rock, run-
ning up at least a thousand feet, of varied jags,
points, and turrets, making a view altogether
too fine to be desecrated by a brace of rum
holes.

A sluggish st;'eam, which the men called a
slough, with scarce any perceptible current,
led from the lake, and connects with Carson
Lake—the amount of water forming no sort
of comparison to that which flows in through
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Mary’s River, and it is said to be dry during
. part of the year. We passed on a mile, and
encamped to prepare for the Forty-mile Desert,
immediately in prospect, about which all man-
ner of dismal stories are told.

At evening a carriage drove into camp with
a Mr. Halliday, within a few days from San
Francisco. He bad been on a visit to the
rival train, of which he is a large proprietor,
and was then on his return. It was reviving
to get news once more from civilized lands;
he proved to be a lively, chatty man of the
world, and a good specimen of western go-
ahead-itiveness. He left in the morning for
California ; and, much to our regret, Mr. L.
deemed it important to go with him.

Remained in camp all of the 28th, and,
as we forboded, the vicinity of the liquor sta-
stions began to tell fearfully upon the men.
Out of fifty teamsters, not more than five or six
remained sober, the rest exhi};iting the various
stages of drunkenness; two or three Mexicans,
riding about hurry-skurry, lassoing animals,
others driving and beating the cattle, without
-any definable object; and some stretched in
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the sun, sleeping off the effects of the debauch.
I was greatly alarmed, and began to think our
revolvers might soon come into requisition, to
protect us from our own band. We finally
resolved to leave, and make our way through
the desert to Carson River, provided Dr. H.
would join us, to be of mutual assistance in
fording the outlet, reported to be difficult.
But, unfortunately, his horses were too much
worn down for a forced march, and his driver,
a mean, selfish creature, never could bear to
make an extra exertion; and when our inten-
tions became known to young Blodget, the
representative of Mr. L. in his absence, he
entreated us to remain, lest the men should
become thoroughly disorganized and unman-
ageable—so, under the influence of compulsion
and persuasion, we staid.

The next day at 2 p. m. the whole train
started, intending to traverse the desert in the
night. The first ten miles, over a dry, hard,
arid soil, brought us (Blodget, Dr. H., and
ourselves) to the outlet about four o’clock.
A small party of strangers with horses came
up, and, in attempting to ford, found the
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stream full of quicksands, and were almost
hopelessly mired. Pretty soon the ox teams
arrived, all hands more or less intoxicated, and
still drinking—Egan, for some unaccountable
reason, remaining behind. Our carriage, with
two pair of cattle to it, was started over; but,
about two-thirds of the way, the animals
mired, and there remained for an hour, with
a fair prospect of remaining all night—a man
on each side, waist deep, with just sense enough
left to beat the oxen over their heads. We
have in the company an African, usually quiet
and docile, but, under the influence of liquor,
sufficiently contrary and headstrong. He had
charge of Mrs. Kinney’s “kitchen,” and, in
spite of the efforts of Mr. F. and Dr. H., he
plunged the establishment in before the ear-
riage was extricated, and came so near that a
collision seemed inevitable. Just as I was
preparing to spring somewhere, his team fortu-~
nately stuck so utterly fast that all power of
motion was gone ; and it appeared to me that
the whole must be drowned.

Then ensued a scene of shouting, yelling,
swearing, from lungs already hoarse from effort,
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beggaring all description—it was perfectly de-
moniac. Finally, with the aid of a long chain,
and cattle on the bank, the carriage was drawn
through; and, one after another, the remaining
were got over, detaining us till nine o’clock.
Some of the oxen were dragged out by chains,
like sticks of timber, and a few were hopelessly
mired and lost.

In the mean time the loose cattle came up,
floundered through, and began to spread them-
selves upon the arid waste in search of food ; and
we feared they would never be gathered again,
but the mass of them finally came to the road,
and were collected as we passed along. It
was a bright moonlight, and the plain before
us a vast waste of sand, drifted into little hil-
locks, around stunted. grease wood and ear-
casses of dead animals. The intoxicated men
made some trouble by occasionally deviating
‘from the road, particularly the negro, who
insisted upon following the moon, and broke
the stillness of the desert by singing and talk-
ing to his team in various unknown tongues.
Morning broke while we were yet fifteen miles
from Carson River; and then, feeling we could
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be of no more use in the train, we left it, and
drove on at a rapid rate over the hard road.

But what a scene of desolation did the light
of day disclose! It was a barren waste, with-
out a tree or a shrub to relieve the eye, except
a few stunted sage bushes. The hills with
which it was skirted were groups of rocks,
charred and blackened by the breath of extinct
volcanoes. Animal life there was none: not
even a bird of prey ventured a flight over the
parched and arid region. The bones of the
dead animals of emigrants were plentifully
scattered by the way-side, bleaching in the
fierce sun. Death alone appeared to be the
presiding deity. Yet there was here and there
a solitary cactus flower in the sand—they seem-
ed the evidence of a direct influx from heaven,
and gave the assurance that there, even there,
~ amidst ‘the desolation, the protection of the
Divine hand was over and around us.

The last five miles was a deep sand—the
mules sinking fearfully at every step. Mr. F.
and Morse walked wearily on; I tried it, but
a few rods completely exhausted me, and I
was compelled to burden the tired animals,
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wishing myself etherealized for their benefit.
We reached Carson River at 9 A. M. The
rest of the train came straggling in all that
day and part of the next, so completely worn
down that a delay of some days became neces-
sary to recruit. ,

Our passage up the river occupied four days,
the road rough, water poor, and feed not always
abundant. The Sierra gradually presented its
dark sides as we journeyed on, with an occa-
sional snowy peak; at a nearer approach we
found it densely covered with pine timber.
The population was thinly scattered along the
river, consisting mostly of liquor and trading
stations. 4

On the 4th of July we encamped within
two miles of an establishment called Edge
Ranch, at the base of the Sierra, where we
remained four days in a hot, dusty, disagree-
able place; some fine specimens of crytallized
quartz, and a curious collection of calcareous
coralline rocks, rewarded our rambles in the
vicinity of the camp. The water proved to
be bad, and the cattle began to sicken and
die in large numbers; and the Captain resolved
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to find more healthy quarters. The train was
finally removed into Wassaw Valley, to await
the return of Mr. L. from Sacramento.

A more quiet, secluded, lovely spot, the eye
of man never rested upon. We are encamped
on a pleasant slope, at the foot of the moun-
tains, under a collection of magnificent pine
trees, shooting. up to the sky cone-shaped,
protecting us from the fierce sun by a dense
shade. In front this valley stretches for thirty
miles, formed on one side by the Sierra, with
its clothing of pine, and on the other by a
high, rocky hill, at the foot of which sparkles
a bright sheet of water, as wide, though not
of the length of our own Cayuga. The pasture
is most luxuriant, .in which we distinguish
clover, and the animals are rapidly recruiting.

13



LETTER XVI.

CARSON VALLEY TO CALIFORNIA.

8ax Fraxcisco, July 26, 1853,

WE are now hastening to the close of our
adventures: the next steamer will take us
home.

We remained in Wassaw Valley until the
19th, when, becoming wearied with inaction,
we concluded to leave—our party consisting
of Dr. H., in his wagon, Blodget, with Rob
and two other horses, and ourselves with the
ever-faithful Morse. With light hearts we bade
adieu to the members of the train as we slowly
passed them; when we came to Egan, he said
laughing : *“ You are not done with me yet—I
intend to escort you nearly to the base of the
mountains.” He was soon seen galloping in
front, until he disappeared in the distance.

Our animals were in fine condition for a
rapid drive, and speedily emerging from this
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lovely retreat, we passed Eagle Ranch, and,
after rounding a small spur of the mountain,
we came to the river; and at this point com-
mences what is commonly known as ¢ Carson
Valley”—and surely a more lovely place the
sun never shone upon. We found a compara-
tively thickly settled neighborhood, fine large
farms, luxuriant crops, rail fences, and numer-
ous herds of cattle. At a collection of half
a dozen buildings—an incipient village—we
found Egan, and a good dinner ready for us,
ordered by him as a kind of complimentary
farewell. This man, with all his faults, has
many excellent qualities; we surely have rea-
son to be grateful to him for numerous kind
offices. I now recollect an incident which, in
a remarkable degree, illustrates his taet in
managing the rough and turbulent spirits
placed under his control. One day, in camp
at the northern end of Salt Lake, while Dr.
Coward was dressing his frost-bitten feet, a
man near by, vexed by the contumacy of his
mule, was swearing at a round rate. Egan
turned to us, and;-in a loud voice, said: “I
g'pose you know the regulations of the camp;
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no man is allowed to swear but that man; he
does it 8o easy, that he is appointed to do all
the swearing for the train.” This came out
with a comical twinkle of the eye; we all
laughed ; the man ceased his profanity, and
slunk away.

Bidding adieu to our late captain, who gave
us minute directions as to the journey, we next
halted a moment some miles farther on, at the
station of Col. Keese, so near the base of the
mountain as to be within the shade of the
noble trees which clothe its sides. His estab-
lishment is on a large scale; a great many
horses and mules; great herds of cattle; vast
fields inclosed with long pine logs; many. a
petty German potentate might envy him his
possession. The proprietor came to the car-
riage, and insisted on our not passing without
partaking of his hopitality, manifesting a hearti-
ness of reception very difficult to resist. But
we were compelled to be expeditious, made
our excuses, and moved on. In pursuance of
a previous invitation, kindly tendered, we spent
the first night in the Mormon train, under the
charge of Mr. Edwin Woolly, whose acquaint-
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ance we had formed at Salt Lake, and were
treated with hospitality. '
In the morning we were en route at an early
hour, with the intention of reaching the second
summit of the mighty range before us, and
moved rapidly on. About ten we reached the
mouth of the caion, from which the river
debouches into the valley; and here was a
tent, with a table neatly and tastefully sup-
plied with sundry thiigs tempting to tired
travelers ; but, though a tidy-appearing female
was the presiding genius, we made no halt.
The caion at first presented us a smooth road;
its bottom about one-fourth of a mile wide,
shaded by pine trees; at the sides, the rocks
rose up to a fearful height, and surpassed, in
rugged grandeur, anything we had yet seen.
As we journeyed upwards, the road became
rough and lined with rocky boulders, until it
exceeded our worst anticipations, and rendered
our progress in the last degree toilsome. We
struggled on, however, bravely, up, up, over
places that, anywhere else, would have been
deemed impassable on level ground, reached
the summit of this first plateau of the great
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Sierra long after the sun had passed the
meridian, and stopped at a green spot to re-
fresh our faithful mules.

In a short time we pushed on, over ground
nearly level, five or six miles, fording a branch
of the river. Directly in front lay another
dark, sullen-looking mountain, the summit of
which it was our ambition to reach in the
day’s ride. But in this we wére disappointed.
The road finally became rough, and diverged
partly to the south, the sun sank down to
his resting place, and the twilight began to
thicken around us as we descended a sharp
pitch into a small basin of fresh grass, bounded
by a stream. It now became a matter for
serious consideration, whether to stop where
the animals could be well fed, or run the risk of
reaching the summit. There was a fine moon,
and I was anxious to go on; but was wisely
overruled, as was amply proved the next day.

We picketed our tired servants, and lit up
our camp fire on the margin of the creek. A
rough party with horses, encamped on the
other side, about half a mile from us, looking
like bandits—they probably paid us a similar
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compliment. It was Mr. F.’s turn to stand
sentry the first half of the night. He describes
the stillness as so painfully solemn, that it
would almost have been a relief had it been
interrupted by whooping savages. As mid-
night approached a dark cloud arose, from
which there was a single flash; and a single
clap of thunder broke the silence, like the
booming of a signal gun.

In the morning we were early aroused and
on the road, and soon discovered how fool-
hardy would have been the attempt to sur-
mount the obstacles before us by the light
of the moon. When we’ reached the base of
the steep ascent it seemed utterly impossible
to make our way up, over the rough pavement
of granite boulders. We did, however, by
taking off our baggage, doubling teams, and
stopping frequently to breathe the mules. The
most difficult obstacle was a perfectly flat rock,
‘about half way up, fifteen feet over, the smooth
surface lying at an angle of nearly forty-five
.degrees, upon which the animals could not
stand to draw the carriages. We were hours
getting over this place.
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After reaching the summit we had a rough
up and down road for miles, and finally de-
scended into a valley, having a considerable
stream, fed by melting snows, and as clear as
crystal. To this succeeded another elevation,
long and steep, up which we dragged our slow
length, and after overcoming it, reached the
crowning labors of the day—another steep
mountain, covered with snow.

Could we have reached this point in the
morning, as intended, while the snow was still
hard from the frost of the previous night, the
ascent would have been comparatively easy.
As it was, the mules sank fearfully at every
step, and this last mile of mouptains proved
to be the longest and most laborious of the
whole route. I walked to the top, while the
men were expending their utmost strength in
aid of the exhausted animals. Here, then, I
stood, on Nevada’s summit, and had one of
those grand views which may suffice for a life-
time. East, west, north, and south presented
a boundless panorama—a wilderness of snowy.
ridges, rocky .peaks, and deep cavities. The
road continued descending on a spur of the
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mountain, on the right of which was a pre-
cipitous descent of thousands of feet, to a small
lake, sparkling in the sun; ond on the left was
a tremendous chasm, winding away out of sight
in a labyrinth of gorges. It was evidently just
at the line of perpetual snow ; vegetation had
disappeared, except a few stunted cedars; and
the wind was a keen wintry blast. -

All things have an end: men and animals,
and carriages reached the same elevated point,
and we were soon descending; now on hard,
bare earth, then on patches of snow, until sun-
set found us at a small trading post. Here we
spent a dismal night, the cold wind whistling
like a dirge, to our hungry, supperless animals.
It was Morse’s watch, and at daybreak he took
the poor creatures to a place further down,
where grass was found, and helped them to
a hasty breakfast.

The next day’s ride was a succession of up
and down, as we passed from one spur of the
mountain to another. Just at sunset we reach-
ed a station where we intended to stop, but
the men had the aspect of such unmitigated
cut-throats, that we pushed on. This gave
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us a night ride up steep ascents, and down
many steeper descents; the road dark from
the thickening pine forest, with a fair prospect
of lodging in the thickest and darkest portion.
At ten o’clock, however, we found ourselves
in front of another station, so coated with
dust that you could not have recognized us,
where we obtained plenty of good cheer for
man and beast. All traces of snow had dis-
appeared, and the temperature was of summer
mildness. The station was owned by a Mr.
Lason, from the western part of our State,
who has his family with him, and everything
about him looks home-like and civilized. The
next morning, at breakfast, he entertained us
with anecdotes of his winter’s residence, in
which the grisly bear largely figured.

We continued the descent over dreadfully
dusty roads, the air growing milder and milder,
until we were fairly down the mountain, when
it became unbearably hot. We had, in forty-
eight hours, traversed from the frigid to the
torrid zone. The country was still descending,
but beautiful, the- scattered, spreading trees
and grassy surface giving it the aspect of a
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continued park. We passed through a rich
gold and agricultural region, the ground alter-
nately dug into confused heaps, in search of
the precious metal, and covered with the stub-
ble of the recently gathered crops.

But it is no part of my intention to give
you a description of California. It is sufficient
to say that we laid aside our camp life at
Diamond Springs, the first village at which
we arrived after leaving the mountains, and
that we reached San Francisco in safety last
evening, in a steamer from Sacramento.





