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A RAILWAY IN THE CLOUDS. 

HE following Is an 
account of aride 
in one of the rail- 
ways which thread 

their way among 
the peaks of the 

Colorado moun- 

tains in America: 

“Between Veta mountain 

and the Peaks nestle the 

quaint cluster of houses con- 

stituting Veta Station. Recall- 

ing the eye from the distant to the 

immediate, it falls with horrified stare 

upon the precipice which upon our left 
plunges headlong down amony the scattered 

rocks and blasted trees to the very bottom 

of the gorge that but a few moments before 

appeared the loveliest of little valleys. As 
we draw closer to the car window with that 
sense of danger which increases the subli- 
mity of the scene, it seems as if we were 
hanging over the very verge of the chasm, 
so narrow the ledge upon which we are 

passing up, up, ever upward! Fainter and 
fainter grows the line of the road beneath 

us, and upon Veta Mountain, directly oppo- 
site, we distinguish a freight train apparently 
going in the same direction we are, but in 
fact headed exactly the other way, and upon 
an incline so steep as to look almost as if 
in the act of falling over upon itself Still 
we climb, and every second the scene grows 
more terrific in its character. Great streams 
of loose stones fall away from the line of 
track, poured out as if by superhuman hand 
all along down the mountain-sides. Here 
we breathe freer, thinking that if aught 
should happen to the train, its mad plunge 

      

over the rocky wall would be stopped by 

the mighty trees that stand stalwart upon the 
brink. Another sudden turn, and there is 

nought but the sheer declivity between us 

and the track nearly eight hundred feet in 
the dim distance below. Nearing Inspira- 
tion Point, the wildness of the ride, the 
terror-inspiring abruptness of the precipice, 

the stone-stayed track-bed, and the hoarse 

mutterings of the locomotive, tend to an 
excitement that few can control, and for a 

moment the fact of being actually above the 

clouds upon a railroad train is not heeded. 
Nevertheless it is true, for below us wreathe 

the snowy fleeces like softly-fallen snow, 

out from which the peaks rise in sublime 
magnificence, and appear to fairly double 

their towering height. As if intensely im- 
pressed with the utter solemnity and majesty 
of the scene, the ponderous engine length- 

ens its sonorous breathings, more slowly 

strides along its steel-bound way, and passes 
the dizzy depths with motian so stately 
as to suggest new thoughts of nature’s 
wondrous influences. 

We steadily watch until the last ray is 
lost in the twilight haze, and the last tint 

faded into the wondrously clear blue of the 
night ; then over the mountain-sides ; upon 

the sharp-cut faces of the peaks, down into 

the moss-carpeted valleys, into the car 

windows until the lighted lamps look like 
dusky sparks of smouldering fire, shines the 
evening star. Those who have seen the 
Alps, have enjoyed to the fullest the glo- 

rious vistas of Switzerland, and have since 
crossed the Sangre de Cristo range ovez 

Veta Pass by starlight, declare there is 
nothing in all Europe to equal it.”


