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Harriet Beecher Stowe's book 'Sunny Memories of Foreign Lands' provides readers with a firsthand account of her travels through Europe. Written in a descriptive and insightful style, Stowe takes readers on a journey through the landscapes, cultures, and people she encounters, offering a unique perspective on the various countries she visits. The book not only serves as a travelogue but also reflects Stowe's keen observations and reflections on the social and political climate of the time. With vivid imagery and engaging narrative, Stowe captures the essence of each destination she explores, making the reader feel as though they are right there beside her. 'Sunny Memories of Foreign Lands' is a valuable literary work that offers both entertainment and intellectual stimulation for readers interested in travel literature and 19th-century social commentary. Harriet Beecher Stowe's own experiences as an abolitionist and social reformer likely influenced her desire to explore and document the world around her, making this book a fascinating insight into the mind of one of America's most influential writers.
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Lady Florence Dixie's 'Across Patagonia: Travel Memoir' is a captivating account of her journey through the wild and untamed lands of Patagonia. Written in a vivid and descriptive style, the book offers readers a glimpse into the mysterious and enchanting world of this remote region. With a keen eye for detail, Dixie paints a vivid picture of the landscapes, cultures, and people she encounters on her expedition, providing readers with a unique and immersive reading experience. The book is not just a travelogue, but also a valuable historical document, shedding light on the colonial era and the challenges faced by explorers in the 19th century. Lady Florence Dixie's personal insights and observations add depth and richness to the narrative, making 'Across Patagonia' a compelling and enlightening read for anyone interested in travel literature or South American history. With its engaging storytelling and historical significance, this book is a must-read for those seeking adventure and exploration through the eyes of a courageous and pioneering female author. 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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In 'The Narrative of Twenty Years' Residence in South America' by William Bennet Stevenson, the reader is taken on a captivating journey through the author's personal experiences living in South America for two decades. Stevenson's vivid descriptions and keen observations provide a detailed account of the cultural, social, and political landscapes of the region during the time period. The book is written in a descriptive and engaging literary style, painting a rich portrait of South American life in the 19th century. It is a valuable primary source for understanding the history and dynamics of the continent. Stevenson's firsthand experiences offer a unique perspective on the region, making the narrative both informative and entertaining. The book is a must-read for those interested in South American history, culture, and travel literature, as it offers a fascinating glimpse into a bygone era and a different way of life.
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In 'The History of Western Travel' by Harriet Martineau, the reader is taken on a comprehensive journey through the evolution of travel in the Western world. Martineau expertly combines historical research with vivid storytelling to create a compelling narrative that sheds light on the societal, cultural, and technological factors that have influenced the way we travel today. With a keen eye for detail and a passion for the subject matter, Martineau presents a scholarly work that appeals to both academics and general readers alike. Her writing style is clear, engaging, and informative, making the book accessible to a wide audience. Set against the backdrop of the 19th century, Martineau's book provides valuable insights into the development of travel practices and norms in Western society. Harriet Martineau, a pioneering sociologist and political economist, brings her expertise in social issues to 'The History of Western Travel'. Her unique perspective allows readers to explore the connections between travel and broader societal trends, making this book a must-read for anyone interested in the intersection of culture, technology, and history. I highly recommend 'The History of Western Travel' to those seeking a well-researched and engaging exploration of the evolution of travel in the Western world.

Start Reading Now! (Ad)




[image: The cover of the recommended book]


A Voyage to Terra Australis: 1801-1810



Flinders, Matthew

4066338114600

753

Start Reading Now! (Ad)

Matthew Flinders' 'A Voyage to Terra Australis: 1801-1810' is a classic work of exploration literature that chronicles Flinders' circumnavigation of Australia and his meticulous mapping of the continent's coastlines. Written in a straightforward and meticulous style, the book provides detailed accounts of the landscapes, peoples, and wildlife encountered during Flinders' voyage. It also delves into the scientific observations made by Flinders and his crew, showcasing his keen curiosity and commitment to expanding human knowledge of the natural world. The book is a valuable resource for historians, geographers, and anyone interested in the early exploration of Australia. Flinders' clear and engaging prose makes the text accessible to a wide audience, while his dedication to accuracy and detail ensures its enduring relevance in the field of exploration literature. Matthew Flinders was a British navigator and cartographer who played a key role in the mapping of Australia's coastline. His passion for exploration and dedication to scientific inquiry are evident throughout 'A Voyage to Terra Australis,' making it a must-read for anyone fascinated by the history of exploration and discovery.
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    A poised traveler rides into raw mountains to test the limits of body, class, and convention. Isabella Bird’s A Lady’s Life in the Rocky Mountains is a work of nineteenth-century travel writing composed as letters from the field, drawn from her 1873 journey through the Colorado Territory and first published in 1879. The setting spans high valleys, frontier settlements, and storm-swept passes of the Rocky Mountains. With the perspective of a British visitor and the discipline of a practiced observer, Bird records the strangeness and allure of a vast interior landscape. The result is a narrative that balances curiosity with caution, and intimate self-scrutiny with outward-looking description.

Framed as correspondence, the book offers a near-daily texture of movement: the purchase of a mount, the negotiation of weather, the rhythms of camp and town, the practicalities of food and shelter. The voice is lucid and alert, occasionally amused, and often rapt before the magnitude of rock, sky, and distance. Because the dispatches originate in specific moments, they preserve a vivid sense of sequence without relying on conventional plot. Readers encounter varied people and places as Bird encountered them, in episodes that are brisk, candid, and cumulative, yielding a travel narrative that feels at once intimate, immediate, and carefully observed.

At its heart lies a sustained negotiation between Victorian decorum and the improvisations demanded by rugged terrain. Bird writes as an outsider who learns, mile by mile, how to read trails, measure risk, and coexist with a social world shaped by mining, ranching, and seasonal labor. The letters chart long rides and brief sojourns in cabins and settlements, but they are equally concerned with inner weather: fatigue and exhilaration, solitude and fellowship, fear and resolve. Without foreshadowing outcomes, the narrative keeps attention fixed on process—how a traveler adapts to altitude, scarcity, and uncertainty, and how such adaptation alters perception and judgment.

Another central thread is the act of looking: a nineteenth-century British traveler observes the American West and, in turn, reveals the assumptions she carries. Bird notes manners, dwellings, animals, and institutions with an eye trained by distance and by the print culture that would receive her letters. Contemporary readers can appreciate the clarity and stamina of her attention while also recognizing the limits of her vantage. The book invites a historically informed reading that weighs sharp description against the hierarchies and blind spots of its era, turning the text into both a compelling journey and a document of perspective.

Written by a woman navigating spaces commonly coded as masculine, the book probes the relation between gender and mobility without theorizing it explicitly. Practical choices about clothing, equipment, routes, and companions become quiet tests of capability and respectability. Bird neither courts scandal nor retreats from exertion; instead she allows competence to accumulate through daily tasks and careful notation. For readers today, this pattern offers a nuanced case study of how social boundaries are felt, bent, and sometimes reinforced. It models a way of writing that neither apologizes for ambition nor sensationalizes hardship, trusting observation to carry the argument.

The landscape itself is a major character, and Bird’s pages convey altitude and weather with a precision that still feels fresh. Reports of cold, wind, thin air, and sudden changes sketch an ecology of limits that shapes every human undertaking described. Her attention to animals, trails, and seasonal cycles situates travel within larger systems rather than above them. In an era preoccupied with environmental fragility, such writing matters: it records a historical moment in the Rockies while demonstrating how close noticing can expand ethical imagination, reminding readers that description is not decorative but constitutive of understanding and care.

A Lady’s Life in the Rocky Mountains endures because it offers more than scenery; it stages a conversation between curiosity and caution, self-fashioning and self-forgetting, that remains legible and instructive. As a record of movement through the Colorado Rockies in the early 1870s and as a carefully shaped sequence of letters published later in the century, it bridges immediacy and retrospection. Contemporary readers will find adventure without melodrama, critique without polemic, and a disciplined prose that rewards attention. Read with historical tact and a willingness to pause over detail, the book yields both narrative pleasure and interpretive depth.
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    A Lady's Life in the Rocky Mountains is Isabella L. Bird’s Victorian travel narrative, first published in 1879, drawn from letters she wrote to her sister during the autumn and early winter of 1873 in the Colorado Territory. Bird, an experienced British traveler, frames the work as a series of dated dispatches that combine topographic description with keen social observation. The book opens with her arrival on the American plains and her movement toward the Front Range, establishing a rhythm of long rides, spartan lodgings, and quick, perceptive sketches of people and places. Its epistolary form sustains immediacy while charting a steadily widening geographic and human horizon.

Bird’s early letters trace her progress from railheads and fledgling towns to the foothills, where altitude, temperature swings, and vast distances shape every decision. She learns the practicalities of frontier travel, riding for hours on narrow trails, crossing swollen streams, and negotiating shelter in cabins and waystations. The landscape commands attention: short-grass plains yielding to pine-clad slopes, sudden snow squalls that clear to crystalline views, and wildlife glimpsed at dawn. Alongside exact notes on weather and terrain, she records the manners and speech of drivers, ranchers, and itinerants, establishing the work’s balance between precise observation of nature and a portrait of daily life.

In the high basin of Estes Park, Bird finds both a refuge and a vantage from which to study mountain society. She stays with settlers who combine ranching, guiding, and innkeeping, and she helps with chores while taking solitary rides to lakes and meadows. Her letters detail the logistics of provisioning, the rhythms of cattle and horses, and the communal reciprocity that sustains scattered homesteads. The park’s encircling peaks create a sense of enclosure and possibility, and Bird uses this setting to refine her themes: the testing of endurance, the appeal of solitude, and the practical cooperation that tempers frontier individualism.

A pivotal thread concerns her acquaintance with a one-eyed mountaineer of striking intelligence and notoriety, whose companionship illuminates the contradictions of the region: violence and courtesy, lawlessness and chivalry. With his guidance and that of other locals, Bird undertakes the ascent of Longs Peak, describing the route’s forests, boulder fields, and airy ledges with controlled restraint. The climb functions as both a literal and figurative summit within the letters, demonstrating how skill, trust, and judgment can overcome exposure and fear. Bird’s tone remains observational rather than confessional, allowing readers to register risk, exhilaration, and character without melodrama or embellishment.

Beyond the park, Bird visits scattered ranches and mining settlements, observing how boom-and-bust economics dictate architecture, diet, and conversation. She notes camp improvisation and the discipline imposed by weather, distance, and scarcity, as well as the persistence of hospitality in a place without surplus. Her letters weigh the allure of quick fortunes against the costs of hard labor and precarious law. Although attentive to the vitality of the West, she also registers environmental wear and the uneasy coexistence of claims and counterclaims to land. Throughout, the narrative juxtaposes self-reliance with interdependence, testing popular myths against the texture of everyday practice.

As winter presses in, Bird recounts storms that remake the trails overnight, nights of piercing cold, and the quiet that follows fresh snow. The increased risk heightens her attention to horses, firewood, and food, and prompts measured reflections on courage and prudence. Writing to her sister shapes the tone: candid yet controlled, alert to moments when conventional propriety yields to the demands of practicality. She weighs the freedoms of movement and solitude against exposure and fatigue, tracing how competence grows from repetition rather than bravado. The letters preserve contingency; plans bend to weather, health, and news carried between cabins at odd intervals.

In closing, A Lady’s Life in the Rocky Mountains stands as a precise, unsentimental portrait of the Colorado high country in the years before statehood, composed by a traveler attentive to both grandeur and routine. Without forcing conclusions, the letters assemble a cumulative argument about adaptation: individuals, communities, and animals adjust to altitude, scarcity, and chance. Bird’s account endures for its fusion of natural history, social reportage, and the perspective of a woman moving freely through spaces often imagined as exclusively male. Its measured curiosity and clear-eyed detail keep the narrative fresh, inviting readers to reconsider independence, risk, and belonging.
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    Isabella Lucy Bird, a British travel writer (1831–1904), composed the letters that became A Lady’s Life in the Rocky Mountains during her 1873 journey through the Colorado Territory. Published in London by John Murray in 1879, the book presents an epistolary record of travel at a moment when the American West was undergoing rapid transformation. Bird’s route followed established transport corridors into the Rocky Mountains’ Front Range, where small ranches, mining towns, and scattered settlements bordered vast public lands. Her observations arise from direct encounters with territorial institutions, nascent communities, and rugged environments that, in the early 1870s, still lay beyond consolidated state authority.

Colorado had been organized as a U.S. territory in 1861 and would not achieve statehood until 1876. In 1873 it was administered by federally appointed governors and territorial courts, with U.S. marshals and county sheriffs enforcing law across vast distances. Army posts, some recently vacated, had policed trails and protected telegraph lines. Denver, founded amid the 1858–59 gold rush, served as an emerging regional hub for supplies and news. Smaller settlements along the Front Range, including those near what is now Estes Park, balanced subsistence ranching with services for prospectors and travelers. Bird’s letters situate her experiences within this transitional institutional framework.

Her travel was made possible by the post–Civil War transportation revolution. The first transcontinental railroad was completed in 1869, and by 1870 the Denver Pacific and Kansas Pacific lines linked Denver to Cheyenne, Kansas City, and the national rail network. The Denver & Rio Grande, founded in 1870, began pushing narrow-gauge track toward mountain gateways, while stage and express companies bridged gaps to remote valleys. Telegraph lines carried news rapidly; the U.S. postal system connected even small settlements, enabling Bird’s letters to reach Britain. This infrastructure allowed a solitary traveler to move between urban depots and high-country trails with relative speed and safety.

Colorado’s economy in the early 1870s rested on diversified frontier enterprises built after the 1858–61 Pike’s Peak gold rush. Hard‑rock mining continued around places like Central City, Black Hawk, Georgetown, and Idaho Springs, while ranching and stock grazing expanded across the foothills and high parks. The Homestead Act of 1862 encouraged small farms; the Timber Culture Act of 1873 promoted tree planting on claims, reflecting semiarid conditions. Silver discoveries preceded the larger Leadville boom of 1879, but capital and labor already flowed through mountain districts. Bird’s descriptions emerge from this mixed economy of claim-staking, freighting, and seasonal ranch work in thinly capitalized communities.

The landscapes Bird traversed had long been homelands of Indigenous peoples, including the Arapaho and Cheyenne along the Front Range and the Ute in the mountains and western Colorado. The 1864 Sand Creek Massacre and subsequent treaties led to the removal of most Cheyenne and Arapaho from Colorado, while Ute bands remained on reservations in the west until further dispossession after 1879. In 1873, federal forts, agency systems, and treaty boundaries still shaped movement and settlement. Although Bird’s route kept her mainly in Euro‑American communities, the book unfolds against an ongoing process of displacement that had recently transformed access to grazing, hunting, and travel corridors.

Social order in the territory mixed formal and informal mechanisms. Newspapers such as the Rocky Mountain News (founded 1859) reported court proceedings alongside vigilantism and local arbitration. Churches, schools, and voluntary associations signaled aspirations to permanence, even as boom‑and‑bust cycles unsettled livelihoods. The national Panic of 1873 curtailed credit and slowed railroad expansion, consequences visible in delayed projects and cash shortages on the frontier. Law enforcement stretched thin over mountain distances; homestead boundaries and grazing rights often depended on personal reputation and neighborly compacts. Bird’s encounters with ranchers, miners, and officials reflect this interweaving of civility, improvisation, and economic uncertainty.

Bird wrote as a Victorian woman traveling independently at a time when British gender norms emphasized domesticity. Yet a growing readership welcomed women’s travel narratives, and publishers like John Murray cultivated the genre. Physicians commonly prescribed travel and outdoor living to convalescents; Bird herself had long pursued journeys for health. Scientific and exploratory culture also shaped expectations: the Alpine Club (1857) promoted mountaineering, and U.S. government surveys by Hayden, King, and Powell publicized western geography. Although the Royal Geographical Society did not admit women until 1892—when Bird became its first female Fellow—her Colorado letters already demonstrate authoritative observation within a conventionally masculine field.

Published soon after the 1872 creation of Yellowstone National Park, the book participates in contemporary discourse about American wilderness, scenic grandeur, and scientific curiosity. Its letters balance romantic description with practical details of travel, work, and survival, offering British readers an accessible portrait of a territory poised for statehood. By documenting how railroads, capital, and law reached only so far into the Rockies, the narrative implicitly measures the limits of modernization. At the same time, a woman’s competent mobility across difficult terrain challenges prevailing assumptions about gendered space. In these ways, Bird’s account reflects and quietly critiques the priorities of her age.
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  To My Sister,

  to whom
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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.

I. L. B.


(Author's note to the second edition, November 27, 1879.)




Once on horseback my embarrassment disappeared, and I rode through Truckee, whose irregular, steep-roofed houses and shanties, set down in a clearing and surrounded closely by mountain and forest, looked like a temporary encampment; passed under the Pacific Railroad; and then for twelve miles followed the windings of the Truckee River, a clear, rushing, mountain stream, in which immense pine logs had gone aground not to be floated off till the next freshet, a loud-tongued, rollicking stream of ice-cold water, on whose banks no ferns or trailers hang, and which leaves no greenness along its turbulent progress.
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