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At Ogden, the station for Salt Lake City, 
the running is taken up by the Central 
Pacific Railway Company, and strong must 
be the temptation to a European compelled 
to pass the junction without the opportunity 
of turning aside to leave his card at the late 
Brigham Young’s chief habitation. A tall, 
thin, silent man, with a small party of emi- 
grants, amongst whom women predominated 

in the ratio of five to one, left the main line 
here, and walked away, mysterious as they 
had been throughout the journey from Chi- 
cago, in the direction of the Salt Lake 
branch. Two grisly men met them on the 
platform, a deputation of elders perhaps 
from the City of Saints, only thirty-nine 
miles distant. 

The waters of Salt Lake now come 
within our ken, distance lending enchant- 
ment to the view, and shadowy mountain 
summits dotting the horizon beyond. And 
soon we enter what with too much gran- 
diloquence has been termed, and is still 
known as, ‘The Great American Desert,’ 
sixty square miles of alkali plain speckled 
with the stunted sage-brush. Agriculturists 
maintain that this apparent waste, dreary 
to the eye, and useless to mankind, is un- 
mistakably fertile. The Humboldt Valley, 
of which we see a fair sample en passant, 
is famous grazing land, and amongst the 
huge, fierce-horned cattle you may pick out 
the sturdy Hereford and aristocratic Devon, 
to remind you of home. This strip of living 
green runs eighty miles, with an average 
width of ten miles. Soon we are in the 
regions where miners toil and sojourn. That 
line of small black objects winding down 
yonder hillside is a column of mules and 
mustangs, laden with stuff that represents 
the needs and fruits of a miner’s life. 
Since leaving Omaha an occasional Indian, 
a dismal redskin, half-heathen, halfChris- 
tian, has looked stolidly at us as we passed ; 
but the most sentimental of our company 
would have been puzzled to discover in 
him any remnants of the noble savage who, 
in the fascinating stories of boyhood, ruled 
the wigwam and made glorious the war- 
path. Farther down, in the midst of the   

vapour which enclouds Hot Spring Valley, 
a spur of little hills athwart the broad 
hollow divides the districts preyed upon 
respectively by the Shoshones and Pintes. 

The Sierras are now before us, with 
leagues of massive snow-sheds protecting 
the railroad from the avalanches and snow- 
drifts which the lofty peaks, deep caverns, 
and terrible precipices, hurl into the cuttings 
the genius of man has made and maintained 
through the last wild barrier. We hasten 
through a succession of surprises into the 
Summit Tunnel, and are not astonished to 
learn that the conductors of the railway 
have every year to protect their passengers 
and rolling stock from five-and-forty miles 
of severe snow-line. 

Then comes a glimpse of California be- 
low us, and the morning of the seventh day 
heralding in a rush down the Sierra from 
Summit to Colfax, that shall make the 
blood tingle and the pulses fly again—a 
rush from a seven thousand to a two thou- 
sand five hundred feet elevation, in two 
hours and a half. The wind makes weird 
music as you whirl round curves and cliffs, 
looking down into awesome chasms and 
upon dense woodland steeps. At the end 
of the train there is an open car, where, if 
you are so favoured, this glorious panorama 
may be surveyed without let or hindrance. 

The operations of the gold-miners attract 
your attention on the lower ground, and 

.the long flumes through which the water is 
conducted up and down hill, to serve the 
hardy miners, will for awhile keep the track 
close company. It is a new land, after the 
deserts a welcome Goshen, into which you 
have now entered. Airy piazzas surround 
the farmhouses, brilliant flowers spangle 
the fields and banks; the snow-sheds and 
sierras seem the remembrance of a dream 
in this atmosphere of summer. See the 
gardens and shrubberies and orchards, out 
of which rises the splendid dome of the 
Capitol of Sacramento City, and you shall 
be pardoned for whispering to your neigh- 
bour that if you were not wedded to the 
‘free fair homes of England,’ you would be 
content to dwell in peerless California.”


