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8 ROUGHING IT

more to desire. My contentment was complete. At the
end of an hour or two I was ready for the joomey. Not
much packing was necessary, because we were going in
the oyerland stage from the Miisouri frontier to Nevada,
and passengers were only allowed a small quantity of
baggage apiece. There was no Pacific railroad in those
fine times of ten or twelve years ago—not a single rail

of it.

I only proposed to stay in Nevada three months—

I

had no thonght of staying longer than th^t. I meant to
see all I could that was new and strange, and tiien

hurry home to business. I little thought that I would
not see the end of that three-month pleasure excursion
for six or seven uncommonly long years 1

I dreamed all night about Indians, deserts, and
silver bars, and in due time, next day, we took ship-

ping at the St. Louis wharf on board a steamboat bound
up the Missouri River.

STs were six days going from St Louis to ''St. Joe"
—a trip that was so dull, and sleepy, and eventless that

it has left no more impression on my memory than if its

duration had been six minutes ixistead of that many
days. No record is left in my mind, now, concerning it,

but a confused jumble of savage-looking snags, which we
deliberately walked over with one wheel or the other;

and of ree£i which we butted and butted, and then re-

tired from and climbed over in some softer place ; and
of sand-bars which we roosted on occasionally, and
rested, and then got out our crutches and sparred over.

In fact, the boat might almost as well have gone to

St. Joe by land, for she was walking most of llie time,

anyhow—-climbing' over reefs and clambering ov^r snags

patiently and laboriously all day long. The captain

said she was a ''bully" boat, and all she wanted was
more "shear" and a bigger wheel. I thought she wanted
a pair of stilts, but I had the deep sagacity not to say so


