

  

    

      

    

  




    

    




    [image: The cover of the recommended book]


The City of the Saints, and Across the Rocky Mountains to California



Burton, Richard Francis, Sir

8596547728917

830

Start Reading Now! (Ad)

In "The City of the Saints, and Across the Rocky Mountains to California," Richard Francis Sir Burton embarks on a meticulous exploration of the American West, particularly the mystical utopia of Salt Lake City and the rugged landscapes of the Rocky Mountains. Written in a vivid, descriptive style that harmonizes travel narrative with ethnographic observation, this work not only captures the enchanting geography and culture of the region but also critically engages with the social and religious dynamics of 19th-century Mormon society. Burton's keen observations and rich prose offer readers a unique glimpse into the lives of the settlers and indigenous peoples, all while contextualizing their narratives within the broader movements of American expansionism and colonialism. Richard Francis Sir Burton was a renowned linguist, explorer, and anthropologist, celebrated for his extensive travels in the Middle East and Africa. His encounters with different cultures and societies deeply influenced his worldview and led him to the American frontier, where he sought to confront the myths of the West and document its realities. A controversial figure, Burton's unapologetic exploration of taboo subjects reflects his belief in the importance of understanding diverse cultures, positioning him as a pioneering voice in travel literature. This book is a compelling read for anyone interested in the complexities of American history, cultural exchange, and exploration. Burton's blend of detailed observation and personal reflection invites readers to appreciate the landscapes and lives he encountered, making it an essential text for scholars, historians, and casual readers alike.
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In "Roughing It," Mark Twain presents a vivid and humorous account of his formative years spent in the American West during the 1860s. Through a blend of travelogue and autobiography, Twain employs a rich narrative style characterized by colloquial language, keen observations, and satirical wit. The book serves not only as a chronicle of his adventures but also reflects the broader cultural and social dynamics of a rapidly expanding America, capturing the spirit of the Gold Rush era and the quest for personal fortune amidst the untamed wilderness. Mark Twain, born Samuel Clemens in 1835, drew extensively from his own experiences as a gold prospector and journalist in Nevada and California. His encounters with diverse characters and the often harsh realities of frontier life profoundly influenced his storytelling. Twain's unique perspective, shaped by both the exuberance of youth and the disillusionment of adulthood, lends authenticity and depth to this narrative, making it resonate with both humor and insight. For readers intrigued by America's western expansion, "Roughing It" is an essential read that melds historical context with Twain's unique voice. Its engaging anecdotes and vivid descriptions of the American frontier invite readers to explore not only the nation's past but also the enduring human spirit in the face of adversity.
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In "Ray's Daughter," Charles King masterfully weaves a narrative that explores the intricate dynamics of family and identity against the backdrop of modern America. The novel is characterized by its vivid prose and profound psychological insight, immersing the reader in the tumultuous experiences of its characters. Set in a changing socio-political milieu, King's work dissects themes of love, loss, and the quest for self-understanding, while employing a literary style that blends lyrical description with stark realism. Charles King, a distinguished author and scholar, draws upon his rich personal history and extensive academic background to craft this poignant tale. With a keen understanding of cultural and societal structures, King channels his experiences into the novel, exploring the complexities faced by individuals trying to reconcile personal aspirations with familial expectations. His previous works have often tackled similar themes, establishing him as a perceptive voice in contemporary literature. "Ray's Daughter" is highly recommended for readers seeking a profound exploration of human relationships and the struggle for self-identity. King's nuanced storytelling invites readers to reflect on their own experiences, making this novel an essential addition to the canon of modern American literature.
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In "Travels and Adventures of Monsieur Violet," Frederick Marryat intricately weaves a tapestry of adventure and cultural exploration through the eyes of a French expatriate in the early 19th century. The narrative is characterized by its vivid, descriptive prose and a nuanced portrayal of varied landscapes and societal facets, reflecting Marryat's own experiences at sea. Set against the backdrop of colonialism and the burgeoning global economy, the book offers not just escapist entertainment but also critical insights into societal norms and human interactions across cultures. Marryat blends thrilling escapades with incisive social commentary, showcasing his mastery of the adventure genre and reinforcing his place among the era's literary figures. Frederick Marryat, a former naval officer and one of the pioneering writers of nautical fiction, drew on his extensive maritime experience to craft tales that resonate with authenticity. His deep understanding of the ocean's intricacies and the diverse societies he encountered influenced his writing. With "Monsieur Violet," Marryat reflects the dialogue between European and non-European cultures, revealing both his fascination and skepticism towards imperial encounters. This captivating novel is highly recommended for readers interested in historical adventure narratives and the complexities of cultural exchange. Marryat's engaging storytelling and keen observational skills create a rich reading experience that both informs and entertains, making it an essential addition to the shelves of those who appreciate insightful literature from the 19th century.
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In "A Woman's Journey Round the World," Ida Pfeiffer chronicles her groundbreaking travels that defy the expectations of 19th-century women. This travelogue combines vivid descriptions, keen observations, and an adventurous spirit as Pfeiffer traverses continents, from the crowded streets of Europe to the exotic landscapes of South America and Asia. Her prose is both engaging and instructional, offering insight into cultures often misunderstood in her time. The literary context of this work highlights a burgeoning era of exploration, reflecting both romanticized views of travel and the burgeoning rights of women to engage in such pursuits at a time when their roles were largely confined to the domestic sphere. Ida Pfeiffer (1797-1858) emerged as a pioneering figure in travel literature, demonstrating undaunted courage and independence in a male-dominated world. Utilizing her own experiences as a widow and a mother, Pfeiffer sought to explore the world not merely as a tourist, but as an intrepid researcher and observer. Her narratives are enriched by the cultural and sociopolitical factors of her time, revealing her deep fascination with diverse peoples and places. This captivating account invites readers to immerse themselves in the spirit of adventure and to ponder the themes of gender, society, and exploration. "A Woman's Journey Round the World" not only serves as a testament to one woman's resilience but also as an essential piece of literature that appeals to historians, feminists, and travelers alike. In this enriched edition, we have carefully created added value for your reading experience: - A succinct Introduction situates the work's timeless appeal and themes. - The Synopsis outlines the central plot, highlighting key developments without spoiling critical twists. - A detailed Historical Context immerses you in the era's events and influences that shaped the writing. - A thorough Analysis dissects symbols, motifs, and character arcs to unearth underlying meanings. - Reflection questions prompt you to engage personally with the work's messages, connecting them to modern life. - Hand‐picked Memorable Quotes shine a spotlight on moments of literary brilliance. - Interactive footnotes clarify unusual references, historical allusions, and archaic phrases for an effortless, more informed read.
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    A Lady’s Life in the Rocky Mountains turns the friction between Victorian decorum and raw Western vastness into an engine of discovery, following a solitary woman who pursues health and freedom across high-country trails where every mile tests the limits of stamina, perception, and social expectation, so that the very conditions meant to confine her—illness, gendered codes, foreignness—are refashioned into a vantage from which to see the mountains, their communities, and herself with a clarity sharpened by altitude, risk, and the exhilarating fact of moving, unchaperoned and undaunted, through a landscape still sorting its own rules.

Isabella L. Bird’s book is nonfiction travel writing composed as a sequence of letters, set chiefly in the Colorado Rocky Mountains during the early 1870s and first published in 1879. A British traveler with a gift for vivid observation, Bird records journeys through settlements and high valleys that, at the time, were part of a rapidly changing frontier world. The epistolary form gives the narrative its immediacy: dates, places, and impressions accumulate with the momentum of a trail diary while retaining the considered intelligence of a writer trained in the conventions of nineteenth‑century prose and attentive to practical detail.

At its simplest, the premise is a series of rides, hikes, and lodgings undertaken as she seeks strength in thin air and encounters people making lives at elevation, from ranchers and innkeepers to prospectors and itinerant workers. The voice is frank and energetic, alternating lyrical panorama with shrewd inventory—weather, gear, distances, and costs—so the reader feels the weight of a saddle as well as the pull of a horizon. The tone is resolute and curious, suffused with dry humor; the style favors crisp description, precise measurement, and a steady accumulation of scenes that open outward rather than conclude.

The book’s most enduring theme is mobility as a test of identity. Bird measures what a woman can carry and accomplish, then measures how that effort revises etiquette and expectation. Independence is not staged as isolation but as negotiated belonging: she depends on hospitality, shares labor, and learns the unwritten rules of trail, corral, and kitchen. Class habits meet frontier improvisation; the rituals of home collide with the contingencies of weather and terrain. The result is an inquiry into competence, decorum, and risk that feels at once pragmatic and philosophical, asking how freedom is practiced under material constraints.

Landscape is both subject and instrument. Bird reads altitude, light, and temperature as closely as she reads character, creating a portrait of the Rockies that balances the sublime with the logistical. Animals are present as companions and workers; plants and landforms are noted with a near-naturalist patience; storms and seasons structure the plot more than any single human figure. This attentiveness gives the narrative an ecological texture that modern readers recognize: the body is barometer, the journey a record of adaptation. The mountains are not mere background but a complex actor exerting pressure on judgment, pace, and perspective.

Because the narrative is anchored in a nineteenth‑century British perspective, it inevitably reflects the assumptions and blind spots of its moment, particularly in portrayals of labor, settlement, and Indigenous presence. Reading it now invites double vision: the exhilaration of first‑person discovery alongside a critical awareness of how language frames land and people amid expansion. That combination is why the book continues to matter. It preserves on‑the‑ground textures of a specific historical landscape while making visible the lenses through which a traveler interpreted them, offering contemporary audiences material for thinking about stewardship, belonging, and the ethics of looking.

To approach A Lady’s Life in the Rocky Mountains today is to enter a conversation about courage, care, and the narratives that map wildness and home. It is a brisk, generous companion for readers who relish place‑based writing, as well as a touchstone for discussions of women’s independence, health, and the craft of observation. Without relying on spectacle, Bird turns daily exertion into literature that endures because it respects the felt detail of travel and the discipline of attention. The book invites reflection on how one moves through demanding spaces—and how the act of looking can itself become a form of life.
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    A Lady's Life in the Rocky Mountains (1879) assembles Isabella L. Bird’s letters from her 1873 journey through the Colorado Territory. Written to her sister, the dispatches chart a convalescent British traveler testing body and resolve in a landscape still organizing itself socially and politically. Bird frames the expedition as practical travel rather than romantic quest, describing routes, costs, mounts, and equipment alongside first glimpses of the ranges. The correspondence sets expectations for factual, closely observed scenes, shaping a narrative that moves from railhead and town to river canyons and high parks, where altitude, weather, and distance reorder daily priorities and perceptions.

Early letters record the shift from established settlements to the frontier’s improvisation. Bird notes the character of a growing city and the makeshift edges where tents, frame buildings, and corrals announce precarious prosperity. She measures the altitude’s impact on sleep and appetite and finds riding long hours an unexpected remedy for lingering illness. Practicalities dominate: rates for board, the scarcity of fresh food, the politics of water, and the etiquette of shared rooms. Her tone balances curiosity with restraint, mapping a social geography in which strangers offer decisive help, yet self-reliance remains the rule when trails, storms, or tempers turn suddenly.

Moving into the foothills and high valleys, Bird adopts a routine of solitary rides, occasional pack trains, and rustic lodging. She reaches mountain ranches and homesteads where labor cycles, weather, and livestock dictate conversation and sleep. Descriptions linger on timberline winds, river crossings, and the patience demanded by balky horses. Hospitality is plain and conditional: chores are exchanged for meals, and space is ceded by necessity. Bird’s perspective foregrounds a woman’s competence with saddle, rifle when needed, and campcraft, yet also the social calculations required to remain safe and respectable in thinly policed country where news travels faster than justice.

A recurring figure, a hunter and guide locally known for both generosity and volatility, embodies the frontier’s contradictions. Bird sketches his intelligence, injuries, and uncertain standing among neighbors without sensational flourish, using their conversations and shared rides to consider courage, dependency, and reputation. The relationship clarifies local fault lines—between settlers and drifters, aspiration and survival—and prompts her to weigh risk against access to peaks and passes she could not easily reach alone. Community judgments, loyalty, and the pressure of scarcity are rendered as background forces, never fully resolved but constant, shaping choices about routes, companions, and shelter.

One extended episode centers on an ascent toward a prominent summit of the Front Range, undertaken with a guide and minimal equipment. Bird narrates the approach through forests, boulder fields, and icy ledges with an eye for pacing, exposure, and the unnerving scale of granite walls. The climb’s logistics—early starts, scant food, and the calculation of daylight—frame reflections on fear, endurance, and the uneasy balance between ambition and prudence. Her attention to terrain and technique turns the excursion into a study of decision-making at altitude, where turning back, pressing on, or pausing carry sharply different consequences.

Beyond high country excursions, the letters survey mining camps and cattle operations that anchor the territory’s economy. Bird inventories stamp mills, freighting, and the speculative mood that inflates prices, alongside Sabbath quiet, local newspapers, and rough courts that signal civic consolidation. Land claims, fencing, and the circulation of rumors reveal how opportunity and conflict overlap. She observes ecological strain in overgrazed valleys and praises the clarity of mountain air even as fires and floods periodically undo human plans. References to Indigenous peoples and long-established trails appear within the limits of her encounters, reminding readers of histories that predate the settlements she visits.

By closing, Bird has assembled a portrait of the Rocky Mountains as lived environment rather than backdrop, where weather, work, risk, and hospitality shape a moral as well as physical landscape. The letters’ precise topographical detail, restrained humor, and steady self-assessment helped a late Victorian readership imagine the American West beyond caricature, while asserting the authority of a woman traveler in demanding terrain. A Lady’s Life in the Rocky Mountains endures for its disciplined observation and narrative economy, inviting contemporary readers to weigh independence against interdependence and to consider how landscapes make, test, and revise the travelers who cross them.
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    Isabella Lucy Bird (1831–1904), a British travel writer, composed the letters that became A Lady’s Life in the Rocky Mountains while journeying through the Colorado Territory in 1873. Published in London in 1879, the book records excursions along the northern Front Range, including Denver, Greeley, and the Estes Park region beneath Longs Peak. She stayed at ranches such as that of Griff Evans and traveled primarily on horseback. Her observations unfold within the framework of a U.S. territory administered by appointed officials and local courts, where postal routes, newspapers, and nascent town institutions linked sparse settlements to national and transatlantic audiences.

Bird’s itinerary was made possible by the transportation revolution reshaping the American West. The First Transcontinental Railroad joined the coasts in 1869, and the Denver Pacific Railway (completed 1870) connected Denver with the main line at Cheyenne. The Kansas Pacific also reached Denver in 1870, moving migrants, goods, and news with unprecedented speed. From urban depots, travelers transferred to stagecoaches or saddles to reach mountain parks and mining camps. Telegraph lines, operating since 1861, enabled rapid communication. Bird’s combination of rail travel, stage transport, and horseback rides typified how outsiders accessed remote Colorado landscapes in the early 1870s.

Colorado’s economy in 1873 rested on extractive booms and land policies that encouraged rapid settlement. The 1858–1861 Pike’s Peak gold rush established a mining culture soon supplemented by silver discoveries in the 1870s. That same year, the 1873 Brunot Agreement with the Ute Nation ceded rich San Juan mineral lands to the United States, accelerating prospecting and town-building far to the south. The 1862 Homestead Act and related land statutes invited farmers and ranchers to claim plots across the territory. Utopian agricultural experiments also appeared, notably the temperance-oriented Union Colony at Greeley (founded 1870), which Bird visited and described.

The territory Bird traversed had been a homeland for Indigenous nations whose displacement shaped every settlement she encountered. Cheyenne and Arapaho bands had ranged across the plains until violent dispossession, including the 1864 Sand Creek Massacre in Colorado Territory. In the mountains and western valleys, the Ute people negotiated treaties, including 1868 terms establishing reservations later reduced by subsequent agreements. By the early 1870s, military posts, treaty boundaries, and civilian expansion constrained Indigenous mobility. Commercial hunting and railroad access hastened the great bison decline, transforming regional ecologies. Bird’s route passed through these contested spaces, even when conflict remained beyond immediate view.

Bird’s presence as a solo woman traveler highlighted changing Victorian and frontier gender norms. Mid-nineteenth-century physicians often prescribed travel and outdoor exercise for chronic illness, and Bird—frequently unwell—embraced strenuous rides as therapeutic. On the American frontier, women assumed varied roles in ranching towns and homesteads, and some western jurisdictions experimented with expanded rights: Wyoming Territory enacted woman suffrage in 1869, and Utah followed in 1870. Formal mountaineering clubs in Britain largely excluded women, yet recreational climbing flourished. Bird’s ascent of Longs Peak and practical riding attire reflected a broader, if contested, opening for women within imperial travel and western settlement spaces.

Scientific and conservationist currents also frame Bird’s narrative. Federal surveys, such as the Hayden Survey of the 1870s, mapped Colorado’s geology, flora, and topography, while John Wesley Powell’s expeditions (including his 1868 ascent of Longs Peak and 1869 Colorado River voyage) popularized western exploration. The United States created Yellowstone National Park in 1872, signaling an emerging national interest in preserving sublime landscapes. Natural history collecting, meteorological observation, and alpine measurements became common pursuits among educated travelers. Bird’s close attention to altitude, weather, wildlife, and landforms mirrors these intellectual trends, situating personal adventure within a wider culture of scientific description.

Politically and economically, Bird arrived during turbulence. The Panic of 1873 triggered a prolonged depression that strained railroads, mines, and settlement schemes across the West. Colorado still functioned under territorial governance, with appointed officials and evolving legal institutions, on the eve of its 1876 admission as a state. Sparse policing and vast distances meant that community norms, local courts, and sometimes vigilante practices filled gaps in enforcement. Newspapers such as the Rocky Mountain News (founded 1859) publicized disputes, boosters’ claims, and cautionary tales. Bird’s encounters with ranchers, miners, and town promoters register these uncertainties without relying on sensational lore.

As an epistolary travel narrative issued by the London publisher John Murray, Bird’s book met a British appetite for reliable accounts of the American West amid popular dime-novel mythologies. Her measured portraits of mountain homesteads, booster colonies, and rugged trails balance admiration for self-reliance with scrutiny of hardship, environmental risk, and social experiment. The work’s careful topography, ethnographic noticing, and attention to institutions—railways, land laws, newspapers, and churches—reflect late-nineteenth-century debates about progress, morality, and nature. Without polemic, Bird’s letters register the costs of rapid expansion and the allure of wild landscapes, preserving a lucid contemporaneous view of Colorado’s transitional moment.
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Lake Tahoe—Morning in San Francisco—Dust—A Pacific mail-train—Digger Indians[1]—Cape Horn—A mountain hotel—A pioneer—A Truckee livery stable—A mountain stream—Finding a bear—Tahoe.

LAKE TAHOE, September 2.

I have found a dream of beauty at which one might look all one's life and sigh[1q]. Not lovable, like the Sandwich Islands, but beautiful in its own way! A strictly North American beauty—snow-splotched mountains, huge pines, red-woods, sugar pines, silver spruce; a crystalline atmosphere, waves of the richest color; and a pine-hung lake which mirrors all beauty on its surface. Lake Tahoe is before me, a sheet of water twenty-two miles long by ten broad, and in some places 1,700 feet deep. It lies at a height of 6,000 feet, and the snow-crowned summits which wall it in are from 8,000 to 11,000 feet in altitude. The air is keen and elastic. There is no sound but the distant and slightly musical ring of the lumberer's axe.

It is a weariness to go back, even in thought, to the clang of San Francisco, which I left in its cold morning fog early yesterday, driving to the Oakland ferry through streets with side-walks heaped with thousands of cantaloupe and water-melons, tomatoes, cucumbers, squashes, pears, grapes, peaches, apricots—all of startling size as compared with any I ever saw before. Other streets were piled with sacks of flour, left out all night, owing to the security from rain at this season. I pass hastily over the early part of the journey, the crossing the bay in a fog as chill as November, the number of "lunch baskets," which gave the car the look of conveying a great picnic party, the last view of the Pacific, on which I had looked for nearly a year, the fierce sunshine and brilliant sky inland, the look of long RAINLESSNESS, which one may not call drought, the valleys with sides crimson with the poison oak, the dusty vineyards, with great purple clusters thick among the leaves, and between the vines great dusty melons lying on the dusty earth. From off the boundless harvest fields the grain was carried in June, and it is now stacked in sacks along the track, awaiting freightage. California is a "land flowing with milk and honey." The barns are bursting with fullness. In the dusty orchards the apple and pear branches are supported, that they may not break down under the weight of fruit; melons, tomatoes, and squashes of gigantic size lie almost unheeded on the ground; fat cattle, gorged almost to repletion, shade themselves under the oaks; superb "red" horses shine, not with grooming, but with condition; and thriving farms everywhere show on what a solid basis the prosperity of the "Golden State" is founded. Very uninviting, however rich, was the blazing Sacramento Valley, and very repulsive the city of Sacramento, which, at a distance of 125 miles from the Pacific, has an elevation of only thirty feet. The mercury stood at 103 degrees in the shade, and the fine white dust was stifling.

In the late afternoon we began the ascent of the Sierras, whose sawlike points had been in sight for many miles. The dusty fertility was all left behind, the country became rocky and gravelly, and deeply scored by streams bearing the muddy wash of the mountain gold mines down to the muddier Sacramento. There were long broken ridges and deep ravines, the ridges becoming longer, the ravines deeper, the pines thicker and larger, as we ascended into a cool atmosphere of exquisite purity, and before 6 P.m. the last traces of cultivation and the last hardwood trees were left behind.1

I. L. B.


(Author's note to the third edition, January 16, 1880.)




At Colfax, a station at a height of 2,400 feet, I got out and walked the length of the train. First came two great gaudy engines, the Grizzly Bear and the White Fox, with their respective tenders loaded with logs of wood, the engines with great, solitary, reflecting lamps in front above the cow guards, a quantity of polished brass-work, comfortable glass houses, and well-stuffed seats for the engine-drivers. The engines and tenders were succeeded by a baggage car, the latter loaded with bullion and valuable parcels, and in charge of two "express agents." Each of these cars is forty-five feet long. Then came two cars loaded with peaches and grapes; then two "silver palace" cars, each sixty feet long; then a smoking car, at that time occupied mainly by Chinamen; and then five ordinary passenger cars, with platforms like all the others, making altogether a train about 700 feet in length.

The platforms of the four front cars were clustered over with Digger Indians, with their squaws, children, and gear. They are perfect savages, without any aptitude for even aboriginal civilization, and are altogether the most degraded of the ill-fated tribes which are dying out before the white races. They were all very diminutive, five feet one inch being, I should think, about the average height, with flat noses, wide mouths, and black hair, cut straight above the eyes and hanging lank and long at the back and sides. The squaws wore their hair thickly plastered with pitch, and a broad band of the same across their noses and cheeks. They carried their infants on their backs, strapped to boards. The clothing of both sexes was a ragged, dirty combination of coarse woolen cloth and hide, the moccasins being unornamented. They were all hideous and filthy, and swarming with vermin. The men carried short bows and arrows, one of them, who appeared to be the chief, having a lynx's skin for a quiver. A few had fishing tackle, but the bystanders said that they lived almost entirely upon grasshoppers. They were a most impressive incongruity in the midst of the tokens of an omnipotent civilization.

The light of the sinking sun from that time glorified the Sierras, and as the dew fell, aromatic odors made the still air sweet. On a single track, sometimes carried on a narrow ledge excavated from the mountain side by men lowered from the top in baskets, overhanging ravines from 2,000 to 3,000 feet deep, the monster train SNAKED its way upwards, stopping sometimes in front of a few frame houses, at others where nothing was to be seen but a log cabin with a few Chinamen hanging about it, but where trails on the sides of the ravines pointed to a gold country above and below. So sharp and frequent are the curves on some parts of the ascent, that on looking out of the window one could seldom see more than a part of the train at once. At Cape Horn, where the track curves round the ledge of a precipice 2,500 feet in depth, it is correct to be frightened, and a fashion of holding the breath and shutting the eyes prevails, but my fears were reserved for the crossing of a trestle bridge over a very deep chasm, which is itself approached by a sharp curve. This bridge appeared to be overlapped by the cars so as to produce the effect of looking down directly into a wild gulch, with a torrent raging along it at an immense depth below.

Shivering in the keen, frosty air near the summit pass of the Sierras, we entered the "snow-sheds[2]," wooden galleries, which for about fifty miles shut out all the splendid views of the region, as given in dioramas, not even allowing a glimpse of "the Gem of the Sierras," the lovely Donner Lake. One of these sheds is twenty-seven miles long. In a few hours the mercury had fallen from 103 degrees to 29 degrees, and we had ascended 6,987 feet in 105 miles! After passing through the sheds, we had several grand views of a pine forest on fire before reaching Truckee at 11 P.m. having traveled 258 miles. Truckee, the center of the "lumbering region" of the Sierras, is usually spoken of as "a rough mountain town," and Mr. W. had told me that all the roughs of the district congregated there, that there were nightly pistol affrays in bar-rooms, etc., but as he admitted that a lady was sure of respect, and Mr. G. strongly advised me to stay and see the lakes, I got out, much dazed, and very stupid with sleep, envying the people in the sleeping car, who were already unconscious on their luxurious couches. The cars drew up in a street—if street that could be called which was only a wide, cleared space, intersected by rails, with here and there a stump, and great piles of sawn logs bulking big in the moonlight, and a number of irregular clap-board, steep-roofed houses, many of them with open fronts, glaring with light and crowded with men. We had pulled up at the door of a rough Western hotel, with a partially open front, being a bar-room crowded with men drinking and smoking, and the space between it and the cars was a moving mass of loafers and passengers. On the tracks, engines, tolling heavy bells, were mightily moving, the glare from their cyclopean eyes dulling the light of a forest which was burning fitfully on a mountain side; and on open spaces great fires of pine logs were burning cheerily, with groups of men round them. A band was playing noisily, and the unholy sound of tom-toms was not far off. Mountains—the Sierras of many a fireside dream—seemed to wall in the town, and great pines stood out, sharp and clear cut, against a sky in which a moon and stars were shining frostily.

It was a sharp frost at that great height, and when an "irrepressible nigger," who seemed to represent the hotel establishment, deposited me and my carpetbag in a room which answered for "the parlor," I was glad to find some remains of pine knots still alight in the stove. A man came in and said that when the cars were gone he would try to get me a room, but they were so full that it would be a very poor one. The crowd was solely masculine. It was then 11:30 P.m., and I had not had a meal since 6 A.m.; but when I asked hopefully for a hot supper, with tea, I was told that no supper could be got at that hour; but in half an hour the same man returned with a small cup of cold, weak tea, and a small slice of bread, which looked as if it had been much handled.

I asked the Negro factotum about the hire of horses, and presently a man came in from the bar who, he said, could supply my needs. This man, the very type of a Western pioneer, bowed, threw himself into a rocking-chair, drew a spittoon beside him, cut a fresh quid of tobacco, began to chew energetically, and put his feet, cased in miry high boots, into which his trousers were tucked, on the top of the stove. He said he had horses which would both "lope" and trot, that some ladies preferred the Mexican saddle, that I could ride alone in perfect safety; and after a route had been devised, I hired a horse for two days. This man wore a pioneer's badge as one of the earliest settlers of California, but he had moved on as one place after another had become too civilized for him, "but nothing," he added, "was likely to change much in Truckee." I was afterwards told that the usual regular hours of sleep are not observed there. The accommodation is too limited for the population of 2,000,2 which is masculine mainly, and is liable to frequent temporary additions, and beds are occupied continuously, though by different occupants, throughout the greater part of the twenty-four hours. Consequently I found the bed and room allotted to me quite tumbled looking. Men's coats and sticks were hanging up, miry boots were littered about, and a rifle was in one corner. There was no window to the outer air, but I slept soundly, being only once awoke by an increase of the same din in which I had fallen asleep, varied by three pistol shots fired in rapid succession.

This morning Truckee wore a totally different aspect. The crowds of the night before had disappeared. There were heaps of ashes where the fires had been. A sleepy German waiter seemed the only person about the premises, the open drinking saloons were nearly empty, and only a few sleepy-looking loafers hung about in what is called the street. It might have been Sunday; but they say that it brings a great accession of throng and jollity. Public worship has died out at present; work is discontinued on Sunday, but the day is given up to pleasure. Putting a minimum of indispensables into a bag, and slipping on my Hawaiian riding dress3 over a silk skirt, and a dust cloak over all, I stealthily crossed the plaza to the livery stable, the largest building in Truckee, where twelve fine horses were stabled in stalls on each side of a broad drive. My friend of the evening before showed me his "rig," three velvet-covered side-saddles almost without horns. Some ladies, he said, used the horn of the Mexican saddle, but none "in the part" rode cavalier fashion. I felt abashed. I could not ride any distance in the conventional mode, and was just going to give up this splendid "ravage," when the man said, "Ride your own fashion; here, at Truckee, if anywhere in the world, people can do as they like." Blissful Truckee! In no time a large grey horse was "rigged out" in a handsome silver-bossed Mexican saddle, with ornamental leather tassels hanging from the stirrup guards, and a housing of black bear's-skin. I strapped my silk skirt on the saddle, deposited my cloak in the corn-bin, and was safely on the horse's back before his owner had time to devise any way of mounting me. Neither he nor any of the loafers who had assembled showed the slightest sign of astonishment, but all were as respectful as possible.
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