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Monday, May 13. We stayed at Dobe town till near noon, 
when a train of 80 wagons carrying emigrants started. The post 
commander bad detained all emigrants until a sufficient number 
bad congregated to form a train of that size to travel together for 
mutual protection. One of the members of the party was elected 
wagon boss, or captain, whose duty it was to select camping 
grounds, detail night guards to protect the stock, etc. We thought 
it a waste of time to stop longer to search for our things. The 
Masons seemed to be interested in it and if they should ever hear 
of the things they will let us know. The trunk I brought along 
contained all the extra clothes for Will and myself, so we are short 
on wearing apparel. I had also balrnd a fruit cake to take along, 
thinking it would be a treat on the way. It was in the trunk; the 
thieves got that, too. We had an opportunity of seeing General 
Sherman and staff here. He is on an engineering tour, they say, 
for some railroad. I was glad of the chance to see him. It was 
the U. P. survey he was making. 

Monday, May 14. We stopped yesterday after covering 10 
miles, and camped with a train for the first time. Have not seen 
any of our company. They are emigrants and we prefer them to 
freighters as they are more congenial. The Platte River is a fine 
looking stream here. It is as broad as the Missouri, but so shallow 
that it can be forded anywhere, though the quicksands are danger
ous for horses. 

Friday, May 18. We had some ranch eggs for supper. 'l'hey 
were but forty cents a dozen. We camped last night at Plum 
Creek, 38 miles from Dobe town, and are corralled in with the train 
for the first time. We have quite a village. There is a baby in the 
next wagon, a bride on the corner, with quite a sprinkling of others. 
The wagon boss bas a family. His daughter called on us this morn
ing. All sympathize with us for our loss. I do not get a bit tired 
of riding, but the wind is terribly annoying, as it blows the sand 
into the eyes and throat. 

Saturday, May 19. Last night we had the most magnificent 
storm cloud I ever saw. I watched it gather for some time. A fire 
was built on the prairie between us and the cloud, which burned 
brightly. It lighted up the cloud and with sharp lightning and 
heavy thunder it was a spectacle nearly as grand as the burning 
of Atlanta, as one gentleman said. The storm passed to the east, 
as they say it never rains on the Platte ; it is like the Nile in that 
respect, but not to be compared for f ertility . 

May 21, Monday. Some of our neighbors called on us yester
day, one a young lady whose father is the leader of the party. 
They are going to Oregon to reside. 'f here are 13 persons in their 
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wagon, 9 of their own family. There is another large family with 
a babe that was but three weeks old when they started. 'l'he babe is 
getting along nicely. It likes the motion of the wagon. Then there 
is a bride and her husband with a nice outfit going to the mines in 
Oregon. He has spent six years in Oregon. They have a saddle 
horse for each to ride, a light wagon and a baggage wagon. They 
are from Lockport, New York. 

Tuesday, May 22. Passed Cottonwood Springs this noon and 
feel as if we are making good time and progress toward Julesburg, 
Colo. Cottonwood is quite a place. It is a military post and has a 
saw mill. It is very warm in the middle of the day, but cool morn
ings and evenings. We camped last night 10 miles from Cotton
wood and had no water. The Platte River is some distance away. 

ELIZABETH KEYES STRATTON 
First School Teacher in Fort Collins, Colorado 

Friday, May 25. We are camped at Fremont Springs; had to 
driYe some distance to get water. There is a doctor in the train 
but I have not heard of any sickness. We passed an ox train this 
morning. A little six-year-old girl was driving one of the teams. 

Saturday, May 26. Yesterday we crossed O'Fallon's Bluffs. 
Here the bluffs come quite near the river and the road goes over 
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them for a mile or such a matter. It was hard for the horses as 
the wind blew strongly. The wind blows from all quarters and is 
cold enough for great coats and shawls. 

Monday. "\Ve stayed over Sunday near Alkali Station and it 
is well named. The ground all around is covered with a 'rhite 
incrustation looking like ice. The train had a stampede of mules 
Sunday morning. 'rhey ran back more than 20 miles. A very 
valuable one came near dying from drinking too soon. We are 
right in the worst place for Indians, but have seen none yet, though 
heard there were some in the neighborhood. Some of the train 
members are nervous. This noon we came to Star ranch, the old 
California crossing of the Platte. 

Tuesday. We are almost to Julesburg. For several miles the 
road has been over the bluffs, very sandy and hard on the horses. 
Mr. Peterson is about §ick and I have a very sore throat. This is 
the edge of Colorado, 180 miles from our destination. If not de
tained we should soon be at our journey's end. Our Oregon friends 
expect to cross the river here. 'l'here is no timber along here at all. 
Wood sells for $100 per cord. A government wood train dropped 
enough to supply us. 

Wednesday. Our train split up here, a portion to cross the 
river and go up the North Platte, consequently we were detained 
to wait the arrival of teams enough to make up a train with 36 
men. Fortunately our quota was filled last night and this morning 
we were glad enough to leave Julesburg. The roads are bad, the 
sand deep. Julesburg is like Fort Kearney, most officers' quarters. 
Buildings are going up on the other side of the river. Corn $5.7fi 
per bushel, dried apples 40c, bacon 38c a pound. Dealers have no 
conscience as regards skinning emigrants. 

Thursday, May 24. Had dreadful roads out of Julesburg, the 
sand hills so bad the horses could hardly pull through them. We 
heard in the afternoon at a ranch terrible stories about Indians. It 
was said they were on the north side of the Platte, and on the Re
publican they stopped and plundered a government train and stage. 
We shall be glad when we get out of the Indians' reach. Last 
night we had the first rain on the Platte, though it threatens to 
storm every night. We have not had such hard winds lately as we 
had farther clown the Platte. A man here wants to go al~1ost np 
to Collins with us so we shall have some company if we can take 
him. 

Saturday, 1\'.Iay 26. "\Ve had quite an adventure yesterday. 
'l'he Overland coach came and let the passengers out at the foot of 
a hill as we were out walking. A gentleman asked Will where he 
was from and finding that he was acquainted with me he came on 
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up to speak with me. Though I had only casually known him at 
home, yet meeting him here seemed like seeing an old friend. We 
had time for but a few words when the stage driver called, ''All 
aboard.'' 

This morning a member of our train killed an antelope, the 
first that anyone had been fortunate enough to get. He generously 
divided the meat among us. Mr. Peterson thinks it an old antelope 
and very thin, though not "sour grapes" by any means. We 
passed "Fort Wicked" today. The place is well fortified against 
Indian attacks. The corral for cattle is enclosed with adobe and has 
portholes. The house and buildings are also enclosed. This was 
the only stage station left on the road after the Indian raid of a 
year ago. It is thirty miles from there to the Junction. 

Sunday, May 27. We camped last night nine miles east of the 
Junction, and still we have not a glimpse of the royal Rocky Moun
tains, the envious clouds still keeping their thick veil down over 
them. We hope soon to be near enough to behold the mountains 
face to face in spite of the clouds or caps. We passed the J unc
tion without being halted, left our train and came on kiting and 
now, hurrah, for Collins. If no preventing providence intervenes 
we shall soon end our tedious trip. We still hear marvelous tales 
of Indian depredations which as near as we can trace them up are 
like the three black crows. 

Monday, }fay 28. Wonderful to tell! We had a genuine snow 
storm last night. "\Ve got on swimmingly yesterday, roads fairly 
good. Got to Fremont's Orchard when it began to snow thick and 
fast. It had been growing cold all day and we had been putting 
on extra coats and shawls till we were wrapped up for winter. We 
got our tent pitched before it snowed enough to wet the grass. The 
men and horses had a bad time of it, but we had nice wood and 
had a hot supper on the table. It snowed several inches but is 
thawing and we will start on this morning. There is considerable 
timber in Fremont's Orchard, but not fruit trees-all cottonwoods. 

Tuesday, 1\Iay 29. Had to cross some terrible sand hills ves
terday and today but are finally at the ferry. No immediate p~os
pects of crossing but hope for the best. We are so near the moun
tains that they loom up considerable. They look to be near but are 
over 30 miles away, I suppose. l<-,ount Peterson shot an antelope 
and we are waiting patiently for it to be brought in so we could 
cook some of the meat for dinner. It is quite vexatious to haYe to 
stop here instead of keeping on to Aunty's (Mrs. E. Stone) which 
we could reach by noon tomorrow if not detained here. 

Wednesday. The ferry boat has not arrived and our visitor 
1\fr. Knute Nelson, went up to Latham Station Tuesday evenin~ 
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and found that the horses could ford the Platte there and that 
there was a skiff in which we could carry our things across. Latham 
is five miles above. We picked up and started, having decided not 
to wait for the ferry. While we were on the way a thunder cloud 
arose. The wind blew cold and in about an hour it hailed, snowed 
and rained as severely as I had ever witnessed. The storm was of 
short duration. The men put up the tents and we got dinner. 
After dinner the men began taking the things across the river 
with a will and by sunset we were on the home side of the Platte in 
good spirits, but tired. The wagon was taken across one wheel at 
a time-some job. 

Thursday, May 31. In the night there was another rain storm. 
They tell about its being dry here, but we have had more rain 
than we wanted. This morning the mountains were beautiful. 'l'he 
snowy range glows pure and white in the sunlight above the black 
hills. We are on the Cache la Pouclre River which rises in the 
snowy range and flows past us. The water is fine and cool and re
freshing .to drink. Mr. Nelson, whose things we brought from the 
Junction, left us five miles from the Platte on a ranch. And there 
Mr. Peterson met a man right from Aunty Stone's. He said she 
had been worried a bout us. We are at noon to clay within 12 or 
13 miles of Collins. We hope to get through tonight if the roads 
are not too bad. 

Friday, June 1. Arrived safely at Collins last night after a 
hard drive, but could not think of stopping so near. Found Aunty 
Stone well. She has a very comfortable home for this country. 
There are three large rooms below and chambers for sleeping rooms. 
She very kindly gave me her spare room and says I can consider 
it my private room. It has an ingrain carpet, nice bed, windows 
affording a nice sunset view of the hills and the pretty Cache la 
Poudre. 

We ~re all very tired tonight. Mrs. Peterson and I have clone 
a large washing, the accumulation of so many weeks for so many 
persons. Aunty is busy with her increases of family. She already 
has eight officers as regular boarders besides the men who are at 
work on Fount Peterson's photograph gallery. The officers are 
very anxious for him to begin taking pictures. 

Saturday, June 2. I enjoy it here very much. My aunt does 
all in her power to malrn it pleasant, and if I and '\Vill keep well 
shall not regret the trip across the plains in a covered wagon. 


