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s ANTI-SLAVERY TRACTS,

Iowa to Nebraska City, of any sort, and that whether one starts from Iowa
City or Mount Pleasant, it is equally necessary to bring up at Councilk
Bluffs, and thence get down the river as one can, the best way being to
take a stage which leaves twice a week for Sidney, at the convenient
hour of midnight. Sidney 1s fifteen miles from this city, and one must
choose between a private conveyance thence, and a hack which is sa¢d to
run twice a week with the maails.

There is thus no stage line over the greater part of either route, and
this is a great inconvenience.. A route has been talked of in the news-
papers, and even announced in handbills, running directly from Mount
Pleasant to this place, through the second tier of Iowa counties, but L
am satisfied that there s no prospect of its being opened. In the mean
time, the one hope of Kanzas emigration is the Burlington and Missouri
Rivers Railroad. Let Eastern capitalists remember this.

At present no person, without actually travelling across Iowa, can ap-
preciate the injury done by the closing of the Missouri River. Emi-
grants must toil, week after week, beneath a burning sun, over the
parched and endless ¢ rolling prairie,” sometimes seeing no house for a
day or two together, camping often without wood, and sometimes with-
out water, and obliged to carry with them every eatable they use. It is
no wonder that they often fall sick on the way; and when 1 consider
how infinitely weary were even my four days and nights of staging,
(after as many more of railroad travel,) I can only wonder at the pa-
tience and fortitude which the present emigrants have shown.

As soon as one approaches the Missouri River, even in Iowa and
Nebraska, he begins to feel as if he were in France or Austria. Men
are very cautious in defining their position, and wait to hear what others
will say. Then, perhaps, their tongues are slightly loosed, if they think
there are no spies about them. But it is no slight risk when a man
may have to pay with his life, further down the river, for a free word,
spoken at Council Bluffs or Sidney, both Pro-Slavery towns.

The first night I spent in this place, it seemed as if a symbolical
pageant had been got up to remind me where I was. I sat writing by
an open window in the beautiful moonlight. A party of boys in the
street were shouting and screeching, playing ¢ Border Ruffian,” and
‘¢ storming a fort.” In a building beyond, two very inexperienced per-
formers played martial tunes with a drum and fife. Within, the small
tavern rocked with the music and dancing of a border ball. Thus I sat
between tragedy and comedy.

But there is plenty of genuine tragedy. Coming from a land where
milionaires think themselves generous in giving fifty dollars to Kanzas,
1 converse daily with men who have sacrificed all their property in ite




