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way Omaha, and the worthy official was 

wont to clap the mails into the crown of 

his hat, and keep them there until by 

chance he met the person whose letter thus 

reposed upon his honoured head. Omaha 

is now a kind of postal centre, has a grand 

post-office, and half a dozen clerks. 
For awhile the road, after leaving 

Omaha, runs parallel with the river Platte, 

a tributary of the Missouri, and almost as 
great a stream. ‘The valley enriched by its 
waters teems with fertilisation, and the 

boundless plains stretch away to the very 
verge of the northern horizon. Mechanical 
agencies become rarer and scarcer as we 
proceed westward; habitations are sparse 

and humble; we begin to think and talk of 
buffalo and antelope, although as a matter 
of fact there is but one line (the Kansas 
and Pacific) from which railway passengers 
by any chance catch a passing glimpse of 
the former beast. The plains have not 
sufficient wood and water to tempt settlers 
im any numbers, but even on these wastes, 
once the dread of emigrants travelling in 
company for the sake of protection, home- 
steads smile beneath you. In this great 

agricultural ‘State of Nebraska the plains, if 
wide and bare, are marvellously rich, and 
there are grass-lands in our track said, and 
no doubt with truth, to be unsurpassed. 

As you approach Cheyenne the Rocky 
Mountains lift up their crowns, and the 
land becomes wild with the wildness of 
rugged barrenness. The atmosphere is 
highly exhilarating; by the time we have 
ascended to Cheyenne, we are over six 
thousand feet above the level of the ocean, 
and the Rocky Mountains invite to a still 
higher elevation. Like Omaha, Cheyenne 
is brand new and thriving. Not far to the 
south—as in this country we count distance 
—is Denver, and the outlying riches of Colo- 
rado; and Cheyenne is the ante-chamber to 
that land of lawlessness and gold. Onwards, 
still Westward Ho! we pursue our journey. 
Granitic masses, rude bluffs, sage-brush, 
alkali plains, and distant peaks, tell a tale 
of human perseverance and, engineering 
skill. Snow-sheds and snow-fences appear   

suggestive of the severe winter storms and 

the snow-plough with which the locomotive 
cuts its way through the whitened track. 
There are miles upon miles of snow-fences; 
and on the plains, and on the mountain- 
sides, there stand snow-ploughs, eleven feet 
high, ready for the six or eight locornotives 
which, in a few months, will be urging them 
forward through the accumulated snow. 
The snow-sheds are solidly constructed with 
plank and stone, as they must needs be, 
since their presence indicates a point of 
danger. Upon this section of the line you 
eat at stations placed at proper distances 
apart; and the food, though dear, is of ex- 
cellent quality. Buffalo, elk, grouse, prairie 
fowl, antelope, turkey, and other ‘small 
deer,’ are offered to you in great variety. 

Cafions and gorges are now frequent, 
and the rugged scenery puts on increasing 
grandeur as the train proceeds onwards and 
upwards. Sherman stands on the summit 
of the Rocky Mountains, eight thousand 
two hundred feet above the level of the sea, 

and we have now, in round reckoning, com- 
pleted two-thirds of our trip, and are assured 
that the last third is infinitely more interest- 
ing than anything previously experienced. 

Such shrubs and trees as have now the 

hardihood to burst into existence in these 
high latitudes are dwarfed and shrivelled, 
but there is game galore in the district, and 
the brooks and water-courses, galloping 

down to the plains, abound with trout. 

Heavy brakes—and the brake: principle is 
applied to perfection upon these lines—are 

required as the train speeds down the 
western slope of the mighty mountain 
range, and in good time a halt is called at 
Lamarie, which may be designated the 
Crewe of the system. The veritable prairies 
come next, home of countless herds of deer, 

and haunt, in the depth of winter, of the 

ponderous elk. Still imposingly rugged is 
the landscape, and most imposing of all 

the Wasatch Mountains, which form the 

wall of partition between the Rocky Range 

and Salt Lake City. The Wasatch Cafions 

are sublime, the mountains overlooking 
Salt Lake Valley surpassingly lovely.


