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      A mesmerizing work, literarily impressive and historically exacting. -Kirkus

      In 1847, the Donner party resorted to eating human flesh to survive entrapment at the base of the Sierra Nevada mountains. They became infamous almost instantly, inspiring hundreds of books, stories, and interviews exploring their misery. But none of them tell the extraordinary story from the first-person point of view of the female survivors.

      Until now.

      Three women yearned to make better lives in California:

      Nineteen-year-old Mary Ann Graves set out west with her family in search of a home that would be free of disease like the ague that had afflicted her mother and sisters for years. If she met a handsome guy along the way, well, she wouldn’t complain. As the belle of the Donner party, she certainly had plenty of interest.

      Peggy Breen had just given birth to her seventh child, but she wasn’t afraid of the two-thousand-mile journey toward prosperity. She’d take care of her children and honor her husband along the trail, because that’s what women of faith did. But when supplies became limited, her giving heart and her mother’s instinct were at odds.

      Virginia Blackstone Reed, the thirteen-year-old daughter of the group’s leader, set out in search of adventure, riding her sassy palomino pony alongside the largest double-decker wagon anyone had ever seen. As the adopted daughter of the most influential and prosperous man in the wagon train, she had no idea at the start that her polarizing father with his ostentatious wealth would pave the way for their future devastation.

      By the time these women and the rest of the party reached the Sierra Nevada mountains after taking an unproven “shortcut,” they were already two months late. They had lost people, oxen, mules, and livestock they couldn’t survive without. Then the snow began to fall.

      And it didn’t stop.

      Hungry follows the tenacious protagonists and their miraculous rescue as they fight the elements and one another, highlighting the strength that kept them going when most of us would have been defeated.

      Kirkus Reviews said of Hungry, “The story’s historical verisimilitude is magisterial—the author’s research is simply impeccable. This is much more than a recitation of historical facts, though—Baker brings to terrifying life the cruel proximity of hope and barbarism, and the unspeakable things people will do to survive and to save their own. This is a stunning glimpse into a vanished time in American history when every obstacle seemed surmountable and progress assured, despite the awesome danger that lurked everywhere.”
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      For my darling Jack:

      I would never, ever, ever eat you.

      

      (You’re FAR too small.)
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      During the summer of 1846, eighty-seven people joined forces as they traveled from various places in or near Missouri toward California, a land governed at the time by Mexico. The United States settlers knew that their country was technically at war with Mexico, but that was not near the top of their list of concerns.

      For various reasons, all the members of the Donner party, as it came to be known, were late to the trail, and all of them were eager to make up for lost time. That’s the main reason why they decided to take the untested Hastings shortcut—to make up for lost time so that they could reach the Sierra Nevada mountains and cross them before winter struck.

      The fact that it was a shortcut, along with pretty much all the promises made by an infamous man named Lansford Hastings, turned out to be a lie. The route they took added a full month to their trip instead of shortening it. And worse, they lost the lives of people, oxen, mules, and other livestock on that leg of the journey that they could not afford to lose.

      By the time they reached the base of the Sierra Nevada mountains, they were nearly two months late, and when they finally attempted to cross on Halloween, after traveling without rest for nearly seven full months, an early blizzard hit. They retreated after that first attempt, scrambling to make shelters in which to huddle while they waited for a break in the weather.

      A break that never came.

      In the end, half of the men, women, and children who were a part of that wagon train died. Of those who survived, only eight did not consume human flesh in order to do it.

      Many people have told versions of this story over the years, but this one is different. In an attempt to bring the struggles, the perspectives, and the joys of these often misunderstood travelers to life, I’m telling this story in first person point of view, from three of the most interesting members of the party. Thirteen-year-old Virginia Reed, nineteen-year-old Mary Ann Graves, and forty-one-year-old Peggy Breen, mother of seven.

      As you might expect with such a large party, the accounts of those involved diverge critically on nearly every key point. Many interests were involved, and many individuals wrote their accounts for different reasons and with changing motivations. It’s essentially impossible to know the precise truth of just how or why things occurred. Insofar as it was possible, I maintained truth and accuracy with circumstances, dates, and facts. However, with regard to the thoughts, feelings, and motivations of all the travelers involved, I used my imagination.

      But all the things I will write could have happened just as they do in my tale. I think that this story is replete with the highs and lows of human nature, and I believe that you, like me, will be able see yourself inside of it somewhere.

      As you learn about their harrowing and inspiring story, I hope that you might find a fresh and unique perspective on your own.

    

  

  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Peggy Breen

          

          Prologue

        

      

    

    
      A woman who weighs a hundred and thirty pounds, as I did in the spring of 1846, needs roughly two thousand calories a day in order to maintain a healthy weight. If you account for the calories we burned from walking an average of fifteen miles a day alongside our oxen-pulled wagons, you can add another fifteen hundred calories to the mix.

      Getting up at dawn and tending to children, packing wagons, hauling water in buckets from the nearest stream for humans and animals, helping our husbands gather firewood or bison chips, preparing coffee and bread for the day, and the myriad other tasks that female travelers completed each morning—not to mention nursing a newborn as I was—meant that we needed even more calories to remain healthy and strong. Disease, accidents, and hostile forces stalked the trails we traveled, so remaining strong wasn’t optional.

      The weak died.

      By the time our company reached the base of the Sierra Nevada mountains on Halloween of 1846, our bodies had already weakened. Most of us had been operating at a significant caloric deficit for quite some time. Even with the extra supplies that Charles Stanton had brought from Sutter’s Fort, our stores had been depleted to a dangerously low level.

      Long before anyone in the Donner party ever contemplated eating another human, our bodies had already been pulling on our natural fat stores for the nutrients they needed to keep operating for many weeks.

      But I didn’t know any of that then.

      No, on that fateful final day when we failed miserably in our first attempt to cross the massive mountains standing between us and California, all I knew was that I was already very, very hungry. I had no idea how much worse that hunger would become, or what such a powerful force could do to God-fearing humans.

      But I was about to find out.

    

  

  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter 1

          

          
            Mary Ann Graves

          

        

      

    

    
      I was always the pretty sister.

      My older sister by one year, Sarah, was the funny one. She was the smart one, too, and the one everyone loved best.

      That’s just how it was.

      Everyone thought that I’d be the first Graves girl to get married because of my face and shiny, curly hair. Our family was a little odd, but for a famous local beauty, marriage wouldn’t be a problem. That’s what women always told me. I couldn’t really take issue with their statements.

      Our family was a little odd.

      Pa insisted on wandering into town barefoot to trade his furs and game, no matter the weather. Our mother wasn’t much more conventional. She’d take a boat into town to sell her honey and eggs, even in a snowstorm. We all lived in a one-room farmhouse on the banks of the Illinois river, and there were a lot of us. But the same people who called us odd also knew that our family was helpful and supportive. People called on my mother for help with childbirth, new babies, and all sorts of other problems. Pa was handy with, well, nearly everything.

      In spite of our family quirks, plenty of men did propose to me. It’s just that none of the men ever felt quite right, so I always said no. Sarah and I had each other—we were inseparable—so I didn’t have to say yes to the first man who asked. When your best friend is your sister, you’re always together.

      But one day during Sunday School, I noticed Sarah watching a young man—one we all knew relatively well. Jay Fosdick’s family had been living here as long as we had, or perhaps even a few years longer. The Fosdicks were nothing special. Jay himself wasn’t particularly tall, or particularly smart, or particularly strong. He wasn’t especially handsome either, though he wasn’t unattractive, I suppose.

      But I couldn’t imagine why Sarah would stare at him.

      It unnerved me.

      When Jay stood up that day and began to play Amazing Grace, his hands flying across the fiddle, I finally understood. He may not have been an obvious catch, but he was extraordinary in unique, understated ways, just like Sarah herself.

      I wasn’t even surprised when he proposed the next week.

      Or worse, when she said yes.

      But I knew we’d still see each other. Every Sunday at church, at least. They’d probably move to a small home on his father’s farm. It wasn’t far from ours. I started calculating how much I might be able to earn from selling eggs in the next few weeks. I could probably afford a bolt of muslin for a wedding gift, or perhaps a new hat. If I managed to find a beehive or two, I might be able to buy Sarah a new pair of shoes. I was looking over the various things at the General Store when something distracted me.

      Or rather, someone.

      The man was wearing a strange, cone-shaped hat, and he was piling supplies up on the main counter like he owned half of Illinois. “I’d like two bags of hard candies as well.” He was beaming.

      So was the store proprietor. “That’s quite a lot of candy,” Harris said from behind the counter. “Are you sure?”

      “My wife has a sweet tooth,” the funny-hat man said. “And we’re celebrating.”

      “What are you celebrating?” I was glad Harris asked. I also wanted to know. There weren’t many new people around here, and I’d never seen him.

      “We’ve decided to settle somewhere around here—we’re in the market for a farm. If you know of someone willing to sell, send them my way. We’re staying at the boarding house across the street with our three children.”

      “A farm?”

      The man leaned closer. “I sold my farm back east for quite a lot, and I’m willing to pay top dollar, especially if there’s already a home and barn built. Spread the word.”

      Before I could even nudge my father, I noticed he was watching.

      Pa had read a book about California during the long, miserable winter, and with Ma sick again with the shakes, I knew he wanted to sell up. “Franklin Graves,” Pa said, extending his hand. “I have a lovely farm with a home and barn, right on the river. I’d be happy to show you more of it.”

      The funny-hat man turned out to be deadly serious, and within days, Pa had struck a deal. The man would pay us fifteen hundred silver dollars for our farm. It was a fortune greater than any I’d ever heard of, and Pa was delighted. We’d take most of our animals and all our wagons—we had three farm wagons we could modify to use for a longer journey—and we’d leave in three weeks.

      Of course, the real problem came when Sarah told her fiancé. Jay Fosdick’s father was adamantly opposed to the notion of traveling west. He loved Illinois and refused to ever leave. As Jay was the only son old enough to help on the farm, he forbade him to leave too, which meant that Sarah would also stay. She swore that one day she’d visit, but we all knew that was impossible. We’d be traveling two thousand miles away—we’d never see one another again.

      Every time I thought about Sunday School meetings without her, baby births, or Fourth of July Celebrations, I wanted to bawl. I might be the pretty one, but who cares about that? I wanted the smart one close to help my children with their sums. I wanted the funny one to dole out stories and humor when things got bad. I hated Jay Fiddling Fosdick for taking her away from me.

      Ma and Pa were as upset as I was—she was everyone’s favorite.

      Preparing to leave on this epic voyage into the unknown should’ve been exciting. We piled up supplies around the house, and we added boards to the wagons. We sewed the shell for the sun and wind shade on each of the wagons while my pa built the frames. I helped when my dad split the wood for the oxen yokes. We traded some of our dairy cows for more oxen. We slaughtered and salted hogs, and we constructed cages to hold our chickens while we travelled. We’d let them out each night to scratch around and find food, but they had to be secured for the traveling.

      Pa tried to keep things happy by talking about California. He’d now done his research, and we knew that the ground there was fecund—supposedly, anything would grow. We knew you could secure a portion of land there for a song. With our fifteen hundred coins, we’d be able to buy the nicest of spots, even after the costs of traveling two thousand miles. Bees were everywhere, and grass grew bountifully without irrigation for the cattle, even during the winter. It was paradise, or as near to it as anyone had found.

      But instead of becoming more excited as the day to depart drew nearer, my heart grew heavier.

      “You should take Nedra.” Ma rubbed our dun mare’s face, but her eyes were on Sarah. “She loves you more than anyone else, and the terribly long journey would probably be too hard on her.”

      Sarah sighed and leaned against Nedra’s round side. “She’s not even old, Ma.”

      “Fifteen for a horse is different than fifteen for a human,” Ma said. But we all knew she was trying to leave Sarah something valuable. Something by which to remember us. “She can have a few more foals, and then you’ll be set for years to come, with Graves animals.” Ma’s eyes welled with tears yet again.

      “I can’t do that.” Sarah straightened.

      Mom handed her the lead. “I insist. Your pa and I can spare her, and maybe someday you can ride her out for a visit.”

      It was a lie we were telling more and more often as our departure hastened.

      “Bess and her calf are already too generous a bridal gift,” Sarah said. “Plus my hope chest.” She shook her head. “We can’t take more, not when you and Pa have eight other children to look after.”

      “Just take her,” I said. “It’s not like we don’t know what we need at this point.” I hated how angry I got, but I couldn’t help it. I wasn’t mad at Sarah—I loved her too much for that. But my anger at the situation had to go somewhere, so every time Jay came over to visit, I nearly bit his head off.

      He knew why. He never complained.

      The day before we were set to leave, we spent hours stacking all our supplies into the wagons. Bedrolls, iron cookware, dutch ovens, Dad’s tools, iron shoes, nails, seeds for the spring, candles, tarps, blankets, and the three salted hogs.

      I was tired and irritable when we finished, and I was ready to head inside for something to eat when I saw Jay jogging toward us. Technically it was too far for me to see his face, coming up from the edge of the river as he was, but his big, goofy straw hat was a dead giveaway. I turned to go inside, refusing to greet him with a smile. I should be kind to Sarah’s future husband, but I just couldn’t.

      Sarah grabbed my arm. “Stay, please. He said he wants to go for a walk today, like we used to.” Before he declared he’d be staying behind, and keeping my best friend with him.

      I gritted my teeth, but I couldn’t tell Sarah no. It might be the last request she made of me. “The path will be muddy.” The spring had been wet, wet, wet, and I was already sick of it, two weeks into April. “My shoes will get covered in mud.”

      Sarah rolled her eyes, but she nodded as she said, “Fine. If you go, I’ll clean them for you.” She hated cleaning muddy shoes, so that offer meant something.

      When Jay finally reached us, I could tell he had more ‘exciting’ news. Yesterday, he came over with the very exciting news that their lost rooster was found. The day before, he shared that their cow had given birth to twins. He was practically bouncing, and his entire face was taken up with a lopsided grin. It looked as goofy as his hat.

      “What?” I asked. “What happened this time?”

      “When we went hunting this morning, Pa and I managed to shoot not one, not even two, but four deer. And an elk.” His eyes widened, his stupid grin growing even larger.

      “Amazing,” I said, my voice flat. “What amazing news.” I don’t roll my eyes, but it’s hard.

      “It is good news.” He folded his arms. “Because with all the good news that kept coming in, my father decided that he shouldn’t be standing in our way.” Jay dropped his gaze to Sarah’s. “He’s given his blessing.”

      “He’s—what?” Sarah’s mouth dangled open. Her eyes widened. She inhaled sharply. “Tell me exactly what that means.”

      “I’m late today—I was going to come help load the wagons—but the reason is that Father went through and separated out the things he’s sending with us for our journey. . .to California.”

      I whooped so loudly that people started shooting out of the door of our farmhouse.

      “What’s going on?” Ma asked.

      “Why are you shouting?” Pa asked.

      “Sarah’s coming!” I’d grabbed her hands and we were spinning round and round.

      Within moments, all the kids had joined in, and we were running and shouting and dancing in circles. “I promised Mother and Father we’d be married before we left,” Jay said. “They wanted to see it.”

      “Then we have a wedding cake to make,” Ma said. But she didn’t look upset at all.

      “And I think we should shift some things over,” Pa said. “We’re giving you one of our wagons as a wedding gift.”

      It was a very happy day all around.

      We had no idea how rare that would be in the months to come.
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            Virginia Reed

          

        

      

    

    
      I was only eight years old when Papa bought Billy for me.

      Papa and Mama had given me a lot of amazing things, but my little cream pony was by far the best gift I’d ever received. Now, as we prepared for an unimaginably long trip from Springfield, Illinois to California, the thing I looked forward to the most was daily rides on Billy. His glossy coat gleamed, and when he tossed his head, the braids I’d plaited along his mane shook. There had never been a golden pony as lovely as mine.

      We had spent the last hour and more saying goodbye to all our gathered friends. Papa’s hand had been clasped over and over, and all his friends were standing still, watching us leave. My schoolmates had come, some of them crying, and some of them standing with somber faces. A few had already left, unable to stand and watch as we left.

      “It’s almost time, Virginia.” Papa grinned when he gestured for me to climb up into the saddle, and I knew that of everyone in the family, no one was as excited as the two of us. Mama was sobbing, actually. I could hear her from her seat inside the family wagon.

      But I smiled broadly back at Papa, ready for the adventure.

      Mama’s brothers, Gersham and James, were trying to act excited, but we all knew they were upset. Mama’s mother, Grandma Keyes, a ‘tough old bird,’ as Papa called her, insisted that she would come with us. No matter how her sons begged, she never changed her mind.

      “Ginny,” she called from where her sons had carried her and placed her on a big feather bed inside the family wagon. “Ginny.”

      “I’m here.” I waved.

      She could only see me from the back of the wagon now because being on Billy made me taller. Our friends had taken to calling the two-story wagon Papa had custom designed a ‘Pioneer Palace Car,’ which was a ridiculous name, but even I had to admit that it was fitting. Patty’s small face was floating next to Grandma’s, holding the curtains back. Grandma Keyes smiled her gap-toothed smile and waved.

      She’d never been in the best of health that I could remember, and even for a healthy person, this was supposed to be a difficult journey. Last night I had even asked her, “Papa says your cough’s getting worse. Are you sure you should come?”

      “My dear.” She cradled the side of my face with her hand. “You don’t have children yet, so I won’t fault you for asking.” She coughed then, loud and long. Once she could speak, her smile was gentle as she said, “One of my sons already went west, and if God’s willing, we’ll cross paths with your uncle. But above all things, I won’t be parted from your mother. She’s my only daughter, and it’s that simple.” She had patted my hand then, like there was nothing more to say.

      My uncles followed us for almost two full days in the hope that she’d change her mind, riding alongside our wagon processional and camping nearby at night.

      She didn’t.

      “At least Reed spared no expense,” Uncle James said as they prepared to turn around. “That’s the most ridiculous wagon I have ever seen—I hope those oxen can pull it the whole way.”

      Our wagon was much taller, and it was wider, too. It had storage above each wheel and under the bouncing seats. It had a second floor with beds, and the main cabin had a stove with a pipe that carefully ran the length of it, keeping us warm even on the coldest of mornings.

      Because of its size, it took four yoke of oxen to pull it, eight beasts in all, and Papa had hired the finest drover just to manage it. He was a man we’d known for years and years—he had worked for Papa’s wood mill, and we all loved Milt Elliott. When we told him we were leaving, he begged to come with us.

      We had two more wagons full of supplies, of course, and Papa hired two more men to tend them. After all, he couldn’t very well ride with me every day if he was chained to a wagon, directing oxen. The other two wagons were loaded down with our supplies, including everything we could even imagine we might want. In addition to the usual tents, food, blankets, tools, clothing, and so forth, Papa had ordered a brand new cooking stove for when we reached California. Mama’s friends had also given her a full-length looking glass, which Papa hung on the far side of the family car so that she could maintain her looks on this long trek.

      Our long-time housekeeper and cook, Eliza Williams, came with us, as did Baylis Williams, her albino brother. Poor Baylis had to stay hidden in one of the supply wagons all day, or he’d risk burning his skin to a crisp. He said he’d never been able to go out in the sun, which I thought was the most terrible curse. He was always happy to help with tasks once the sun went down, and he liked to smile as much as his sister. It was nice to have them along to help with the cows and the cooking and the hauling water.

      So far, that was the only thing I really didn’t like about traveling.

      Everything that was already annoying back home was doubly hard when you were traveling. Most days, I rode out on Billy and Papa rode on his mare, Glaucus, moving easily ahead of the ponderously slow wagons. That was especially nice, because all those oxen feet churned up loads of dust when it was dry, and created lots of terrible ruts and bogs when it was wet. We had a job, though. Since we were ahead, we’d look and look for good places to stop. We had to stop twice—once in the middle of the day to give the animals a break and eat something. And again for the night.

      At lunch, we mostly just wanted to find shade and water, but after a long day of walking, we needed water and a safe place to stop for humans and animals both. I got really good at finding accessible water and long, rich grass. When things looked safe and protected, like in places where there weren’t many Indians, or when we found a nice sheltered area, we didn’t have to circle the wagons to keep the cattle in between them. That made things a lot easier, and the ground stayed a lot less messy.

      Horses and cows that are eating and drinking also poop a lot.

      At thirteen, I’m old enough to keep my eyes open and avoid it, but some of the little kids just don’t pay attention. My youngest brother, Thomas, always came back with poop splattered on his pants, and Mama would exhale slowly and sigh before helping him change clothes. Thanks to a very wet spring, for most of the first few weeks, everything that wasn’t covered in poop was covered in mud.

      It squelched. It splattered. It just plain stunk.

      It kept me and Papa on horseback every second we could be, but we did have to clean Glaucus and Billy’s feet off really well each day, or they could go lame. Even with the mud, and later, the bugs, we just kept right on going, even when our poor teamsters, Walt Herron, James Smith, and Milt Elliot, had to shout and whip the oxen to get them moving. Even when the wagon wheels got stuck and we had to double team the wagons, we kept moving ahead. Even when the sun beat down or the rain fell or the wind screamed, we bowed our heads, and we kept going.

      Until finally, we reached the Big Blue River.

      I think that was around the end of May, and after Grandma Keyes had gotten better for a bit, she wilted again. For nearly a week of wet, miserable, muddy travel, she spent all day every day lying down. She cried about the big lumps, and she moaned through the long, frustrating slogs, and my little eight-year-old sister Patty never left her side. Patty would also describe everything to her, from Indians to wildflowers, and then she’d twitch the window open when Grandma wanted to see things for herself.

      But Grandma’s cough got worse, and her spirits got awfully low.

      When we asked her to tell us stories about her aunt who was captured by the Indians, which she normally loved to tell, she’d just wave us off and then start to cough again. I was praying for her to get better every morning and every night, but God wasn’t listening.

      Not one bit, apparently, because it only got worse.

      When we got to that Big Blue River, it was bigger than ever before, and it didn’t even look very blue. “That water looks almost brown,” I said, eyeing it sideways so I could also watch Papa’s reaction. I liked to know what he thought, so I could know what I thought.

      “It’s all the rain.” He was frowning. “There’s no way we can ford it, not like that.”

      “What will we do, then?”

      Papa shrugged. “Not much we can do. We’ll have to wait for it to go down.”

      We waited, and then we waited some more. The river didn’t go down, but Grandma Keyes, well, she did something that made us care a little less about the enormous, brownish Big Blue River.

      She coughed and coughed and coughed.

      And then she died.

      Mama was never the strongest or the fiercest, but when she lost Grandma, her grief was definitely the biggest. It hurt my heart to see her sobbing. Patty went from being Grandma Keyes’ shadow to being Mama’s. She was stuck to Mama like a flea to a dog, so I wasn’t sure what to do.

      “Come along, Ginny,” Papa said. “You and I will make sure Grandma Keyes has a beautiful casket, even out here in the wilds.”

      Not only did Papa pay someone to build her a mighty fine casket out of a fresh-hewn cottonwood tree, but he also found a man to carve her name and birthplace on a nice, flat, round rock. The man was named John Denton. Papa knew him back in Springfield, and he was working for the Donners. As we were all friends, Mr. Denton really wanted to do it right. He spent all day carving Grandma Keyes’ name, birthdate, and death date. It looked real nice when he was done.

      By way of a service, a Reverend Cornwall tried to say some nice words, but between Mama’s crying and Patty’s quiet sobs, I didn’t hear much of it. I knew why everyone was sad—she was gone, of course, but they also didn’t like leaving her on the trail. I was sad not to be able to visit her grave too, but Grandma knew she was sick, and she got to spend her last weeks with the people she loved the most. I thought that if we could have asked her again, even knowing she’d die out here, she’d do the exact same thing and come with us. That made it less sad to me.

      After the funeral was finally past, something else became pretty clear. The Big Blue River wasn’t going to settle down any time soon, and we’d waited too long already. Papa set to work after that on making rafts, because we were stuck floating the wagons across.

      Milt Elliott was the best driver in the whole company, and he was responsible for our family wagon with almost all of our special things in it. Even though he was good at his job, and even though Papa said not to worry, I was scared that our wagon wouldn’t make it across. It was way bigger and way heavier and way more everything than everyone else’s, and what if the raft just gave out and it sank to the bottom of the stupid, muddy river?

      I told Milt, “Make sure those oxen don’t miss the raft, alright?”

      He laughed so hard, he slapped his thigh. “No, little Virginia, you can be sure of that. I won’t let them miss it.”

      I shouldn’t have worried so much. With just three words, “whoa,” “haw,” and “gee,” Milt Elliott could make those oxen do most anything. The men made one twenty-five foot wide raft, cut from the biggest trees they could find, and that was the one we used. Milt had a little trouble, but in the end, he forced all eight of them onto that newly-made raft.

      After far, far too long, we were finally on our way again.

      If Mama looked back a little more during the next day or two, well, I couldn’t fault her for that. I’m sure if I’d lost Mama, I’d be crying for months.

      One good thing happened the day after we finally cleared the Big Blue River—I made a friend. Dad and I were scouting a good spot to stop, and we hadn’t had much luck, so Papa told me to head back and let everyone know that we’d have to go just a little farther than usual.

      “I know it’ll be a long day,” he said, “but with the delay we had, I imagine most people will be pleased to make a little extra progress.”

      I was wheeling Billy around to head back around the corner when I nearly ran headlong into someone coming around the bend. It was a boy I’d seen before but not had much chance to visit with. His name was Eddie—Edward Breen—but that was all I knew.

      “Whoa.” He hauled back on the reins of his horse, who had not taken our near collision in stride. His sorrel’s eyes rolled, and her nostrils flared, and she tossed her head and stomped, but Eddie handled her well.

      Once both our horses had calmed down, I pointed behind him. “My father sent me back to let everyone know we’ll have to make a late camp today.”

      “Your Pa is James Reed?”

      I nodded.

      “He’s from Ireland.”

      He wasn’t asking. He already knew. I nodded again.

      “My father’s from Ireland, too. Only. . .” He swallowed. “We’re Catholic.”

      I shrugged.

      “You don’t care?”

      I shook my head slowly.

      He watched me for a moment, and then he asked me in a small voice, “Why do we have to make camp later?”

      “There’s not enough grass here.” I tossed my head toward the area beyond. “It’s just too rocky.”

      “And back there, the drop to get to the stream was too steep.”

      I nodded. “Exactly.” I couldn’t help my smile. “Did everyone back with the wagons seem exhausted?”

      “Don’t they always?” He wasn’t quite smiling, but almost.

      “I can’t really blame them,” I said. “I feel sorry for the ones who don’t have horses to ride.”

      “My pa and my brother John are stuck driving the wagons, and my Pa says Patty Junior’s too small to ride out alone.” His smile was smug. “So I’m the only one who can, really.”

      “My sister Patty’s way too small, too.”

      “Both Pattys are too small.” Eddie was really smirking.

      “Patrick and Patricia,” I said. “It’s kind of funny that we both have younger siblings we call Patty.”

      “We have to call him that, because Patrick Junior is way too long to say, but I bet mine’s more annoying.”

      “I wouldn’t count on it.” I encouraged Billy to start trotting back, and Eddie kept up admirably. “Mine has this doll she never stops playing with.”

      Eddie frowned, as if he was mulling over a problem. “Dolls? What’s annoying about that? Mine picks his nose.”

      “Patty steals my sweets.” Billy never wanted another horse to pass him, so as Eddy’s horse sped up, so did Billy. I kept him from cantering, but we were moving pretty well along.

      “Did I just say he picked his nose?” He arched one eyebrow. “He also eats the boogers.”

      “Eww.”

      “See?” He chuckled. “I win.”

      The rest of the ride was just as ridiculous, and I loved every minute of it. By the time we reached the first wagon in our group, Eddie and I were fast friends.

      And the next morning, when Papa and I rode out, he was ready.

      “Can Eddie Breen come along with us?” I asked Papa.

      Papa eyed him up and down. “You’re Patrick Breen’s boy?”

      Eddie nodded slowly.

      “You can handle that horse?”

      My new friend smiled. “Trixie’s not quite as fast or as sure-footed as your mare, sir, but yes. She listens to me most of the time, and I make her listen the rest.”

      Eddie might not have known it, but complimenting Papa’s grey mare was literally the best thing he could have done. Sometimes I thought the only thing Papa liked more than me or Mama or the other children was his horse. I knew he loved us more, but it was fairly close. He’d broken Glaucus himself, and she loved him like he was her mother or something.

      “You’re alright, boy. As long as your father can spare you, you can ride out with us.”

      And that’s how I became best friends with an Irish Catholic boy. I had no idea at the time how much that friendship would change my life in the months to come.
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      It took us nearly a month to reach St. Joe’s.

      We reached the outskirts of town just before dusk, and we set up camp the same way we always did. When dawn came, we were all buzzing with excitement about going into town. We’d been traveling for weeks and weeks, but they called St. Joe’s the launch point for a reason. We hoped to find a wagon train to join here.

      Pa woke my seventeen-year-old brother, Billy, and they headed out to round up the oxen and our four dairy cows. One of them was struggling to keep up right now, because she was due to have a calf any day. Another just had her calf a week ago. We had to keep it in the wagon for a few days, but new calves learn to walk fast.

      I grabbed two buckets, pouring what was left from the night into the bucket for the cattle, and then heading to the stream with the other. My little sister, Eleanor, was already awake, tossing handfuls of grain to the six chickens to gather them back in. They knew what was coming, and it took them a few moments to decide whether it was worth a handful of grain. They didn’t especially like being locked back in their wooden boxes for another day of bumpy riding.

      I had to yank the blanket off Lovina—she’s eleven, and as different from level, calm, thirteen-year-old Eleanor as can be. “Mary Ann,” Lovina whimpered. “Just a few more minutes. I’m so tired.”

      “But last night, I slept with Nancy, so you can’t say she kicked you all night.” I arched one eyebrow. Nancy did kick, but being kicked was less annoying than hearing Lovina whine about it.

      “This time, it was Johnny kicking. And didn’t you hear Frankie? He woke up and kept coughing, all night long.”

      I hadn’t, but I’d learned to sleep through most everything years and years ago. Living in a one-bedroom farmhouse had basically prepared us to share a tent, or at least, I thought it had. In spite of every single day of her life leading up to the trip, Lovina had apparently never become used to all the noises and rigamarole of a large family. “Even so,” I said, trying to stay calm, “it’s time to start working on the flour.”

      “Why can’t we just buy the expensive flour? I hate the middlings.”

      “Superfine costs too much,” I said. “And with a little sifting, the middlings taste just fine.” We toss the excess to the chickens the next morning anyway, so there’s no waste. Trying to explain the basics of economizing to Lovina had always been a waste of time.

      “No,” Johnny said. “Don’t let Lovina do it. I nearly chipped my teeth on a rock last time she sifted it.”

      “A rock? Really?” I couldn’t help snorting a little.

      Johnny exaggerated as much as Lovina complained.

      Sarah was carrying another bucket back from the stream. “Did you say you found a rock in the bread?” She met my eyes. “Sounds pretty dangerous. Why don’t you help her sift, then? You can be quality control. Keep all our teeth safe.”

      Lovina and Johnny were both muttering, but they were also moving toward the wagon when I started sawing a hunk off the dangling salted pork. By the time I had it cut into smaller strips and was tossing it into the frying pan, Eleanor had returned with three large eggs and a tiny one. My father would be pleased. We only found one yesterday, and somehow it had been cracked. We had to feed it to Ollie, our dog. He was delighted, but wasted food never makes Pa happy.

      Mother had the fire going already, and Eleanor set right to mixing the biscuits while I got the pork strips frying. By the time we finished making breakfast, Lovina had the flour ready for us to mix up the bread we’d use for the rest of the day. We’d had a lot of practice, so it was no shock to me to discover that Ma had broken down the tent and stowed it away and the bread was nearly done baking, at about the same time that the boys got all the animals fed, watered, and hooked up to the wagons.

      We set the dutch ovens in the back of the wagons and headed out just after we all ate breakfast. Walking fifteen miles every day with wagons pulled by oxen wasn’t easy, but we had it down to an art by now. Our one teamster, John Snyder, took control of one wagon, Billy and Pa shared the load of driving the other, and Jay Fosdick drove the third. For years, most people headed to California made for Independence, Missouri, but an increasingly large number of emigrants were now leaving from St. Joseph’s. From our part of Illinois, it just made sense to launch from somewhere a bit closer.

      It had been a cold, dirty, damp month getting here.

      But St. Joe’s was thankfully dry, and blessedly full of people, and those people were eagerly selling all the supplies we needed. I was already heartily sick of eating biscuits, a bite of egg, and salted pork every morning. Because Pa had sold his farm for quite a lot, we had enough to buy what we needed, but that didn’t mean Pa wanted to spend a dime more than necessary. That was just who he was.

      Sarah and Jay made their own decisions on supplies, but Ma left Eleanor and John Snyder, our family friend turned paid helper, to watch the kids while Ma and Pa and I went to buy supplies for the rest of us. It was a lot to buy, but we needed all of it. Sugar, twenty pounds a person, flour, at least two hundred pounds more than what we had per person, ten pounds of salt, brandy for Ma, whiskey for Pa, vinegar, crackers, hard tack, a wheel of cheese, in case our mother cow doesn’t make much milk for a while on travel rations, saleratus, raisins, and some hard candies for the youngest kids when they had bad days.

      It was almost alarming to see how fast the cost added up, and I wasn’t even the one paying. Even still, once we hauled the supplies out, we had to find a place for all of them in the two wagons we shared. Pa wound up storing a bit of it with Jay and Sarah, and I realized the bit he ‘stored’ was really what he thought they would be short.

      My Pa wasn’t perfect, but he loved his kids. We were lucky to have him.

      After buying food, we bought three new pairs of shoes, a few new coats, socks, a few blankets, and then Pa had an axe mended. He also bought a few new tools, and a whole stack of iron shoes for the oxen. With eighteen oxen between the three wagons, we had a lot of animals to care for. The last thing you want to be without in the middle of a long-distance trip is the shoes your oxen or horses need to walk comfortably.

      That night, none of us were bone-tired, because we hadn’t walked fifteen miles like usual. Instead of dropping right to sleep after dinner, Jay got his fiddle out. As much as it annoyed me that he stole my sister away, I could always understand how when he played. It was like everything else disappeared.

      There was a youngish man in a wagon a few down from us who walked down to join us with a smile on his face. He had longish, brown hair, and bright hazel eyes. “That’s amazing,” he said, glancing at Jay.

      “He’s my brother-in-law,” I said. “He knows his way around a fiddle—that’s for sure.”

      “He’s married to your sister?” He glanced at Sarah.

      I nodded.

      “But then, you’re. . .” The man raised his eyebrows.

      I could feel the heat rise in my cheeks. “I’m not wed.”

      John Snyder stood up then, and without saying another word, yanked the wide, flat piece of wood that formed the back of the wagon out of its place and set it on the mostly-flat but grass-covered ground. “Play a fun one, Jay.”

      John Snyder had been the handsomest man in our small town before we left, and since we set out on the trail, I’d yet to see someone better looking. He had sandy-blond hair, sky-blue eyes, and a dusting of freckles across his nose. His eyes were a bit close-set, but they lent him a kind of boyish charm. And when Jay began to play The Rose of Allendale, faster than I’d usually heard it played, John started to dance. I had no idea he was an accomplished dancer.

      The dancing attracted even more travelers. Before I knew it, more wagon tails had been dropped down next to ours. And when Jay stopped playing, the man with the hazel eyes said, “Can you play Skip to my Lou?”

      Jay’s eyes were twinkling when he started.

      When the man offered me his hand, I took it. I hadn’t danced in what felt like forever, but it was easy. It felt. . .nice. Things hadn’t been normal since we’d set out a month gone, but without the ever-present mud, without the bone-deep exhaustion from walking, walking, walking, and with wagons full of supplies, I felt. . .optimistic.

      It made me smile.

      And when someone began singing, “Lost my partner, what shall I do?” I was shocked when John Snyder appeared right next to me and snatched my hand away from the hazel-eyed traveler with a smile.

      “Finally,” John said. “I’ve been waiting a month for a chance to dance with you.”

      My heart flipped over in my chest.

      His hand tightened on mine, and he pulled us tighter together with a grin that only I could see in the fading light. It was a surprise, because in the month we’d been traveling together, he hadn’t so much as flirted once. When the song ended, he didn’t let go of my hand. When I tried to tug it away, he said, “I can’t let go. I’m worried you’ll dance with that other man again.” His intensely blue eyes were holding my gaze.

      I swallowed. “Why do you care?”

      “I might have to punch him if you do.” The side of his mouth turned upward, but just a hair. I couldn’t tell whether he was kidding.

      “You wouldn’t dare punch a stranger.”

      “Try me.” The intensity of his gaze was even more exciting than his good looks. He seemed deadly serious.

      I dragged a breath into my tired lungs, and I lifted my chin. “Well, if you don’t want me dancing with anyone else, you’ll have to give me a reason not to. A reason that makes sense.”

      He stepped closer, reminding me just how much he towered over me, and he whispered. “I’ve liked you for quite some time, Mary Ann Graves, but as I’m working for your father right now, I thought I ought to leave you alone.”

      “And this is leaving it alone?” I arched one eyebrow.

      A muscle in his jaw jumped. “Sometimes what I think I ought to do and what I actually do aren’t the same.”

      “So if I don’t dance with that guy, you’ll just keep ignoring me?”

      He blinked. “Maybe.”

      “That won’t do. I better find him quick.”

      He laughed then, loud and long. “You’re quite a girl, Mary Ann. Quite a girl.”

      That was when it started. Right there, on the very night we finished our business at St. Joe’s, we set out for California and John Snyder took my hand and squeezed. It was the point of no return for a lot of things.
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      By the time we crossed the Platte River on June 8, it had been almost two months since we left home. At first, I was excited to get bacon each morning. We only had it a few days a week back home. Mama preferred eggs and fish at least half of the time. I’d never been much for fish, especially lake trout, which was the easiest thing to come by in Illinois, but after two months of nothing but salted pork every single morning, I was heartily sick of bacon as well. I wasn’t alone in being tired of it, but most of the men were too exhausted to try their hands at fishing in the waning light after we made camp each night, so salted pork was all we had.

      When Papa suggested that we could swing in a wide loop to look for game now that we saw some open, grassy areas, I heartily agreed. He loaded up his bag and we set out, just the two of us. Eddie’s ma needed him to help her with some hauling today, so he wasn’t riding out. I suspected his horse might’ve gotten a little sore, too. There were a lot of rocks, and Trixie was moving slow as we made camp. I loved having a friend who also loved to ride, but I also liked having some time with just my father.

      That day, I wasn’t unhappy that it was just me and Papa.

      At first, we mostly just saw geese—from too far a distance to shoot—and then a few rabbits. Papa wasn’t above shooting a rabbit, but today, I could tell he wanted something bigger. He wasn’t even taking aim at the little critters. We’d gone about as far away as we could without tiring the horses, I could tell, but that’s when we saw them. Three elk. A mother and its baby, which Papa tried not to shoot, and a young buck, with growing but still prominent antlers.

      “This is it, darling. Hang back while I bring one home.”

      I had no problems hanging back. My pony Billy was many things: golden, shining, and brave, for a few. He never shied or fussed about walking through streams or even fording rivers, even though Papa said horses can’t tell how deep the water is. He was willing to charge through anthill infested fields, he would plow past piles of old leaves or other detritus, and he never balked at climbing or descending steep hills.

      But he didn’t much care for gunshot.

      Papa was lucky that Glaucus, his grey mare, didn’t bat an eye at the loud bangs, or shift and rear when he started to reload, either. In fact, after years with Papa, she almost took over while he was busy, and once she saw the elk, I could tell she knew what Papa wanted. She skirted the small bluff with a thicket to provide some cover, and then when they reached the edge, she froze, holding entirely still.

      That’s when Papa took his shot. The buck shuddered, and then he went down. It was one of the easiest kills I’d seen Papa make, and he had made a lot. He was right handy with a rifle, but he also knew how to use a handgun—his favorite was the Allen & Thurber pepperbox. I wasn’t sure if he’d brought it today, its range not being nearly as good as the rifle, but I knew he could manage one.

      “Darling, head on over and take her.” He meant Glaucus, of course.

      Because now, our biggest problem was going to be transporting the majority of the elk back to camp with just two horses. I knew what Papa would need first—a rope to hang the elk and drain a lot of the blood, and then help with the horses while he quartered it. That wasn’t a part of hunting that I particularly enjoyed, so Papa handed me Glaucus’s reins and I took the horses to be watered and graze for a bit while Papa worked.

      Once the horses were grazing happily, I wandered back to see what progress Papa had made. He’d already drained the blood, and he was nearly done field dressing it, which is a messy business. I was sure he’d wash in the nearby stream, but Mama and Eliza would still have quite a lot of work cleaning the blood out of his sleeves.

      He wiped his brow with his shoulder, and a smear of red covered his forehead. I laughed, which is how he knew I was near, and that’s also how I was caught. “Come on over and help me hold this steady.”

      I sighed heavily, but I knew he’d need my help to quarter it properly.

      “It’s a shame I can’t take the head back. For a young buck, he’s got a proper rack.” Papa was happy to provide meat, but he also enjoyed being regaled by the other travelers for his hunting prowess. I knew it would bother him to leave his trophy behind, but the meat was too valuable to sacrifice, and we only had two horses to take it.

      “Do you think we’ll rejoin the trail around where the wagons are?”

      Papa sighed. “I hope so.”

      We’d have to walk alongside the horses on the way back, since it was unfair to ask them to carry both us and the elk, but it would be worth it. I was hardly salivating while looking at all the disgusting gore in front of me, but I would be soon enough, I knew. Elk meat was good eating. It wasn’t as fatty as the salted pork, but in many ways, it was more delicious.

      It took us another hour and a half to get the meat prepped, and Papa and I both cringed a little when we lashed it to our beautiful saddles—cleaning them up would be a long process—but the meat would hold up much better if we didn’t drag it such a long way.

      “It’s a lot of work to bring back meat for the wagon train,” I said. “We could maybe salt it and keep it all ourselves.”

      Papa rolled his eyes. “It’s much better fresh, and besides, that takes time we don’t have. We need to keep moving. There will be more elk, darling. Don’t you worry about that.”

      There were always more elk, especially when your papa was as great a hunter as mine. “I know.”

      “Plus, game always tastes better when it’s shared.”

      Sometimes it annoyed me that we were always the ones doing all the sharing, but it never upset Papa, so I tried to be glad, too. When we got back, we were hailed as returning conquerors, and I understood his desire to help the others on the trail a little more. He even let me pass out sections to the families we were traveling with.

      George Donner clapped Papa on the shoulder and beamed. “You always shoot the best elk, Reed. Thanks.”

      George’s younger brother was much, much smaller, and he always looked a little ill to me, but he was just as happy for the meat. “Many thanks, my friend.” Jacob Donner waved his wife over, and she was practically beaming. “It’s a welcome change from the salted pork.”

      I wasn’t the only one sick of it, clearly.

      That night, we all feasted, and there was even a little dancing. Eddie Breen surprised me, dancing a little jig on the back of their wagon tongue when his pa played a fiddle.

      “That little boy can dance,” Papa said with bright eyes.

      It was a good day, if an exhausting one. Mama insisted on doing all the washing, and then Baylis, who was very excited for the meat, insisted on cleaning up both our saddles! I hadn’t expected that. Maybe that’s why, the next afternoon, when we were scouting out a decent place to stop for the night, Papa was so upset.

      “Reed!” William Russell was the leader of the wagon train we’d been following, and I rarely saw him smiling so broadly. Usually, I saw him at night, and the Kentuckian was almost always taking a swig from his silver flask. “You’ll never guess what we did today.” He slapped his knee.

      Papa frowned, slowing Glaucus to a stop. “What?”

      “You sure thought you were the hero yesterday, sharing out those small portions of elk, didn’t you?” Russell’s eyes were wild, his chin lifted. “That piece you gave us was small enough. Well, well. I guess you’re not the star today, not anymore.”

      The furrow in Papa’s brow deepened. “What do you mean?”

      “What do I mean? Joseph shot a buffalo! We just dragged

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  
OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        What It’s About
      


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Dedication
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Author’s Note
      


      		
        Peggy Breen
      


      		
        1. Mary Ann Graves
      


      		
        2. Virginia Reed
      


      		
        3. Mary Ann Graves
      


      		
        4. Virginia Reed
      


      		
        5. Peggy Breen
      


      		
        6. Peggy Breen
      


      		
        7. Mary Ann Graves
      


      		
        8. Virginia Reed
      


      		
        9. Mary Ann Graves
      


      		
        10. Virginia Reed
      


      		
        11. Peggy Breen
      


      		
        12. Virginia Reed
      


      		
        13. Mary Ann Graves
      


      		
        14. Virginia Reed
      


      		
        15. Peggy Breen
      


      		
        16. Mary Ann Graves
      


      		
        17. Peggy Breen
      


      		
        18. Peggy Breen
      


      		
        19. Virginia Reed
      


      		
        20. Mary Ann Graves
      


      		
        21. Peggy Breen
      


      		
        22. Mary Ann Graves
      


      		
        23. Mary Ann Graves
      


      		
        24. Virginia Reed
      


      		
        25. Mary Ann Graves
      


      		
        26. Peggy Breen
      


      		
        27. Virginia Reed
      


      		
        28. Virginia Reed
      


      		
        29. Peggy Breen
      


      		
        30. Peggy Breen
      


      		
        31. Mary Ann Graves
      


      		
        Epilogue
      


      		
        Donner Party Members
      


      		
        Acknowledgments
      


      		
        About the Author
      


      		
        Also by B. E. Baker
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		About the Author


      		Also by B. E. Baker


    


  



This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.




OEBPS/images/hungry-cover-with-quote.jpg
THE INSPIRING TALE OF THREE
DONNER PARTY SURVIVORS






OEBPS/images/ppp-logo.png
kﬁf

Publishing





