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A PERIL OF THE PLAINS.

THE FIRST

EMIGRANT TRAIN

TO CALIFORNIA.

BY JOHN BIDWELL (PIONEER OF '4I).

N the spring of 1839,
— living at the time
in the western part
of Ohio,—being then
in my twentieth year,
I conceived a desire
to see the great
prairies of the West,

especially those most frequently spoken of, in

IMlinois, Iowa, and Missouri, Emigration from

the Eastwas tending westward, and settlers had

already begun to invade those rich fields.
Starting on foot to Cincinnati, ninety miles
distant, I fortunately got a chance to ride most
of the way on a wagon loaded with farm pro-
duce. My outfit consisted of about $7s, the
clothes I wore, and a few others in a knapsack
which I carried in the usual way strapped
upon my shoulders, for in those days travelers

did not have valises or trunks. Though trav-

eling was considered dangerous, I had no

weapon more formidable than a pocket-knife.

From Cincinnati I went down the Ohio River

by steamboat to the Mississippi, up the Mis-

sissippi to St. Louis, and thence to Burlington,
106

in what was then the Territory of Iowa. Those
were bustling days on the western rivers, which
were then the chief highways of travel. The
scenes at the wood landings I recall as particu-
Iarly lively and picturesque. Many passengers
would save a little by helping to “wood the
boat,” 7. ., by carrying wood down the bank
and throwing it on the boat, a special ticket
being issued on that condition. It was very
interesting to see the long lines of passengers
coming up the gang-plank, each with two or
three sticks of wood on his shoulders. Ananec-
dote is told of an Irishman who boarded a
western steamer and wanted to know the fare
to St. Louis, and, being told, asked, “ What do
you charge for 150 pounds of freight ? ” Upon
learning the price, a small amount, he an-
nounced that he would go as freight. «All
right,” said the captain; “put him down in
the hold and lay some flour barrels on him
to keep him down.”

In 1839 Burlington had perhaps not over
two hundred inhabitants, though it was the
capital of Iowa Territory, After consultation
with the governor, Robert Lucas of Ohio, I
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concluded to go into the interior and select
a tract of land on the Iowa River, In those
days one was permitted to take up 16o acres,
and where practicable it was usual to take part
timber and part prairie. After working awhile
at putting up a log house — until all the peo-
ple in the neighborhood became ill with fever
and ague —1I concluded to move on and strike
out to the south and southwest into Missouri.
I traveled across country, sometimes by the
sun, without road or trail. There were houses
and settlements, but they were scattered ; some-
times one would have to go twenty miles to
find a place to stay at night. The principal
game seen was the prairie hen (Zefraonide
cupido); the prairie wolf (Canis
latrans) also abounded. Continu-
ing southwest and passing through
Huntsville I struck the Missouri
River near Keytesville in Chariton
County. Thence I continued up the
north side of the river till the west-
ernmost settlement in Missouri was
reached ; this wasin Platte County.
The Platte Purchase,asit wascalled,
had been recently bought from the
Indians, and was newly but thickly
settled, on account of its proximity
to navigation, its fine timber, good
water, and unsurpassed fertility.
On the route I traveled I cannot
recall seeing an emigrant wagon in
Missouri. The western movement,
which subsequently filled Missouri
and other Western States and over-
flowed into the adjoining Territo-
ries, had then hardly begun, ex-
cept as to Platte County. The
contest in Congress over the Platte
Purchase, which by increasing the
area of Missouri gave more terri-
tory to slavery, called wide attention
to that charming region. The anti-
slavery sentiment even at that date
ran quite high. This was, I believe,
the first addition to slave territory
after the Missouri Compromise. But
slavery won. The rush that fol-
lowed in the space of one or two
years filled the most desirable part
of the purchase to overflowing. The
imagination could not conceive a
finer country —lovely, rolling, fertile, won-
derfully productive, beautifully arranged for
settlement, part prairie and part timber. The
land was unsurveyed. Every settler had aimed
to locate a half-mile from his neighbor, and
there was as yet no- conflict. Peace and con-
tentmentreigned. Nearly every place seemedto
havea beautiful spring of clear cold water. The
hills and prairies and the level places were alike
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covered with a black and fertile soil. I cannotre-
call seeing an acre of poorland in Platte County.
Of course there was intense longing on the part
of the people of Missouritohave the Indiansre-
moved, and a corresponding desire, as soon as
the purchase was consummated, to get posses-
sion of the beautiful land. It was in some sense
perhaps a kind of Oklahoma movement. An-
other feature was the abundance of wild honey-
bees. Everytree that had a hollow in it seemed
tobeabee-tree, and every hollow was full of rich
golden honey. A singular fact which I learned
from old hunters was that the honey-bee was
never found more than seventy or eighty miles
in advance of the white settlements on the

JOHN BIDWELL.
(FROM A DAGUERREOTYFE TAKEN BY BRADY IN 1850.)

frontier. On this attractive land I set my af-
fections, intending to make it my home.

On my arrival, my money being all spent,
I was obliged to accept the first thing that
offered, and began teaching school in the
country about five miles from the town of
Weston, which was located on the north side
of the Missouri River and about four miles
above Fort Leavenworth in Kansas Territory.



108

THE MISSOURI RIVER AT WESTON, FROM THE KANSAS SIDE.

Possibly some may suppose it did not take
much education to teach a country school at
that period in Missouri, The rapid settlement
of that new region had brought together people
ofall classes and conditions,and had throwninto
juxtaposition almost every phase of intelligence
as well as of illiteracy. But there was no lack
of self-reliance or native shrewdness in any
class, and I must say that I learned to have
a high esteem for the people, among whom I
found warm and lifelong friends.

But even in Missouri there were drawbacks.
Rattlesnakes and copperheads were abundant.
One man, it was said, found a place to suit
him, but on alighting from his horse heard
so many snakes that he concluded to go
farther., At his second attempt, finding more
snakes instead of fewer, he left the country
altogether. I taught school there in all about
a year. My arrival was in June, 1839, and in
the fall of that year the surveyors came on
to lay out the country: the lines ran every
way, sometimes through a man’s house, some-
times through his barn, so that there was much
confusion and trouble about boundaries, etc.
By the favor of certain men, and by paying a
small amount for a little piece of fence here
and a small clearing there, I got a claim, and
purposed to make it my home, and to have
my father remove there from Ohio.

In the following summer, 1840, the weather
was very hot, so that during the vacation I
could do but little work on my place, and
needing some supplies,—books, clothes, etc.,—
I concluded to take a trip to St. Louis, which
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SITE OF THE OLD STOCKADE, FORT LEAVENWORTH.
I did by way of the Missouri River. The dis-
tance was six hundred miles by water; the
down trip occupied two days, and was one of
the most delightful experiences of my life.
But returning, the river being low and full of
snags, and the steamboat heavily laden,— the
boats were generally light going down,— we
were continually getting on sand bars, and
were delayed nearly a month. This trip
proved to be the turning-point in my life, for
while T was gone a man had jumped my land.
Generally in such cases public sentiment was
against the jumper, and it was decidedly so
in my case. But the scoundrel held on. He -
was a bully—had killed a man in Callaway
County—and everybody seemed afraid of
him. Influential friends of mme tried to per-
suade him to let me have eighty acres, half of
the claim. But he was stubborn, and said that
all he wanted was just what the law allowed
him. Unfortunately for me, he had the legal ac-
vantage. I had worked some now and then
on the place, but had not actually lived on it.
The law required a certain residence, and that
the preémptor should be twenty-one years of
age or a man of family. I was neither, and
could do nothing. Nearly all 1 had earned
had been spent upon the land, and when that
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was taken I lost about everything I had. There
being no possibility of getting another claim
to suit me, I resolved to go elsewhere when
spring should open.

In November or December of 1840, while
still teaching school in Platte County, I came
across a Frenchman named Roubideaux, who
said he had been to California. He had been
a trader in New Mexico, and had followed
the road traveled by traders from the frontier

TRAIN 7O CALIFORNIA. 109

we could ask him was answered favorably.
Generally the first question which a Missourian
asked about a country was whether there was
any fever and ague. I remember his answer
distinctly. He said there was but one man in
California that had ever had a chill there, and
it was a matter of so much wonderment to the
people of Monterey that they went eighteen
miles into the country to see him shake, Noth-
ing could have been more satisfactory on the

LOW WATER ON

of Missouri to Santa Fe. He had probably
gone through what is now New Mexico and
Arizona into California by the Gila River trail
used by the Mexicans. His description of Cal-
ifornia was in the superlative degree favorable,
50 much so that T resolved if possible to see
that wonderful land, and with others helped
to get up a meeting at Weston and invited
him to make a statement before it in regard
to the country. At that time when a man
moved out West, as soon as he was fairly settled
he wanted to move again, and naturally every
question imaginable was asked in regard to
this wonderful country. Roubideaux described
it as one of perennial spring and boundless
fertility, and laid stress on the countless thou-
sands of wild horses and cattle. He told about
oranges, and hence must have been at Los
Angeles, or the mission of San Gabriel, a few
miles from it. Every conceivable question that

THE MISSOURIL.

score of health. He said that the Spanish au-
thorities were most friendly, and that the people
were the most hospitable on the globe; that
you could travel all over California and it
would cost you nothing for horses or food.
Even the Indians were friendly. His de-
scription of the country made it seem like
Paradise. ’
The result was that we appointed a corre-
sponding secretary, and a committee to report
a plan of organization. A pledge was drawn
up in which every signer agreed to purchase
a suitable outfit, and to rendezvous at Sapling
Grove in whatis now the State of Kansas, on
the gth of the following May, armed and
equipped to cross the Rocky Mountains to
California. We called ourselves the Western
FEmigration Society, and as soon as the pledge
was drawn up every one who agreed to come
signed his name to it, and it took like wildfire,
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THE FIRST EMIGRANT

In a short time, I think within a month, we
had about five hundred names; we also had
correspondence on the subject with people all
over Missouri, and even as far east as Illinois
and Kentucky, and as far south as Arkansas.
As soon as the movement was announced in
the papers we had many letters of inquiry, and
we expected people in considerable numbers
to join us. About that time we heard of a man
living in Jackson County, Missouri, who had
received a letter from a person in California
named Dr. Marsh, speaking favorably of the
country, and a copy of this letter was published,

Our ignorance of the route was complete.
We knew that California lay west, and that
was the extent of our knowledge. Some of the
maps consulted, supposed of course to be cor-
rect, showed a lake in the vicinity of where
Salt Lake nowis; it was represented as a long
lake, three or four hundred miles in extent,
narrow and with two outlets, both running into
the Pacific Ocean, either apparently larger than
the Mississippi River. Anintelligent man with
whom I boarded— Elam Brown, who till re-
cently lived in California, dying when over
ninety years of age — possessed a map that
showed these rivers to be large, and he advised
me to take tools along to make canoes, so
that if we found the country so rough that
we could not get along with our wagons we
could descend one of those rivers to the Pa-
cific. Even Frémont knew nothing about Salt
Lake until 1843, when for the first time he ex-
plored it and mapped it correctly, his report
being first printed, I think, in 1845,

This being the first movement to cross the
Rocky Mountains to California, it is not sur-
prising that it suffered reverses before we were
fairly started. One of these was the publica-
tion of a letter in a New York newspaper giv-
ing a depressing view of the country for which
we were all so confidently longing. It seems
that in 1837 or 1838 a man by the name of
Farnham, a lawyer, went from New York City
into the Rocky Mountains for his health, He
was an invalid, hopelessly gone with consump-
tion it was thought, and as a last resort he went
into the mountains, traveled with the trap-
pers, lived in the open air as the trappers
lived, eating only meat as they did, and in
two or three years he entirely regained his
health ; but instead of returning east by way
of St. Louis, as he had gone, he went down
the Columbia River and took a wvessel to
Monterey and thence to San Blas, making his
way through Mexico to New York. Upon his
return — in February or March, 1841 —he pub-
lished the letter mentioned. His bad opinion
of California was based wholly on his unfortu-
nate experience in Monterey, which I will
recount, '

TRAIN T0 CALIFORNIA.

In 1840 there lived in California an old
Rocky Mountaineer by the name of Isaac Gra-
ham. He was injudicious in his talk, and by
boasting that the United States or Texas would
some day take California, he excited the hos-
tility and jealousy of the people. In those days
Americans were held in disfavor by the native
Californians on account of the war made by
Americans in Texas to wrest Texas from Mex-
ico. The number of Americans in California
at this time was very small. When I went to
California m 1841 all the foreigners — and all
were foreigners except Indians and Mexicans
—didnot, I think, exceed one hundred ; nor was
the character of all of them the most prepossess-
ing. Some had been trappers in the Rocky
Mountains who had not seen civilization for a
quarterof a century ; others were menwho had
found their way into California, as Roubideaux
had done, by way of Mexico ; others still had
gone down the Columbia River to Oregon and
joined trapping parties in the service of the
Hudson Bay Company going from QOregon to
California—men who would let their beards
grow down to their knees, and wear buckskin
garments made and fringed like those of the
Indians, and who considered it a compliment
to be told “ I took ye for an Injin.”” Another
class of men from the Rocky Mountains were
in the habit of making their way by the Mohave
Desert south of the Sierra Nevada into Cali-
fornia to steal horses, sometimes driving off
four or five hundred at a time, The other
Americans, most numerous perhaps, were sail-
ors who had run away from vessels and re-
mained in the country. With few exceptions
this was the character of the American popu-
lation when I came to California, and they were
not generally a class calculated to gain much
favor with the people, Farnham happened to
come into the bay of Monterey when this fel-
low Graham and his confederates, and all others
whom the Californians suspected, were under
arrest in irons on board a vessel, ready for
transportation to San Blas in Mexico, whither
indeed they were taken, and where some of
them died in irons. I am not sure that at this
time the English had a consul in California ;
but the United States had none, and there was
no one there to take the part of the Americans.
Farnham, being a lawyer, doubtless knew that
the proceeding was illegal. He went ashore
and protested against it, but without effect, as
he was only a private individual. Probably he
was there on a burning hot day, and saw only
the dreary sandhills to the east of the old
town of Monterey. On arriving in New York he
published the letter referred to, describing how
Americans were oppressed by the native Cali-
fornians, and how dangerous it was for Amer-
icans to go there. The merchants of Platte
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‘1 TOOK YE FOR AN INJIN.”

County had all along protested against our go-
ing, and had tried from the beginning to dis-
courage and break up the movement, saying it
was the most unheard-of, foolish, wild-goose
chase thatever enteredinto the brain of man for
five hundred people to pull up stakes, leave that
beautiful country, and go away out to a region
that we knew nothing of. But they made lit-
tle headway until this letter of Farnham’s ap-
peared. They republished it in a paper in
the town of Liberty in Clay County,— there be-
ing no paper published in Platte County,—and
sent it broadcast all over the surrounding re-
gion. Theresult was that as the people began
to think more seriously about the scheme the
membership of the society began dropping off,
and so it happened at last that of all the five
hundred that signed the pledge I was the only
one that gotready ; and even I had hard work

to do so, for I had barely means to buy a
wagon, a gun, and provisions. Indeed, the man
who was going with me, and who was to furnish
the horses, backed out, and there I was with
my wagon!

During the winter, to keep the project alive,
I had made two or three trips into Jackson
County, Missouri, crossing the Missouri River,
always dangerous in winter when ice was run-
ning, by the ferry at Westport Landing, now
Kansas City. Sometimes I had to go ten miles
farther down —sixty miles from Weston—to a
safer ferry at Independence Landing in order
to get into Jackson County, to see men who
were talking of going to California, and to get
information.

At the last moment before the time to start
for the rendezvous at Sapling Grove—it
secemed almost providential — along came a
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man named George Henshaw, an invalid, from
Illinois, I think. He was pretty well dressed,
was riding a fine black horse, and had ten
or fifteen dollars. I persuaded him to let me
take his horse and trade him for a yoke of
steers to pull the wagon and a sorry-look-
ing, one-eyed mule for him to ride. We went
zia Weston to lay in some supplies. One
wagon and four or five persons here joined us.
On leaving Weston, where there had been so
much opposition, we were six or seven in num-
ber, and nearly half the town followed us for
a mile, and some for five or six miles, to bid
us good-by, showing the deep interest felt in
our journey. All expressed good wishes and
desired to hear from us. When we reached
Sapling Grove, the place of rendezvous, in
May, 1841, there was but one wagon ahead
of us. For the next few days one or two
wagons would come each day, and among the
recruits were three families from Arkansas.
We organized by electing as captain of the
company a man named Bartleson from Jack-
son County, Missouri. He was not the best
man for the position, but we were given to
understand that if he was not elected captain
he would not go; and as he had seven or eight
men with.him, and we did not want the party
diminished, he was chosen. Every one fur-
nished his own supplies. The party consisted of
sixty-nine, including men, women, and children.
Qur teams were of oxen, mules, and horses. We
had no cows, as the later emigrants usually
had, and the lack of milk was a great depriva-
tion to the children. It was understood that
every one should have not less than a barrel
of flour with sugar and so forth to suit; but I
laid in one hundred pounds of flour more than

WESTPORT LANDING, KANSAS CITY.
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the usual quantity, besides other things. This
T did because we were told that when we got
into the mountains we probably would get out
of bread and have to liveonmeat alone, which T
thought would kill me even if it did not others.
My gun was an old flint-lock rifle, but a good
one. Old hunters told me to have nothing to
do with cap or percussion locks, that they were
unreliable, and thatif I got my caps or percus-
sion wet I could not shoot, while if I lost my
flint I could pick up another on the plains.
1 doubt whether there was one hundred dollars
in money in the whole party, but all were en-
thusiastic and anxious to go.

In five days after my arrival we were ready
to start, but no one knew where to go, not
eventhe captain. Finally a man came up, one
of the last to arrive, and announced that a
company of Catholic missionaries were on their
way from St. Louis to the Flathead nation
of Indians with an old Rocky Mountaineer
for a guide, and that if we would wait another
day they would be up with us. At first we were
independent, and thought we could not afford
to wait for a slow missionary party. But when
we found that no one knew which way to go,
we sobered down and waited for them to come
up; and it was well we did, for otherwise prob-
ably not one of us would ever have reached
California, because of our inexperience. Af-
terwards when we came in contact with Indi-
ans our people were so easily excited that if
we had not had with us an old mountaineer
the result would certainly have been disastrous.
The name of the guide was Captain Fitz-
patrick ; he had been at the head of trapping
parties in the Rocky Mountains for many
years. He and the missionary party went with

(FROM A PRINT OF THE PERIOD.)
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FATHER DE SMET.

us as far as Soda Springs, now in Idaho Ter-
ritory, whence they turned north to the Flat-
head nation. The party consisted of three Ro-
man Catholic priests— Father De Smet, Father
Pont, Father Mengarini—and ten or eleven
French Canadians, and accompanying them
were an old mountaineernamed John Gray and
ayoung Englishman named Romaine, and also
a man named Baker. They seemed glad to
have us with them, and we certainly were glad
to have their com-
pany. Father De
Smet had been to
the Flathead nation
before. He had
gone out with a
trapping party, and
on his return had
traveled with only
a guide by another
route, farther to the
north apd through
hostile tribes. He
was genial, of fine
presence, and one
of thesaintliest men
I have ever known,
and I cannot won-
der thatthe Indians
were made to be-
lieve him divinely
protected. He was
aman of greatkind-
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ness and great affability under all
circumstances; nothing seemed to
disturb his temper. The Cana-
dians had mules and Red River
carts, instead of wagons and
horses,—two mules to each cart,
five or six of them,— andin case of
steep hills they would hitch three
or four of the animals to one cart,
always working them tandem.
Sometimes a cart would go over,
breaking everything in it to pieces;
and at such times Father De Smet
would be just the same — beam-
ing with good humor.

In general our route lay from
near Westport, where Kansas City
now is, northwesterly over the
prairie, crossing several streams,
till we struck the Platte River.
Then we followed along the south
side of the Platte to and a day’s
journey or so along the South
Fork. Here the features of the
country became more bold and
interesting. Then crossing the
South Fork of the Platte, and fol-
lowing up the north side for a
day or so, we went over to the North Fork and
camped at Ash Hollow; thence up the north
side of that fork, passing those noted land-
marks known as the Court House Rocks, Chim-
ney Rock, Scott’s Bluffs, etc., till we came
to Fort Laramie, a trading post of the Ameri-
can Fur Company, near which was Lupton’s
Fort, belonging, as I understood, to some
rival company. Thence after several days
we came to another noted landmark called

A BIT OF ROUGH ROAD.
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Independence Rock, on a branch of the North
Platte called the Sweetwater, which we followed
up to the head, soon after striking the Little
Sandy, and then the Big Sandy, which emp-
ties into Green River. Next we crossed Green
River to Black Fork, which we followed up till
we came to Ham's Fork, at the head of which
we crossed the divide between Green and
Bear rivers. Then we followed Bear River
down to Soda Springs. The waters of Bear
Lake discharged through that river, which we

CALIFORNIA,
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THE WAY 10 THE PLATTE,

continued to follow down on the west side till
we came to Salt Lake. Then we went around
the north end of the lake and struck out to the
west and southwest,

For a time, until we reached the Platte
River, one day was much like another. We set
forth every morning and camped every night,
detailing men to stand guard. Captain Fitz-
patrick and the missionary party would gen-
erally take the lead and we would follow. Fitz-
patrick knew all about the Indian tribes, and
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when there was any danger we kept in a
- more compact body, to protect one another, At
other times we would be scattered along, some-
timesforhalf a mile or more, We were generally
together, because there was often work to be
done to avoid delay. We had to make the
road, frequently digging down steep banks,
filling gulches, removing stones, etc. In such
cases everybody would take a spade or do
something to help make the road passable.
When we camped at night we usually drew
the wagons and carts together in a hollow
square and picketed our animals inside in the
corral. ‘The wagons were common ones and
of no special pattern, and some of them were

THE FIRST EMIGRANT
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effect, to control and pacify them. Every man
started his team into a run, till the oxen,
like the mules and horses, were in a full gal-
lop. Captain Fitzpatrick went ahead and di-
rected them to follow, and as fast as they came
to the bank of the river he put the wagons in
the form of a hollow square and had all the
animals securely picketed within. After a while
the Indians came in sight. There were only
forty of them, but they were well mounted on
horses, and were evidently a war party, for
they had no women except one, a medicine
woman. They came up and camped within a
hundred yards of us on the river below. Fitz-
patrick told us that they would not have come

A POWWOW WITH CHEYENNES.

covered. The tongue of one would be fast-
ened to the back of another. To lessen the
danger from Indians, we usually had no fires
at night and did our cocking in the day-
time.

The first incident was a scare that we had
from a party of Cheyenne Indians just before
we reached the Platte River, about two weeks
after we set out. One of our men who chanced
to be out hunting, some distance from the com-
pany and behind us, suddenly appeared with-
out mule, gun, or pistol, and lacking most
of his clothes, and in great excitement reported
that he had been surrounded by thousands of
Indians. The company, too, became excited,
and Captain Fitzpatrick tried, but with little

in that way if they were hostile. Our hunter in
his excitement said that there were thousands
of them, and that they had robbed him of his
gun, mule, and pistol. When the Indians had
put up their lodges Fitzpatrick and John
Gray, the old hunter mentioned, went out to
them and by signs were made to understand
that the Indians did not intend to hurt the
man or to take his mule or gun, but that he
was so excited when he saw them that they
had to disarm him to keep him from shooting
them ; they did not know what had become
of his pistol or of his clothes, which he said
they had torn ofi. They surrendered the mule
and the gun, thus showing that they were
friendly. They proved to be Cheyenne Indians.
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SPLITTING THE HERD.

Ever afterwards that man went by the name
of Cheyenne Dawson.

As soon as we struck the buffalo country we
found a new source of interest. Before reach-
ing the Platte we had seen an abundance of
antelope and elk, prairie wolves and villages
of prairie dogs, but only an occasional buffalo.
We now began to kill buffaloes for food, and at
the suggestion of John Gray, and following the
practice of Rocky Mountain white hunters, our
people began tokill them just to get the tongues
and the marrow bones, leaving all the rest of the
meat on the plains for the wolves to eat. But
the Cheyennes, who traveled ahead of us for
two or three days, set us a better example. At
their camps we noticed that when they killed
buffaloes they took all the meat, everything but
the bones. Indians were never wasteful of the

buffalo except in winter for the sake of the
robes, and then only in order to get the whisky
which traders offered themin exchange. There
is no better beef in the world than that of
the buffalo; it is also very good jerked, . e.,
cut into strings and thoroughly dried. It was
an easy matter to kill buffaloes after we got to
where they were numerous, by keeping out of
sight and to the leeward of them, I think I
can truly say that I saw in that region in one
day more buffaloes than I have seen of cattle in
all my life. I have seen the plain black with
them for several days’ journey as far as the eye
could reach. They seemed to be coming north-
ward continually from the distant plains to the
Platte to get water, and would plunge in and
swim across by thousands — so numerous were
they that they.changed not only the color of the
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water, but its taste, until it was unfit to drink;
bLut we had to use it. One night when we
were encamped on the South Fork of the
Platte they came in such droves that we had
to sit up and fire guns and make what fires we
could to keep them from running over us and
trampling us into the dust. We were obliged
to go out some distance from camp to turn
them: Captain Fitzpatrick told us that if we
did not do this the buffaloes in front could not
turn aside for the pressure of those behind.
We could hear them thundering all night
long; the ground fairly trembled with vast
approaching bands; and if they had not been
diverted, wagons, animals, and emigrants would
have been trodden under their feet. One can-
not nowadays describe the rush and wildness
of the thing. A strange feature was that when
old oxen, tired and foot-sore, got among a
buffalo herd, as they sometimes would in the
night, they would soon become as wild as the
wildest buffalo ; and if ever recovered it was
because they could not run so fast as the buf-
faloes or one’s horse. The ground over which
the herds trampled was left rather barren, but
buffalo-grass being short and curling, in travel-
ing over it they did not cut it up as much as
they would other kinds.

On the Platte River, on the afternoon of one
of the hottest days we experienced on the

plains, we had a taste of a cyclone : first came a
terrific shower, followed by a fall of hail to the
depth of four inches, some of the stones being
as large as turkeys’ eggs; and the next day a
waterspout—an angry, huge, whirling cloud
column, which seemed to draw its water from
the Platte River—passed within a quarter
of a mile behind us. We stopped and braced
ourselves against our wagons to keep them
from being overturned. Had it struck us it
doubtless would have demolished us.
Above the junction of the forks of the Platte
we continued to pass notable natural forma-
tions — first O’Fallon’s Bluffs, then Court
House Rocks, a group of fantastic shapes to
which some of our party started to go. Afterthey
had gone what seemed fifteen or twenty miles
the huge pile looked just as far off as when they
started, and so they turned and came back —
so deceptive are distances in the clear atmos-
phere of the Rocky Mountains. A noted land-
mark on the North Fork, which we sighted fifty
miles away, was Chimney Rock. It was then
nearly square, and I think it must have been
fifty feet higher than now, though after we
passed it a portion of it fell off. Scott’s Bluffs
are known to emigrants for their picturesque-
ness, These formations, like those first men-
tioned, are composed of indurated yellow clay
or soft sand rock; they are washed and broken

O’FALLON'S BLUFFS FROM NEAR THE JUNCTION OF THE FORKS OF THE PLATTE.
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into all sorts of fantastic forms by the rains and
storms of ages, and have the appearance of an
immense city of towers and castles, They are
quite difficult to explore, as I learned by ex-
perience inan effort to pursue and killmountain
sheep or bighorn. These were seen in great
numbers, but we failed to kill any, as they in-

TRAIN TO CALIFORNIA. 119

Mountains to whom they might sell it. This
was a surprise to many of us, as there had been
no drinking on the way. John Gray was sent
ahead to see if he could find a trapping party,
and he was instructed, if successful, to have
them come to a certain place on Green River.
He struck a trail, and overtook a party on

FORT LARAMIE IN 1849.

habit places almost inaccessible and are ex-
ceedingly wild.

As we ascended the Platte buffaloes became
scarcer, and on the Sweetwater none were to
be seen. Now appeared in the distance to the
north of west, gleaming under its mantle of
perpetual snow, that lofty range known as the
Wind River Mountains, It was the first time
I had seen snow in summer; some of the
peaks were very precipitous, and the view
was altogether most impressive. Guided
by Fitzpatrick, we crossed the Rockies -at
or near the South Pass, where the mountains
were apparently low. Some years before a
man named William Subletts, an Indian fur
trader, went to the Rocky Mountains with
goods in wagons, and those were the only
wagons that had ever been there before us;
sometimes we came across the tracks, but
generally they were obliterated, and thus were
of no setvice. Approaching Green River
in the Rocky Mountains, it was found that
some of the wagons, including Captain Bar-
tleson’s, had alcohol on board, and that the
owners wanted to find trappers in the Rocky

their way to the buffalo region to lay in pro-
visions, 7. e., buffalo meat, and they returned,
and came and camped on Green River very
soon after our arrival, buying the greater part,
if not all, of the alcohol, it first having been
diluted so asto make what they called whisky —
three or four gallons of water to a gallon of alco-
hol. Years afterwards we heard of the fate of
that party : they were attacked by Indians the
very first night after they left us and several of
them killed, including the captain of the trap-
ping party, whose name was Frapp. The
whisky was probably the cause.

Several years ago when I was going down
Weber Cafion, approaching Salt Lake, swiftly
borne along on an observation car amid cliffs
and over rushing streams, something said that
night at the camp-fire on Green River was
forcibly recalled to mind. We had in our
party an illiterate fellow named Bill Overton,
who in the evening at one of the camp-fires
loudly declared that nothing in his life had
ever surprised him. Of course that raised a
dispute. “ Never surprised in your life?”
“ No, I never was surprised.” And, moreover,
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he swore that nothing ever cow/d surprise him.
“1 should not be surprised,” said he, “if I
were to see a steamboat come plowing over
these mountains this minute.” Inrattling down
the canon of Weber River it occurred to me
that the reality was almost equal to Bill Over-
ton’s extravaganza, and I could but wonder
what he would have said had he suddenly
come upon this modern scene.

As I have said, at Soda Springs — at the
northernmost bend of Bear River — our party
separated. It was a bright and lovely place.
The abundance of soda water, including the in-
termittent gushing so-called Steamboat Spring;;
the beautiful fir and cedar covered hills; the
huge piles of red or brown sinter, the result of
fountains once active but then dry — all these,
together with the river, lent a charm to its wild
beauty and made the spot a notable one. Here
the missionary party were to turn north and go
into the Flathead nation. Fort Hall, about
forty miles distant on Snake River, lay on their
route. There was no road ; but something like
a trail, doubtless used by the trappers, led in
that direction. From Fort Hall there was also
a trail down Snake River, by which trapping
parties reached the Columbia River and Fort
Vancouver, the headquarters of the Hudson
Bay Company.

Qur party, originally sixty-nine, including
women and children, had become lessened to
sixty-four in number. One had accidentally
shot and killed himself at the forks of the
Platte. Another of our party, named Simp-
son, had left us at Fort Laramie. Three had
turned back from Green River, intending
to make their way to Fort Bridger and await
an opportunity to return home. Their names
were Peyton, Rodgers, and Amos E. Frye.
Thirty-two of our party, becoming discouraged,
decided not to venture without path or guide
into the unknown and trackless region towards
California, but concluded to go with the mis-
sionary party to Fort Hall and thence find their
way down Snake and Columbia rivers into
Oregon.! The rest of us — also thirty-two in
number, including Benjamin Kelsey, his wife
and little daughter — remained firm, refusing
to be diverted from our original purpose of
going direct to California, After getting all the
information we could from Captain Fitzpatrick,
we regretfully bade good-by to our fellow emi-
grants and to Father De Smet and his party.

We were now thrown entirely upon our own
resources. All the country beyond was to us
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1 Of the party leaving us at Soda Springs to go
into Oregon I can now, after the lapse of forty-nine
years, recall by their names only the following: Mr.
Williams and wife; Samuel Kelsey, his wife and five
children; Josiah Kelsey and wife; C. W. Flugge; Mr.
Carroll ; Mr. Fowler ; a Methodist Episcopal preacher,
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a veritable Zrra incognita, and we only knew
that California lay to the west. Captain Fitz-
patrick was not much better informed, but he
had heard that parties had penetrated the
country to the southwest and west of Salt Lake
to trap for beaver; and by his advice four of
our men went with the parties to Fort Hall to
consult Captain Grant, who was in charge there,
and to gain information. Meanwhile our de-
pleted party slowly made its way down the west
side of Bear River.

Our separation at Soda Springs recalls an
incident. The days were usually very hot,
the nights almost freezing. The first day our
little company went only about ten miles and
camped on Bear River. In company- with
a man named James John—always called
“Jimmy John”—1 wandered a mile or
two down the river fishing, Seeing snow on
a high mountain to the west we longed to
reach it, for the heat where we were was in-
tense. So, without losing time to get our guns
or coats or to give notice at the camp, we
started direct for the snow, with the impres-
sion that we could go and return by sun-
down. But there intervened a range of lower
mountains, a certain peak of which seemed al-
most to touch the snow. Both of us were fleet
of foot and made haste,but we only gained the
summit of the peak about sundown. The dis-
tance must have been twelve orfifteen miles. A
valley intervened, and the snow lay ona higher
mountain beyond. I proposed to camp. But
Jimmy gave me a disdainful look, as much
as to say, “You are afraid to go,” and
quickened his gait into a run down the moun-
tain towards the snow. I called to him to stop,
but he would not even look back. A firm
resolve seized me — to overtake him, but not
again to ask him to return. We crossed the
valley in the night, saw many Indian camp-
fires, and gained a sharp ridge leading up to
the snow. This was first brushy and then rough
and rocky. The brush had no paths except
those made by wild animals; the rocks were
sharp, and soon cut through our moccasins and
made our feet bleed. But up and up we went
until long after midnight, and until a cloud cov-
ered the mountain. We were above the tim-
ber line, excepting a few stunted fir trees, under
one of which we crawled to wait for day, for
it was too dark to see. Day soon dawned, but
we were almost frozen. Our fir-tree nest had
been the lair of grizzly bears that had wallowed
there and shed quantities of shaggy hair. The

whose name I think was also Williams ; ¢ Cheyenne
Dawson”; and another called ¢ Bear Dawson.” Sub-
sequently we heard that the party safely arrived in
Oregon, and some of them we saw in California. One
(C. W. Flugge) was in time to join a party and come
from Oregon to California the same year (1841).
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snow was still beyond, and we had lost both
sight and direction. But in an hour or two we *
reached it. Itwas nearly as hard asice. Filling a
large handkerchief, without taking time to admire
the scenery we started towards the camp by
anew route, for our feet were too sore to go

by way of the rocky ridge by which we had
come. But the new way led into trouble,
There were thickets so dense as to exclude
the sun, and roaring little streams in deep, =
dark chasms; we had to crawl through
paths which looked untrodden except by
grizzlies; in oneplace alarge bearhad passed
evidently only a few minutes before, cross-
ing the deep gorge, plunging through
the wild, dashing water, and wetting
the steep bank as he went up. We
carried our drawn butcher knives in
our hands, for they were our only
weapons. At last we emerged into
the valley. Apparently numerous
Indians had left that very morning,

as shown by the tracks of lodge-
poles drawn on the ground. Making 3
haste, we soon gained the hills, and

at about 2z p. M. sighted our wagons,
already two or three miles on the
march. When our friends saw us they
stopped, and all who could ran to
welcome us. They had given us up
for lost, supposing that we had been }
killed by the hostile Blackfeet, who,

as Captain Fitzpatrick had /
warned us, sometimes roamed
through that region. The com-
pany had barricaded the camp
at night as best they could, and
every man had spent a sleepless 4
night on guard. Next morning
they passed several hours in
scouring the country. Their first
questions were: “Where have
you been?” ¢“Where have you
been?” I was able to answer

triumphantly, “ We have been up 1. THE PLATTE CANON. 2. BRIDGER'S FORD. 3. THE BAD LANDS OF
7 3 THE OLD TRAIL NEAR DOUGLAS (NO VEGETATION). 4. ON

to the snow!” and t.O demon THE OLD CALIFORNIA TRAIL OVER THE LA PRELE

strate the fact by showing all the (BRANCH OF THE PLATTE).

VoL, XLI.—17.
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THE GRIZZLY (URSUS HORRIBILIS}).

snow I had left, which wasnow reduced toa ball
about the size of my fist.

In about ten days our four men returned
from Fort Hall, during which time we had
advanced something over one hundred miles
towards Salt Lake. They brought the informa-
tion that we must strike out west of Salt Lake,
— as it was even then called by the trappers,—
being careful not to go too far south, lest we
should get into a waterless country without
grass, They also said we must be careful not
to go too far north,lest we should get into a
broken country and steep cafions, and wander
about, as trapping parties had been known to
do, and become bewildered and perish.

September had come before we reached Salt
Lake, which we struck at its northern extrem-
ity. Part of the time we had purposely trav-
eled slowly to enable the men from Fort Hall
the sooner to overtake us. But unavoidable
delays were frequent : daily, often hourly, the
road had to be made passable for our wagons
by digging down steep banks, filling gulches,
etc. Indian fires obscured mountains and val-
leys in a dense, smoky atmosphere, so that we
could not see any considerable distanceinorder
to avoid obstacles. The principal growth, on
plain and hill alike, was the interminable sage-
brush (Ariemisia), and often it was difficult, for

(FROM AN ORIGINAL PAINTING BY THE LATE CHARLES NAHL.)

miles at a time, to break a road through it,
and sometimes a lightly laden wagon would
be overturned. Its monotonous dull color and
scraggy appearance gave a most dreary aspect
to the landscape. But it was not wholly use-
less: where large enough it made excellent
fuel, and it was the home and shelter of the
hare — generally known as the “jack rabbit ”
—and of the sage-hen. Trees were almost a
sure sign of water in that region. But the mi-
rage was most deceptive, magnifying stunted
sage-brush on diminutive hillocks into treesand
groves, Thusmisled, we traveled all day with-
out water, and at midnight found ourselves in
a plain, level as a floor, incrusted with salt, and
as white as snow. Crusts of salt broken up by
our wagons, and driven by the chilly night
wind like ice on the surface of a frozen pond,
was to me a most striking counterfeit of a win-
ter scene. This plain became softer and softer
until our poor, almost famished, animals could
not pull our wagons. In fact, we were going
direct to Salt Lake and did not know it. So,
in search of water, we turned from a southerly
to an easterly course, and went about ten miles,
and soon after daylight arrived at Bear River.
So near to Salt Lake were we that the water
in the river was too salt for us or our animals
to use, but we had to use it; it would not
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quench thirst, but it did save life. The grass
looked most luxuriant, and sparkled as if cov-
ered with frost. But it was salt; our hungry,
jaded animals refused to eat it, and we had
to lie by a whole day to rest them before we
could travel.

Leaving thiscamp and bearing northwest we
crossed our tracks on the salt plain, having thus
described a triangle of several miles in dimen-
sions. One of the most serious of our troubles
was to find water where we could camp at
night. So soon came another hot day, and
hard travel all day and all night without water!
From a westerly course we turned directly
north, and, guided by antelope trails, came
in a few miles to an abundance of grass and
good water. The condition of our animals
compelled us to rest here nearlya week, Mean-
while two of the men who had been to Fort Hall
wentahead to explore. Provisions were becom-
ing scarce, and we saw that we must avoid
unnecessary delay. The two men were gone
about five days. Under their lead we set forth,
bearing west, then southwest, around Salt Lake,
then again west. After two or three fatiguing
days,—one day and a ‘night without water,—
the first notice we had of approach to any con-
siderable mountain was the sight of crags, dimly
seen through the smoke, many hundred feet
above our heads. Here was plenty of good
grass and water. Nearly all now said,  Let us
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saddles used by the trapping party, and had
learned a little about how to make them. Pack-
ing is an art, and something that only an ex-
perienced mountaineer can do well so as to
save his animal and keep his pack from falling
off. We were unaccustomed to it, and the diffi-
culties we had at first were simply indescribable.
It is much more difficult to fasten a pack on
an ox than on a mule or a horse. The trouble
began the very first day. But we started—
most of us on foot, for nearly all the animals,
includingseveral of the oxen, had to carry packs.
It was but a few minutes before the packs be-
gan to turn; horses became scared, mules
kicked, oxen jumped and bellowed, and arti-
cles were scattered in all directions. We took
more pains, fixed things, made a new start, and
did better, though packs continued occasion-
ally to fall off and delay us.

Those that had better pack-saddles and had
tied their loads securely were ahead, while the
others were obliged to lag behind, because they
had to repack, and sometimes things would be
strewnallalong theroute. Thefirst night Ihap-
pened to be among those that kept pretty well
back, because the horses out-traveled the oxen.
The foremost came to a place and stopped where
there was no water or grass, and built a fire so
that we could see it and come up to them, We
got there about midnight, but some of our oxen
that had packs on had not come up,and among
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leave our wagons, otherwise the snows will over-
take us before we get to California.” So we
stopped one day and threw away everything
we could not carry, made pack-saddles and
packed the oxen, mules, and horses, and started.

On Green River we had seen the style of pack-

them were my two. So I had to return the
next morning and find them, Cheyenne Daw-
son alone volunteering to go with me. One
man had brought along about a quart of water,
which was carefully doled out before westarted,
each receiving a little canister-cover full —less
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than half a gill; but as Dawson and I had to
go for the oxen, we were given a double por-
tion. This was all the water I had until the next
day. It was a burning hot day. We could
not find the trail of the oxen for a long time,
and Dawson refused to go any farther, saying
that there were plenty of cattle in California ;
but I had to do it, for the oxen were carrying
our provisions and other things, Afterwards 1
struck the trail, and found that the oxen instead
of going west had gone north, and I followed
them until nearly sundown. They had gotinto
a grassy country, which showed that they were
nearing water, Seeing Indian tracks on their
trail following them; I felt there was imminent
danger, and at once examined my gun and
pistols to see that they were primed and ready.
But soon I found my oxen lying down in tall

grassbytheside of thetrail. Seeingno Indians, I
hastened to fasten the packs and make my way
to overtake the company. They had promised
to stop when they came to water and wait for
me. I traveled all night, and at early dawn
came to where there was plenty of water and
where the company had taken their dinner the
day before, but they had failed tostop forme ac-
cording to promise. I wasmuch perplexed, be-
cause I had seen many fires in the night, which
I took to be Indian fires, so I fastened my
oxen to a scraggy willow and began to make
circles around to see which way the company
had gone. The ground was so hard that the
animals had made no impression, which be-
wildered me. Finally, while making a circle
of about three miles away off to the south, I
saw two men coming on horseback. In the



THE FIRST EMIGRANT

glare of the mirage, which distorted everything,
I could not tell whether they were Indians or
white men, but I supposed them to be Indians,
feeling sure our party would go west and not
south. Ina mirage a man on horseback looks
as tall as a tree, and I could only tell by the
motion that they were mounted. I made abee-
line to my oxen, to make breastworks of them.
In doing this I came to a small stream resem-
bling running water, into which I urged my
horse, whereupon he went down into a quag-
mire, over head and ears, cut of sight. My gun
also went under the mire. I gothold of some-
thing on the bank, threw out my gun, which
was full of mud and water, and holding to the
rope attached to my horse, by dint of hard pull-
ing I succeeded in getting him out— a sorry
sight, his ears and eyes full of mud, and his
body covered with it. At last, just in time, I
was able to move and get behind the oxen. My
gun was in no condition to shoot. However,
putting dry powder in the pan I determined to
do my best in case the supposed Indians should
come up; but lo! they were two of our party
coming to meet me, bringing water and pro-
visions. It was a great relief. I felt indignant
that the party had not stopped for me —not
the less so when I learned that Captain Bar-
tleson had said, when they started back to find
me, that they “ would be in better business to
go ahead and look for a road.” He had not
forgotten certain comments of mine on his
qualities as a student of Indian character. An
instance of this I will relate.

One morning, just as we were packing up,
a party of about ninety Indians, on horse-
back, a regular war party, were descried com-
ing up. Some of us begged the captain to send
men out to prevent them from coming to us
while we were in the confusion of packing.
But he said, “ Boys, you must not show any
sign of hostility ; if you go out there with guns
the Indians will think us hostile, and may get
mad and hurt us.” However, five or six of us
took our guns and went out, and by signs
made them halt. They did not prove to be
hostile, but they had carbines, and if we had
been careless and had let them come near
they might,and probably would, have killed us.
At last we got packed up and started, and the
Indians traveled along three or four hundred
yards one side or the other of us or behind
us allday. They appeared anxious to trade,and
offered a buckskin, well dressed, worth two or
threedollars, for three or four charges of powder
and three or four balls. This showed that they
were in want of ammunition. The carbines
indicated that they had had communication
with some trading-post belonging to the Hud-
son’s Bay Company. They had buffalo-robes
also, which showed that they were a roving
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hunting party, as there were no buffaloes within
three or four hundred miles. At this time I had
spoken my mind pretty freely concerning Cap-
tain Bartleson’s lack of judgment, as one could
scarcely help doing under the circumstances.

We now got into a country where there was
no grass nor water, and then we began to cat-
echize the men who had gone to Fort Hall
They repeated, “ If you go tco far south you
will get into a desert country and your animals
will perish; there will be no water nor grass.”
We were evidently too far south. We could
not go west, and the formation of the coun-
try was such that we had to turn and go north
across a range of mountains. Having struck
a small stream we camped upon it all night,
and next day continued down its banks, cross-
ing from side to side, most of the time follow-
ing Indian paths or paths made by antelope
and deer. Inthe afternoon we entered a cafion
the walls of which were precipitous and sev-
eral hundred feet high. Finally the pleasant
bermy banks gave out entirely, and we could
travel only in the dry bed of what in the wet
season was a raging river. It became a solid
mass of stones and huge boulders, and the ani-
mals became tender-footed and sore so that
they could hardly stand up, and as we con-
tinued the way became worse and worse. There
was no place for us to lie down and sleep, nor
could ouranimals lie down; the water had given
out, and the prospect was indeed gloomy—
the cafion had been leading us directly north.
All agreed that the animals were too jaded and
worn to go back. Then we called the men:
“ What did they tell you at Fort Hall about
the northern region ? * They repeated, * You
must not go too far north ; if you do you will
get into difficult cafions that lead towards the
Columbia River, where you may become be-
wildered and wander about and perish.” This
cafion was going nearly north; in fact it seemed
a little east of north. We sent some men to
see if they could reach the top of the moun-
tain by scaling the precipice somewhere and
get a view, and they came back about ten or
eleven o’clock, saying the country looked bet-
ter three or four miles farther ahead. So we
were encouraged. Even the animals seemed
to take courage, and we got along much bet-
ter than had been thought possible, and by one
o’clock that day came out on whatis now known
as the Humboldt River. It was not until four
years later (1845) that General Frémont first
saw this river and named it Humboldt.

Our course wasfirst westward and then south-
watd, following this river for many days, till we
came to its Sink, near which we saw a solitary
horse, an indication that trappers had some-
time been in that vicinity. We tried to catch
him but failed ; he had been there long enough
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to become very wild. We saw many Indians
on the Humboldt, especially towards the Sink.
There were many tule marshes. The tule is a
rush, large, but here not very tall. It was gen-
erally completely covered with honeydew, and
this in turn was wholly covered with a pedicu-
lous-looking insect which fed upon it. The
Indians gathered quantities of the honey and
pressed it into balls about the size of one’s
fist, having the appearance of wet bran. At
first we greatly relished this Indian food, but
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when we saw what it was made of—that the
insects pressed into the mass were the main in-
gredient— we lost our appetites and bought
no more of it.

From the time we left our wagons many
had to walk, and more and more as we ad-
vanced. Going down the Humboldt at least
half were on foot. Provisions had given out;
except a little coarse green grass among the
willows along the river the country was dry,
bare, and desolate; we saw no game except
antelope, and they were scarce and hard to
kill ; and walking was very fatiguing. Tobacco
lovers would surrender their animals foranyone
to ride who would furnish them with an ounce
or two to chew during the day. One day one
of these devotees lost his tobacco and went
back for it, but failed to find it. An Indianina
friendly manner overtook us, bringing the piece
of tobacco, which he had found on our trail
or at our latest camp, and surrendered it. The
owrter, instead of heing thankful, accused the
Indian of having stolen it—an impossibility,
as we had seen no Indians or Indian signs for
some days. Perhaps the Indian did not know
what it was, else he might have kept it for
smoking. But I think otherwise, for, patting
his breast, he said, ““Shoshone, Shoshone,”
which was the Indian way of showing he
was friendly, The Shoshones were known
as always friendly to the whites, and it is not
difficult to see how other and distant tribes
might claim to be Shoshones as a passport
to favor,

On the Humboldt we had a further division
of our ranks. In going down the river we
went sometimes on one side and sometimes
on the other, but mostly on the north side, till
we were nearing what are now known as the
Humboldt Mountains. We were getting tired,
and some were in favor of leaving the oxen,
of which we then had only about seven or
eight, and rushing on into California. They
said there was plenty of beef in California.
But some of us said: “ No; our oxen are now
our only supply of food. We are doing well,

THE HUMBOLDT PALISADES,— THE HUMBOLDT SIKNK,
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making eighteen or twenty miles a day.” One
morning when it was my turn at driving the
oxen, the captain traveled so fast that I could
not keep up, and was left far behind. When
night came I had to leave the trail and go over
a rocky declivity for a mile and a half into
a gloomy, damp bottom, and unpack the oxen
and turn them out to eat, sleeping myself with-
outblankets, I gotup the next morning, hunted
the oxen out of the willow thicket, and repacked
them. Not having had supper or breakfast,
and having to travel nine miles before I over-
took the party, perhaps I was not in the best
humor, They were waiting, and for the very
good reason that they could have nothingtoeat
till I came up with the oxen and one could be
killed. I feltbadly treated, and let the captain
know it plainly ; but, much to my surprise, he
made no reply, and none of his men said a
word. We killed an ox, ate our breakfast, and
got ready to start about one or two o’clock in
the afternoon. When nearly ready to go, the
captain and one or two of his mess came to
us and said: * Boys, our animals are better
than yours, and we always get out of meat be-
fore any of the rest of you. Let us have the
most of the meat this time, and we will pay
you back the next ox we kill.” We gladly let
them have all they wished. But as soon as
they had taken it, and were mounted ready to
start, the captain in a loud voice exclaimed:
“ Now we have been found fault with long
enough, and we are going to California. If
you can keep up with us, all right; if you can-
not, you may go to ”; and away they
started, the captain and eight men. One of
the men would not go with the captain; he
said, “ The captain is wrong, and I will stay
with you, boys.”

In a short time they were out of sight. We
followed their trail for two or three days, but
after they had crossed over to the south side
of the Humboldt and turned south we came
into a sandy waste where the wind had en-
tirely obliterated their tracks. We were then
thrown entirely upon our own resources. It
was our desire to make as great speed as

possible westward, deviating only when ob-
stacles interposed, and in such case bearing
south instead of north, so as to be found in a
lower latitude in the event that winter should
overtake us in the mountains. But, diverted by
following our fugitive captain and party across
the Humboldt, we thereby missed the luxuri-
ant Truckee meadows lying but a short distance
to the west, a resting-place well and favorably
known to later emigrants. So, perforce, we
followed down to the Sink of the Humboldt
and were obliged to drink its water, which in
the fall of the year becomes stagnant and of
the color of lye, and not fit to drink or use unless
boiled. Here we camped. Leaving the Sink of
the Humboldt, we crossed a considerablestream
which must have been Carson River,and came
to another stream which must havebeen Walker
River, and followed it up to where it came
out of the mountains, which proved to be the
Sierra Nevada. We did not know the name of
the mountains. Neither had these rivers then
been named ; nor had they been seen by Kit
Carson or Joe Walker, for whom they were
named, nor were they seen until 1845 by Fré-
mont, who named them.

We were now camped on Walker River, at
the very eastern base of the Sierra Nevada,
and had only two oxen left. We sent men
ahead to see if it would be possible to scale
the mountains, while we killed the better of
the two oxen and dried the meat in prepara-
tion for the ascent. The men returned to-
wards evening and reported that they thought
it would be possible to ascend the mountains,
though very difficult. We had eaten our supper,
and were ready for the climb in the morming.
Looking back on the plains we saw something
coming, which we decided to be Indians.
They traveled very slowly, and it was difficult
to understand their movements, To make a
long story short, it was the eight men that had
left us nine days before. Theyhad gone farther
south than we and had come to a lake, probably
Carson Lake, and there had found Indians who
supplied them plentifully with fish and pine
nuts. Fish caught in such water are not fit to
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eat at any time, much less in the fall of the
year. The men had all eaten heartily of fish
and pine nuts, and had got something akin
to cholera morbus. We were glad to see
them although they had deserted us. We ran
out to meet them and shook hands, and put
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sible to get through down the smaller cafion.
I was one of them, Jimmy John the other. Ben-
jamin Kelsey, who had shown himself expert
in finding the way, was now, without any elec-
tion, still recognized as leader, as he had been
during the absence of Bartleson. A party

ABANDONED.

our frying-pans on and gave them the best
supper we could. Captain Bartleson, who
when we started from Missouri was a portly
man, was reduced to half his former girth.
He said: “ Boys,if ever I get back to Mis-
souri I will never leave that country. 1
would gladly eat out of the troughs with my
dogs.” He seemed to be heartily sick of his
late experience, but that did not prevent him
from leaving us twice after that.

. We were now in what is at present Nevada,
and probably within forty miles of the present
boundary of California. We ascended the
mountains on the north side of Walker River
to the summit, and then struck a stream running
west which proved to be the extreme source
of the Stanislaus River. We followed it down
for several days and finally came to where a
branch ran into it, each forming a cafion. The
mainriverflowedina precipitous gorgein places
apparently a mile deep, and the gorge that
came into it was but little less formidable. At
night we found ourselves on the extreme point
of the promontory between the two, very tired,
and with neither grass nor water. We had to
stay there that night. Early the next morning
two men went down to see if it would be pos-

also went back to see how far we should have
to go around before we could pass over the
tributary canon. The understanding was, that
when we went down the cafion if it was practi-
cable to get through we were to fire a gun
so that all could follow ; but if not, we were
not to fire, even if we saw game. When Jimmy
and I got down about three-quarters of a mile
I came to the conclusion that it was impossi-
bleto get through, and said to him, “ Jimmy, we
might as well go back; we can’t go here.”
“Yes, we can,” said he; and insisting that we
could, he pulled out a pistol and fired. Tt was
an old dragoon pistol, and reverberated like a
cannon. I hurried back to tell the companyhot
to come down, but before I reached them the
captain and his party had started. I explained,
and warned them that they could not getdown;
butthey wentonas faras they could go,and then
wereobliged to stay all day and night to rest the
animals, and had to go about among the rocks
and pick alittle grass for them, and go down to
the stream through a terrible place in the cafion
to bring water up in cups and camp-kettles,
and some of the men in their boots, to pour
down the animals’ throats in order to keep
them from perishing. Finally, four of them
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pulling and four of them pushing a mule, they
managed to get them up one by one, and then
carried all the things up again on their backs —
not an easy job for exhausted men.

In some way, nobody knows how, Jimmy
got through that cafion and into the Sacra-
mento Valley. He had a horse with him—
an Indian horse that was bought in the Rocky
Mountains, and which could come as near
climbing a tree as any horse I ever knew.
Jimmy was a character. Of all men I have
ever known I think he was the most fearless;
he had the bravery of a bulldog. He was not
seen for two months — until he was found at
Sutter’s, afterwards known as Sutter’s Fort,
now Sacramento City.

We went on, traveling west as near as
we could. When we killed our last ox we
shot and ate crows or anything we could kill,
and one man shot a wild-cat. We could eat
anything. One day in the morming I went
ahead, on foot of course, to see if I could kill
something, it being understood that the com-
pany would keep on as near west as possible
and find a practicable road. I followed an In-
dian-trail down into the cafion, meeting many
Indians on the way up. They did not molest
me, but I did not quite like their looks.
I went about ten miles down the cafion, and
then began to think it time to strike north
to intersect the trail of the company going
west. A most difficult time I had scaling
the precipice. Once I threw my gun up ahead
of me, being unable to hold it and climb, and
then was in despair lest I could not get up
where it was, but finally I did barely manage to
do so, and made my way north. As the dark-
ness came on I was obliged to look down and
feel with my feet lest I should pass over the
trail of the party without seeing it. Just at
dark I came to an enormous fallen tree and
tried to go around the top, but the place was
too brushy, so I went around the butt, which
seemed to me to be about twenty or twenty-
five feet above my head. This I suppose to
have been one of the fallen trees in the Cala-
veras Grove of Sequoia gigantea or mammoth
trees, as I have since been there,and to my own
satisfaction identified the lay of the land and
the tree. Hence I concluded that I must have
been the first white man who ever saw the Se-
guoia gigantea, of which 1 told Frémont when
he came to California in 1844. Of course sleep
was impossible, for 1 had neither blanket nor
coat, and burned or froze alternately as I turned
from one side to the other before the small fire
which I had built, until morning, when I started
eastward to interseet the trail, thinking the
company had turned north. But I traveled until
noon and found no trail ; then striking south, I
came to the camp which I had left the previous
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morning, The party had gone, but not where
they had said they would go; for they had
taken the same trail T had followed, into the
caiion, and had gone up the south side, which
they had found so steep that many of the poor
animals could not climb it and had to be left.
When I arrived the Indians were, there cut-
ting the horses to pieces and carrying off the
meat. My situation, alone among strange
Indians killing our poor horses, was by no
means comfortable. Afterward we found that
these Indians were always at war with the
Californians. They were known as the Horse
Thief Indians, and lived chiefly on horse flesh ;
they had been in the habit of raiding the
ranches even to the very coast, driving away
horses by the hundreds into the mountains to
eat, That night after dark I overtook the party
in camp.

A day or two later we came to a place where
there was a great quantity of horse bones, and
we did not know what it meant; we thought
that an army must have perished there. They
were of course horses that the Indians had
driven in there and slaughtered. A few nights
later, fearing depredations, we concluded to
stand guard — all but one man, who would not.
So we let his two horses roam where they
pleased. In the moming they could not be
found. A few miles away we came to a vil-
lage; the Indians had fled, but we found the
horses killed and some of the meat roasting
on a fire.

We were now on the edge of the San Joa-
quin Valley, but we did not even know that
we were in California. We could see a range
of mountains lying to the west,—the Coast
Range,—but we could see no valley. The
evening of the day we started down into the
valley we were very tired, and when night came
our party was strung along for three or four
miles, and every man slept right where dark-
ness overtook him. He would take off his
saddle for a pillow and turn his horse or mule
loose, if he had one. His animal would be toc
poor to walk away, and in the morning he
would find him, usually within fifty feet, The
jaded horses nearly perished with hunger and
fatigue. When we overtook the foremost of the
party the nextmorning we found they had come
to a pond of water, and one of them had killed
a fat coyote; when [ came up it was all eaten
except the lights and the windpipe, on which
I made my breakfast. From that camp we saw
timber to the north of us, evidently bordering
a stream running west. It turned out to be the
stream that we had followed downinthe moun-
tains — the Stanislaus River. As soon as we
came in sight of the bottom land of the stream
we saw an abundance of antelopes and sandhill
cranes, We killed two of each the first evening.
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Wild grapes also abounded. The next day we
killed thirteen deer and antelopes, jerked the
meat and got ready to go on, all except the
captain's mess of seven or eight, who decided to
stay there and lay in meat enough to last them
into California! We were really almost down to
tidewater, but did not know it. Some thought
it was five hundred miles yet to California,
But all thought we had to cross at least that
range of mountains in sight to the west before
entering the promised land, and how many
more beyond no one-could tell. Nearly all
thought it best to press on lest the snows might
overtake us in the mountains before us, as they
had already nearly done on the mountains be-
hind us (the Sierra Nevada). It was now about
the first of November. Our party set forth
bearing northwest, aiming for a seeming gap
north of a high mountain in the chain to the
west of us. That mountain we found to be
Mount Diablo. At night the Indians attacked
the captain’s camp and stole all their animals,
which were the best in the company, and the
next day the men had to overtake us with just
what they could carry in their hands.

The next day, judging by the timber we saw,
we concluded there was a river to the west.
So two men went ahead to see if they could
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find atrail or a crossing. Thetimberseen proved
to be along what is now known as the San Joa-
quin River. We sent two men on ahead to spy
out the country. At night oneof them returned,
saying they had come across an Indian on
horseback without a saddle who wore a cloth
jacket but no other clothing. From what they
could understand the Indian knew Dr. Marsh
and had offered to guide them to his place.
He plainly said “ Marsh,” and of course we
supposed it was the Dr. Marsh before referred
to who had written the letter to a friend in
Jackson County, Missouri, and so it proved.
One man went with the Indian to Marsh’s
ranch and the other came back to tell us what
he had done, with the suggestion that we
should go on and cross the river (San Joaquin)
at the place to which the trail was leading,
In that way we found ourselves two days later
at Dr. Marsh’s ranch, and there we learned that
we were really in California and our journey
at an end. After six months we had now ar-
rived at the first settlement in California, No-
vember 4, 1841.

The account of our receptlon and of my
own experiences in California in the pastoral
period before the gold discovery, I must re-
serve for another paper.

John Bidwell.
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Grizzly and Piconeer.

GREAT many persons have told stories about griz-

zlies and about pioneers. But there is an aspect

in which the grizzly and the pioneer may be said torep-

resent the beginnings of a chapter of national folk-

lore, or the first halting steps towards the deve]opment
of a noble myth.

I remember that an old silver-freighter who walked
all day long for many successive weeks across the Ne-
vada desert, beside his high ore wagon, once said to
me: “I had a curious notion lately. T thought that,
perhaps, when the American frontiersman had been
dead a hundred thousand years, the stories that would
be wtitten and believed about him would be like those
of the demigods.” My old silver-freighter was well
educated, and knew his mythology better than I did.
He had full faith, too, in the permanence of the myth-
making spirit. * Some fellow, I don’t know who,” he
said, “has got to stand right out to represent all this
pioneering that hundreds of us have been deing for
generations. It may be a fellow with buckskins and a
Kentucky rifte, or it may be a fellow with a slouch hat
and a mule-whip. We can’t any of us tell yet awhile.”
Ten years later the railroad reached the camp; he
bought a small California farm and settled down, as
‘miners, prospectors, stage-drivers, and frontiersmen
of every class are doing all the time.

I have often. meditated upon the idea which the old
teamster of the desert had evolved, in his crude way,

feeling, far hetter than he eould express it, the influence
of the fast-passing epoch. As I consider the subject,
two things, the grizzly and the California pioneer,
secem on the way to take snch form as to outlast
railroads and cities. In a lesser sense they already
belong together in literature, but perhaps they are
slowly and surely assuming places side by side, or at
least in the same group, in a new myth of the Ameri-
can continent. In the course of time—in five cen-
turies, or twenty centuries — it may De that two giant
shadows of the past, the Argonant and his grizzly, will
loom up over the Sierras,as ITercules and his Nemean
lion in the legends of the Greeks.

No man is ever able to say of these things which lie
within the present reality: « This is to perish; that is
to broaden and grow, striking roots into universal na-
ture until all men bear witness to its immortality.”
Nevertheless, when the last grizzly has perished, when
theold race of minersis as far lostin traditions as the first
Cornishman who picked up stream-tin, or the first iron-
smelters of the Andreaswald who fought the Saxon
invaders, when the great Californian valleys and all the
shining slopes of the long, parallel mountain ranges
beside the Pacific are clothed with continuous gardens
and orchards,and mighty and populous cities grow from
the villages of to-day, there ought to be a background
of sublime fable to inspire poet, artist, and sculptor.

It is the first step towards a myth that always proves
the most difficult. Already, the world over, men have
come to know the old cafon-keeper and forest-dweller
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as “the grizzly,” not the grizzly bear. He has become
differentiated, and is on the way to still further sepa-
ration from other bears, and other creatures of the high
order that furnish noble subjects for art. Sometime,
I am sure, an American Thorwaldsen will know how
to hew a Sierra grizzly out of some gray cliff of Rock-
lin granite, and there it will remain while the world
endures, supreme as the Lion of Lucerne. Some day
an American Barye will create in bronze a massive
grizzly, lord of the land of pines and sequoias, calm
and terrible as a Numidian lion. Perhaps in the day
of battle, a thousand years hence, in some wild Sierra
pass, the free men of the mountains, changing the
course of history, and broadening the California myth
to a world myth, will make the American Grizzly for
all time such a name as the Lion of England, or the
ancient Winged Bull of Assyria,

The Pacific Coast, a land larger in extent, more
varied in soil, climate, and resources, than that western
third of Europe from Gibraltar to the Arctic Circle,
has already adopted the grizzly in its common speech.
Where the oriental sage said of the wise man that he
walked forth * alone, like the rhinoceros,” the similar
comparison known to the man of the land between
Arizona and Alaska has been a comparison with the
grizzly. A man is said to be * as strong as a grizzly,”
or as dreadful when aroused, or as much of a boss, or
“a regular grizzly of a fellow.” It is net a light
phrase; it goes deep down to the roots of the matter;
it is the last word said.

By a thousand camp-fires since the first trappers
met grizzlies in the Rockies men have told stories of
the mighty creature, and when the last grizzly is gone
from the cafions the body of literature that will con-
tinue to grow up about him may some day be like the
marvelous dragon literature that has sprung from the
bones of the pterodactyl. The grizzly in his best es-
tate has not only no equal for strength and dignity in
the “ three Americas,” but he rivals the lion and tiger.
Civilization is claiming his haunts so rapidly that two
or three generations will see him as extinct as the
saber-toothed tiger or the great cave-bear of Europe.
This early perishing may give the grizzly another ad-
vantage in his progress towards a permanent place in
art and literature.

Again, the grizzly stories that frontiersmen tell have
all the unconscious dignity of their subject; they rise
at times to the height of an epic of the Sierras, and
they possess a singular vitality. One must gather
them up from explorers like Lewis and Clarke, Kit
Carson and St. Vrain, from placer-miners’ stories of
'49, from Spanish-Californian missions and stock-
ranches, and from the lonely American preémptors’
cabins in the Siskiyous. One must cast aside the mere
“ newspaper yarns '’ invented by men who never saw
a grizzly. Then one discovers this fundamental fact —
that the grizzly has somehow impressed himself irrev-
ocably upon the imagination of the man of the Pacific
Coast, and this in a way that the black and brown bears
have never yet done to any people. In the delightful
German tales Bruin is a good-natured, stupid fellow,
whom one cannot but like even while smiling over his
adventures. The bear in the negro folk-lore of the

131

South assumes much the same place. But the grizzly
stands apart, so different in his very nature, and so
impressive in every aspect, that another long step to-
wards the creation of a noble and satisfactory myth
appears to have been taken by the pioneers, the true
myth-builders and makers of literature in their log-
cabins, by their winter fires. How long a step has thus
been gained we shall know better when the grizzly is
gone from the Sierras. Perhaps the folk-lore of the
American Indians will help the development of the
myth, but it seems to me that it will be on Aryan lines.

What figure may fitly stand beside the grizely, as
the grizzly will look to men a thousand years hence,
when mighty bulks of rough-hewn stone set forth his
majestic strength in every American city, and weleave
dragons, gryphons, and phenixes to the countries
where they belong? The grizzly is American to the
backbone, and his qualities arc appreciated wherever
he is known. His companion is to be found, if any-
where, in the first American pioneer of the Rockies
and Sierras, the Gold Secker, brave, rugged, and honest
as the grizzly himself. My old silver-freighter had a
glimpse of the truth. ¢ Some fellow has got to stand
up and represent the whole crowd.” The fact of the
growing grizzly legend helps one’s imagination to
seize upon the more complex fact of the growing
pioneer legend, which, like the other, needs only time
for its fulfilment.

The Argonaut-— let us call him that because he
seems to like it best —has even fewer years remaining
than the grizzly. Name him as you will,— prospector,
placer-miner, frontiersman of the Pacific Coast, son
of four generations of pioneers; call him Californian
or Arizonian, whichever you choose,— there he stands
at the end of the road; and though he spreads out his
grasp to Alaska and Mexico, the continent is crossed,
and he is disappearing, as priest and vaguero disap-
peared before him.

Strange indeed is the law of the growth of the myth-
spirit, which works continually among men, but only
at long intervals to full achievement. The goddess of
myths either seizes upon the first of a type to lift it to
the stars, or else she waits until the last of the race
of heroes goes forth, Sigurd-like, to his death, before
she pours her cup of immortality on his name and
line. Men hear of Volsung because of his son’s son
who rode the Glittering Heath. The goddess may not
choose among the founders of the Atlantic colonies
with their heroic histories. Perhaps she will not even
take the buckskin-clad Boenes and Crocketts, though
over them her spirit still hangs uncertain. If it may
not be trapper nor hunter, voyageur, guide, nor pioneer
of the Atlantic slope, or the Mississippi Valley, what
is more likely than that the imagination of the race
will sometime, when the last pioneer is dead, crystallize
the story of the whole westward march into some Si-
erra Titan leaning upon his mighty pick, as Thor upon
his Mjélnir ? The hills will be empty of gold; the
waters will have reclaimed the deserts ; new conditions
of life may have come to pass over all the lands from
Maine to California. But every child will hear the
stories of cld-world dragons and new-world grizzlies ;
of old-world giants and new-world pioneers,

Charles Howard Shinn.
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