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				I

				Through the Foothills with a Flock of Sheep

			
			In the great Cen­tral Val­ley of Cal­i­for­nia there are on­ly two sea­sons—spring and sum­mer. The spring be­gins with the first rain­storm, which usu­al­ly falls in No­vem­ber. In a few months the won­der­ful flow­ery veg­e­ta­tion is in full bloom, and by the end of May it is dead and dry and crisp, as if ev­ery plant had been roast­ed in an oven.

			Then the lolling, pant­ing flocks and herds are driv­en to the high, cool, green pas­tures of the Sier­ra. I was long­ing for the moun­tains about this time, but mon­ey was scarce and I couldn’t see how a bread sup­ply was to be kept up. While I was anx­ious­ly brood­ing on the bread prob­lem, so trou­ble­some to wan­der­ers, and try­ing to be­lieve that I might learn to live like the wild an­i­mals, glean­ing nour­ish­ment here and there from seeds, berries, etc., saun­ter­ing and climb­ing in joy­ful in­de­pen­dence of mon­ey or bag­gage, Mr. De­laney, a sheep-own­er, for whom I had worked a few weeks, called on me, and of­fered to en­gage me to go with his shep­herd and flock to the head­wa­ters of the Merced and Tuolumne rivers—the very re­gion I had most in mind. I was in the mood to ac­cept work of any kind that would take me in­to the moun­tains whose trea­sures I had tast­ed last sum­mer in the Yosemite re­gion. The flock, he ex­plained, would be moved grad­u­al­ly high­er through the suc­ces­sive for­est belts as the snow melt­ed, stop­ping for a few weeks at the best places we came to. These I thought would be good cen­ters of ob­ser­va­tion from which I might be able to make many telling ex­cur­sions with­in a ra­dius of eight or ten miles of the camps to learn some­thing of the plants, an­i­mals, and rocks; for he as­sured me that I should be left per­fect­ly free to fol­low my stud­ies. I judged, how­ev­er, that I was in no way the right man for the place, and freely ex­plained my short­com­ings, con­fess­ing that I was whol­ly un­ac­quaint­ed with the to­pog­ra­phy of the up­per moun­tains, the streams that would have to be crossed, and the wild sheep-eat­ing an­i­mals, etc.; in short that, what with bears, coy­otes, rivers, canyons, and thorny, be­wil­der­ing chap­ar­ral, I feared that half or more of his flock would be lost. For­tu­nate­ly these short­com­ings seemed in­signif­i­cant to Mr. De­laney. The main thing, he said, was to have a man about the camp whom he could trust to see that the shep­herd did his du­ty, and he as­sured me that the dif­fi­cul­ties that seemed so for­mi­da­ble at a dis­tance would van­ish as we went on; en­cour­ag­ing me fur­ther by say­ing that the shep­herd would do all the herd­ing, that I could study plants and rocks and scenery as much as I liked, and that he would him­self ac­com­pa­ny us to the first main camp and make oc­ca­sion­al vis­its to our high­er ones to re­plen­ish our store of pro­vi­sions and see how we pros­pered. There­fore I con­clud­ed to go, though still fear­ing, when I saw the sil­ly sheep bounc­ing one by one through the nar­row gate of the home cor­ral to be count­ed, that of the two thou­sand and fifty many would nev­er re­turn.

			I was for­tu­nate in get­ting a fine St. Bernard dog for a com­pan­ion. His mas­ter, a hunter with whom I was slight­ly ac­quaint­ed, came to me as soon as he heard that I was go­ing to spend the sum­mer in the Sier­ra and begged me to take his fa­vorite dog, Car­lo, with me, for he feared that if he were com­pelled to stay all sum­mer on the plains the fierce heat might be the death of him. “I think I can trust you to be kind to him,” he said, “and I am sure he will be good to you. He knows all about the moun­tain an­i­mals, will guard the camp, as­sist in man­ag­ing the sheep, and in ev­ery way be found able and faith­ful.” Car­lo knew we were talk­ing about him, watched our faces, and lis­tened so at­ten­tive­ly that I fan­cied he un­der­stood us. Call­ing him by name, I asked him if he was will­ing to go with me. He looked me in the face with eyes ex­press­ing won­der­ful in­tel­li­gence, then turned to his mas­ter, and af­ter per­mis­sion was giv­en by a wave of the hand to­ward me and a farewell pat­ting ca­ress, he qui­et­ly fol­lowed me as if he per­fect­ly un­der­stood all that had been said and had known me al­ways.

			
				
					June 3, 1869.

					This morn­ing pro­vi­sions, camp-ket­tles, blan­kets, plant-press, etc., were packed on two hors­es, the flock head­ed for the tawny foothills, and away we saun­tered in a cloud of dust: Mr. De­laney, bony and tall, with sharply hacked pro­file like Don Quixote, lead­ing the pack­hors­es, Bil­ly, the proud shep­herd, a Chi­na­man and a Dig­ger In­di­an to as­sist in driv­ing for the first few days in the brushy foothills, and my­self with note­book tied to my belt.

					The home ranch from which we set out is on the south side of the Tuolumne Riv­er near French Bar, where the foothills of meta­mor­phic gold-bear­ing slates dip be­low the strat­i­fied de­posits of the Cen­tral Val­ley. We had not gone more than a mile be­fore some of the old lead­ers of the flock showed by the ea­ger, in­quir­ing way they ran and looked ahead that they were think­ing of the high pas­tures they had en­joyed last sum­mer. Soon the whole flock seemed to be hope­ful­ly ex­cit­ed, the moth­ers call­ing their lambs, the lambs re­ply­ing in tones won­der­ful­ly hu­man, their fond­ly qua­ver­ing calls in­ter­rupt­ed now and then by hasti­ly snatched mouth­fuls of with­ered grass. Amid all this seem­ing ba­bel of baas as they streamed over the hills ev­ery moth­er and child rec­og­nized each oth­er’s voice. In case a tired lamb, half asleep in the smoth­er­ing dust, should fail to an­swer, its moth­er would come run­ning back through the flock to­ward the spot whence its last re­sponse was heard, and re­fused to be com­fort­ed un­til she found it, the one of a thou­sand, though to our eyes and ears all seemed alike.

					The flock trav­eled at the rate of about a mile an hour, out­spread in the form of an ir­reg­u­lar tri­an­gle, about a hun­dred yards wide at the base, and a hun­dred and fifty yards long, with a crooked, ev­er-chang­ing point made up of the strong­est for­agers, called the “lead­ers,” which, with the most ac­tive of those scat­tered along the ragged sides of the “main body,” hasti­ly ex­plored nooks in the rocks and bush­es for grass and leaves; the lambs and fee­ble old moth­ers dawdling in the rear were called the “tail end.”

					
						[image: A historical photograph that shows a large flock of sheep traversing a rocky mountain slope. The terrain is covered with scree, talus, and patches of snow and there is no vegetation.]
						Sheep feed­ing near Al­ger Lake on Black­top Moun­tain.
					
					About noon the heat was hard to bear; the poor sheep pant­ed piti­ful­ly and tried to stop in the shade of ev­ery tree they came to, while we gazed with ea­ger long­ing through the dim burn­ing glare to­ward the snowy moun­tains and streams, though not one was in sight. The land­scape is on­ly wa­ver­ing foothills rough­ened here and there with bush­es and trees and out­crop­ping mass­es of slate. The trees, most­ly the blue oak (Quer­cus Dou­glasii), are about thir­ty to forty feet high, with pale blue-green leaves and white bark, sparse­ly plant­ed on the thinnest soil or in crevices of rocks be­yond the reach of grass fires. The slates in many places rise abrupt­ly through the tawny grass in sharp lichen-cov­ered slabs like tomb­stones in de­sert­ed bury­ing-grounds. With the ex­cep­tion of the oak and four or five species of man­zani­ta and cean­oth­us, the veg­e­ta­tion of the foothills is most­ly the same as that of the plains. I saw this re­gion in the ear­ly spring, when it was a charm­ing land­scape gar­den full of birds and bees and flow­ers. Now the scorch­ing weath­er makes ev­ery­thing drea­ry. The ground is full of cracks, lizards glide about on the rocks, and ants in amaz­ing num­bers, whose tiny sparks of life on­ly burn the brighter with the heat, fair­ly quiver with un­quench­able en­er­gy as they run in long lines to fight and gath­er food. How it comes that they do not dry to a crisp in a few sec­onds’ ex­po­sure to such sun-fire is mar­velous. A few rat­tlesnakes lie coiled in out-of-the-way places, but are sel­dom seen. Mag­pies and crows, usu­al­ly so noisy, are silent now, stand­ing in mixed flocks on the ground be­neath the best shade trees, with bills wide open and wings drooped, too breath­less to speak; the quails al­so are try­ing to keep in the shade about the few tepid al­ka­line wa­ter-holes; cot­ton­tail rab­bits are run­ning from shade to shade among the cean­oth­us brush, and oc­ca­sion­al­ly the long-eared hare is seen can­ter­ing grace­ful­ly across the wider open­ings.

					Af­ter a short noon rest in a grove, the poor dust-choked flock was again driv­en ahead over the brushy hills, but the dim road­way we had been fol­low­ing fad­ed away just where it was most need­ed, com­pelling us to stop to look about us and get our bear­ings. The Chi­na­man seemed to think we were lost, and chat­tered in pid­gin Eng­lish con­cern­ing the abun­dance of “lit­ty stick” (chap­ar­ral), while the In­di­an silent­ly scanned the bil­lowy ridges and gulches for open­ings. Push­ing through the thorny jun­gle, we at length dis­cov­ered a road trend­ing to­ward Coul­ter­ville, which we fol­lowed un­til an hour be­fore sun­set, when we reached a dry ranch and camped for the night.

					Camp­ing in the foothills with a flock of sheep is sim­ple and easy, but far from pleas­ant. The sheep were al­lowed to pick what they could find in the neigh­bor­hood un­til af­ter sun­set, watched by the shep­herd, while the oth­ers gath­ered wood, made a fire, cooked, un­packed and fed the hors­es, etc. About dusk the weary sheep were gath­ered on the high­est open spot near camp, where they will­ing­ly bunched close to­geth­er, and af­ter each moth­er had found her lamb and suck­led it, all lay down and re­quired no at­ten­tion un­til morn­ing.

					Sup­per was an­nounced by the call, “Grub!” Each with a tin plate helped him­self di­rect from the pots and pans while chat­ting about such camp stud­ies as sheep-feed, mines, coy­otes, bears, or ad­ven­tures dur­ing the mem­o­rable gold days of pay dirt. The In­di­an kept in the back­ground, say­ing nev­er a word, as if he be­longed to an­oth­er species. The meal fin­ished, the dogs were fed, the smok­ers smoked by the fire, and un­der the in­flu­ences of full­ness and to­bac­co the calm that set­tled on their faces seemed al­most di­vine, some­thing like the mel­low med­i­ta­tive glow por­trayed on the coun­te­nances of saints. Then sud­den­ly, as if awak­en­ing from a dream, each with a sigh or a grunt knocked the ash­es out of his pipe, yawned, gazed at the fire a few mo­ments, said, “Well, I be­lieve I’ll turn in,” and straight­way van­ished be­neath his blan­kets. The fire smoul­dered and flick­ered an hour or two longer; the stars shone brighter; coons, coy­otes, and owls stirred the si­lence here and there, while crick­ets and hy­las made a cheer­ful, con­tin­u­ous mu­sic, so fit­ting and full that it seemed a part of the very body of the night. The on­ly dis­cor­dance came from a snor­ing sleep­er, and the cough­ing sheep with dust in their throats. In the starlight the flock looked like a big gray blan­ket.

				

				
					June 4.

					The camp was astir at day­break; cof­fee, ba­con, and beans formed the break­fast, fol­lowed by quick dish-wash­ing and pack­ing. A gen­er­al bleat­ing be­gan about sun­rise. As soon as a moth­er ewe arose, her lamb came bound­ing and bunting for its break­fast, and af­ter the thou­sand young­sters had been suck­led the flock be­gan to nib­ble and spread. The rest­less wethers with rav­en­ous ap­petites were the first to move, but dared not go far from the main body. Bil­ly and the In­di­an and the Chi­na­man kept them head­ed along the weary road, and al­lowed them to pick up what lit­tle they could find on a breadth of about a quar­ter of a mile. But as sev­er­al flocks had al­ready gone ahead of us, scarce a leaf, green or dry, was left; there­fore the starv­ing flock had to be hur­ried on over the bare, hot hills to the near­est of the green pas­tures, about twen­ty or thir­ty miles from here.

					The pack-an­i­mals were led by Don Quixote, a heavy ri­fle over his shoul­der in­tend­ed for bears and wolves. This day has been as hot and dusty as the first, lead­ing over gen­tly slop­ing brown hills, with most­ly the same veg­e­ta­tion, ex­cept­ing the strange-look­ing Sabine pine (Pi­nus sabini­ana), which here forms small groves or is scat­tered among the blue oaks. The trunk di­vides at a height of fif­teen or twen­ty feet in­to two or more stems, out­lean­ing or near­ly up­right, with many strag­gling branch­es and long gray nee­dles, cast­ing but lit­tle shade. In gen­er­al ap­pear­ance this tree looks more like a palm than a pine. The cones are about six or sev­en inch­es long, about five in di­am­e­ter, very heavy, and last long af­ter they fall, so that the ground be­neath the trees is cov­ered with them. They make fine resiny, light-giv­ing camp­fires, next to ears of In­di­an corn the most beau­ti­ful fu­el I’ve ev­er seen. The nuts, the Don tells me, are gath­ered in large quan­ti­ties by the Dig­ger In­di­ans for food. They are about as large and hard-shelled as hazel­nuts—food and fire fit for the gods from the same fruit.

				

				
					June 5.

					This morn­ing a few hours af­ter set­ting out with the crawl­ing sheep-cloud, we gained the sum­mit of the first well-de­fined bench on the moun­tain-flank at Pino Blan­co. The Sabine pines in­ter­est me great­ly. They are so airy and strange­ly palm-like I was ea­ger to sketch them, and was in a fever of ex­cite­ment with­out ac­com­plish­ing much. I man­aged to halt long enough, how­ev­er, to make a tol­er­a­bly fair sketch of Pino Blan­co peak from the south­west side, where there is a small field and vine­yard ir­ri­gat­ed by a stream that makes a pret­ty fall on its way down a gorge by the road­side.

					Af­ter gain­ing the open sum­mit of this first bench, feel­ing the nat­u­ral ex­hil­a­ra­tion due to the slight el­e­va­tion of a thou­sand feet or so, and the hopes ex­cit­ed con­cern­ing the out­look to be ob­tained, a mag­nif­i­cent sec­tion of the Merced Val­ley at what is called Horse­shoe Bend came full in sight—a glo­ri­ous wilder­ness that seemed to be call­ing with a thou­sand song­ful voic­es. Bold, down-sweep­ing slopes, feath­ered with pines and clumps of man­zani­ta with sun­ny, open spa­ces be­tween them, make up most of the fore­ground; the mid­dle and back­ground present fold be­yond fold of fine­ly mod­eled hills and ridges ris­ing in­to moun­tain-like mass­es in the dis­tance, all cov­ered with a shag­gy growth of chap­ar­ral, most­ly adenos­toma, plant­ed so mar­velous­ly close and even that it looks like soft, rich plush with­out a sin­gle tree or bare spot. As far as the eye can reach it ex­tends, a heav­ing, swelling sea of green as reg­u­lar and con­tin­u­ous as that pro­duced by the heaths of Scot­land. The sculp­ture of the land­scape is as strik­ing in its main lines as in its lav­ish rich­ness of de­tail; a grand con­gre­ga­tion of mas­sive heights with the riv­er shin­ing be­tween, each carved in­to smooth, grace­ful folds with­out leav­ing a sin­gle rocky an­gle ex­posed, as if the del­i­cate flut­ing and ridg­ing fash­ioned out of meta­mor­phic slates had been care­ful­ly sand­pa­pered. The whole land­scape showed de­sign, like man’s no­blest sculp­tures. How won­der­ful the pow­er of its beau­ty! Gaz­ing awestrick­en, I might have left ev­ery­thing for it. Glad, end­less work would then be mine trac­ing the forces that have brought forth its fea­tures, its rocks and plants and an­i­mals and glo­ri­ous weath­er. Beau­ty be­yond thought ev­ery­where, be­neath, above, made and be­ing made for­ev­er. I gazed and gazed and longed and ad­mired un­til the dusty sheep and packs were far out of sight, made hur­ried notes and a sketch, though there was no need of ei­ther, for the col­ors and lines and ex­pres­sion of this di­vine land­scape-coun­te­nance are so burned in­to mind and heart they sure­ly can nev­er grow dim.

					
						[image: A sketch of high alpine hills and mountain ranges that stretch one after another far into the distance.]
						Horse­shoe Bend, Merced Riv­er.
					
					
						[image: A sketch of a high-country forests and meadows with shrubs and trees in the foreground, dense forest in the distance and rolling mountaintops lining the horizon.]
						View from the sec­ond bench at the edge of the main for­est belt above Coul­ter­ville near Gree­ley’s Mill.
					
					The evening of this charmed day is cool, calm, cloud­less, and full of a kind of light­ning I have nev­er seen be­fore—white glow­ing cloud-shaped mass­es down among the trees and bush­es, like quick-throb­bing fire­flies in the Wis­con­sin mead­ows rather than the so-called “wild fire.” The spread­ing hairs of the hors­es’ tails and sparks from our blan­kets show how high­ly charged the air is.

				

				
					June 6.

					We are now on what may be called the sec­ond bench or plateau of the Range, af­ter mak­ing many small ups and downs over belts of hill-waves, with, of course, cor­re­spond­ing changes in the veg­e­ta­tion. In open spots many of the low­land com­posi­tae are still to be found, and some of the Mari­posa tulips and oth­er con­spic­u­ous mem­bers of the lily fam­i­ly; but the char­ac­ter­is­tic blue oak of the foothills is left be­low, and its place is tak­en by a fine large species (Quer­cus cal­i­for­ni­ca) with deeply lobed de­cid­u­ous leaves, pic­turesque­ly di­vid­ed trunk, and broad, massy, fine­ly lobed and mod­eled head. Here al­so at a height of about twen­ty-five hun­dred feet we come to the edge of the great conif­er­ous for­est, made up most­ly of yel­low pine with just a few sug­ar pines. We are now in the moun­tains and they are in us, kin­dling en­thu­si­asm, mak­ing ev­ery nerve quiver, fill­ing ev­ery pore and cell of us. Our flesh-and-bone taber­na­cle seems trans­par­ent as glass to the beau­ty about us, as if tru­ly an in­sep­a­ra­ble part of it, thrilling with the air and trees, streams and rocks, in the waves of the sun—a part of all na­ture, nei­ther old nor young, sick nor well, but im­mor­tal. Just now I can hard­ly con­ceive of any bod­i­ly con­di­tion de­pen­dent on food or breath any more than the ground or the sky. How glo­ri­ous a con­ver­sion, so com­plete and whole­some it is, scarce mem­o­ry enough of old bondage days left as a stand­point to view it from! In this new­ness of life we seem to have been so al­ways.

					Through a mead­ow open­ing in the pine woods I see snowy peaks about the head­wa­ters of the Merced above Yosemite. How near they seem and how clear their out­lines on the blue air, or rather in the blue air; for they seem to be sat­u­rat­ed with it. How con­sum­ing strong the in­vi­ta­tion they ex­tend! Shall I be al­lowed to go to them? Night and day I’ll pray that I may, but it seems too good to be true. Some­one wor­thy will go, able for the God­ful work, yet as far as I can I must drift about these love-mon­u­ment moun­tains, glad to be a ser­vant of ser­vants in so holy a wilder­ness.

					Found a love­ly lily (Calo­chor­tus al­bus) in a shady adenos­toma thick­et near Coul­ter­ville, in com­pa­ny with Adi­antum chilense. It is white with a faint pur­plish tinge in­side at the base of the petals, a most im­pres­sive plant, pure as a snow crys­tal, one of the plant saints that all must love and be made so much the pur­er by it ev­ery time it is seen. It puts the rough­est moun­taineer on his good be­hav­ior. With this plant the whole world would seem rich though none oth­er ex­ist­ed. It is not easy to keep on with the camp cloud while such plant peo­ple are stand­ing preach­ing by the way­side.

					Dur­ing the af­ter­noon we passed a fine mead­ow bound­ed by state­ly pines, most­ly the ar­rowy yel­low pine, with here and there a no­ble sug­ar pine, its feath­ery arms out­spread above the spires of its com­pan­ion species in marked con­trast; a glo­ri­ous tree, its cones fif­teen to twen­ty inch­es long, swing­ing like tas­sels at the ends of the branch­es with su­perb or­na­men­tal ef­fect. Saw some logs of this species at the Gree­ley Mill. They are round and reg­u­lar as if turned in a lathe, ex­cept­ing the butt cuts, which have a few but­tress­ing pro­jec­tions. The fra­grance of the sug­ary sap is de­li­cious and scents the mill and lum­ber yard. How beau­ti­ful the ground be­neath this pine thick­ly strewn with slen­der nee­dles and grand cones, and the piles of cone-scales, seed-wings and shells around the in­step of each tree where the squir­rels have been feast­ing! They get the seeds by cut­ting off the scales at the base in reg­u­lar or­der, fol­low­ing their spi­ral ar­range­ment, and the two seeds at the base of each scale, a hun­dred or two in a cone, must make a good meal. The yel­low pine cones and those of most oth­er species and gen­era are held up­side down on the ground by the Dou­glas squir­rel, and turned around grad­u­al­ly un­til stripped, while he sits usu­al­ly with his back to a tree, prob­a­bly for safe­ty. Strange to say, he nev­er seems to get him­self smeared with gum, not even his paws or whiskers—and how clean­ly and beau­ti­ful in col­or the cone-lit­ter kitchen-mid­dens he makes.

					We are now ap­proach­ing the re­gion of clouds and cool streams. Mag­nif­i­cent white cu­muli ap­peared about noon above the Yosemite re­gion—float­ing foun­tains re­fresh­ing the glo­ri­ous wilder­ness—sky moun­tains in whose pearly hills and dales the streams take their rise—bless­ing with cool­ing shad­ows and rain. No rock land­scape is more var­ied in sculp­ture, none more del­i­cate­ly mod­eled than these land­scapes of the sky; domes and peaks ris­ing, swelling, white as finest mar­ble and firm­ly out­lined, a most im­pres­sive man­i­fes­ta­tion of world build­ing. Ev­ery rain-cloud, how­ev­er fleet­ing, leaves its mark, not on­ly on trees and flow­ers whose puls­es are quick­ened, and on the re­plen­ished streams and lakes, but al­so on the rocks are its marks en­graved whether we can see them or not.

					I have been ex­am­in­ing the cu­ri­ous and in­flu­en­tial shrub Adenos­toma fas­ci­c­u­la­ta, first no­ticed about Horse­shoe Bend. It is very abun­dant on the low­er slopes of the sec­ond plateau near Coul­ter­ville, form­ing a dense, al­most im­pen­e­tra­ble growth that looks dark in the dis­tance. It be­longs to the rose fam­i­ly, is about six or eight feet high, has small white flow­ers in racemes eight to twelve inch­es long, round nee­dle-like leaves, and red­dish bark that be­comes shred­dy when old. It grows on sun-beat­en slopes, and like grass is of­ten swept away by run­ning fires, but is quick­ly re­newed from the roots. Any trees that may have es­tab­lished them­selves in its midst are at length killed by these fires, and this no doubt is the se­cret of the un­bro­ken char­ac­ter of its broad belts. A few man­zan­i­tas, which al­so rise again from the root af­ter con­sum­ing fires, make out to dwell with it, al­so a few bush com­posi­tae—bac­cha­ris and linosyris, and some lil­i­a­ceous plants, most­ly calo­chor­tus and bro­di­aea, with deepset bulbs safe from fire. A mul­ti­tude of birds and “wee, sleek­it, cow’rin’, tim’rous beast­ies” find good homes in its deep­est thick­ets, and the open bays and lanes that fringe the mar­gins of its main belts of­fer shel­ter and food to the deer when win­ter storms drive them down from their high moun­tain pas­tures. A most ad­mirable plant! It is now in bloom, and I like to wear its pret­ty fra­grant racemes in my but­ton­hole.

					Aza­lea oc­ci­den­tal­is, an­oth­er charm­ing shrub, grows be­side cool streams here­abouts and much high­er in the Yosemite re­gion. We found it this evening in bloom a few miles above Gree­ley’s Mill, where we are camped for the night. It is close­ly re­lat­ed to the rhodo­den­drons, is very showy and fra­grant, and ev­ery­body must like it not on­ly for it­self but for the shady alders and wil­lows, fer­ny mead­ows, and liv­ing wa­ter as­so­ci­at­ed with it.

					An­oth­er conifer was met to­day—in­cense cedar (Li­bo­ce­drus de­cur­rens), a large tree with warm yel­low-green fo­liage in flat plumes like those of ar­borvi­tae, bark cin­na­mon-col­ored, and as the boles of the old trees are with­out limbs they make strik­ing pil­lars in the woods where the sun chances to shine on them—a wor­thy com­pan­ion of the king­ly sug­ar and yel­low pines. I feel strange­ly at­tract­ed to this tree. The brown close-grained wood, as well as the small scale-like leaves, is fra­grant, and the flat over­lap­ping plumes make fine beds, and must shed the rain well. It would be de­light­ful to be storm-bound be­neath one of these no­ble, hos­pitable, invit­ing old trees, its broad shel­ter­ing arms bent down like a tent, in­cense ris­ing from the fire made from its dry fall­en branch­es, and a hearty wind chant­ing over­head. But the weath­er is calm tonight, and our camp is on­ly a sheep camp. We are near the North Fork of the Merced. The night wind is telling the won­ders of the up­per moun­tains, their snow foun­tains and gar­dens, forests and groves; even their to­pog­ra­phy is in its tones. And the stars, the ev­er­last­ing sky lilies, how bright they are now that we have climbed above the low­land dust! The hori­zon is bound­ed and adorned by a spiry wall of pines, ev­ery tree har­mo­nious­ly re­lat­ed to ev­ery oth­er; def­i­nite sym­bols, di­vine hi­ero­glyph­ics writ­ten with sun­beams. Would I could un­der­stand them! The stream flow­ing past the camp through ferns and lilies and alders makes sweet mu­sic to the ear, but the pines mar­shaled around the edge of the sky make a yet sweet­er mu­sic to the eye. Di­vine beau­ty all. Here I could stay teth­ered for­ev­er with just bread and wa­ter, nor would I be lone­ly; loved friends and neigh­bors, as love for ev­ery­thing in­creased, would seem all the near­er how­ev­er many the miles and moun­tains be­tween us.

				

				
					June 7.

					The sheep were sick last night, and many of them are still far from well, hard­ly able to leave camp, cough­ing, groan­ing, look­ing wretch­ed and piti­ful, all from eat­ing the leaves of the blessed aza­lea. So at least say the shep­herd and the Don. Hav­ing had but lit­tle grass since they left the plains, they are starv­ing, and so eat any­thing green they can get. “Sheep men” call aza­lea “sheep-poi­son,” and won­der what the Cre­ator was think­ing about when he made it—so des­per­ate­ly does sheep busi­ness blind and de­grade, though sup­posed to have a re­fin­ing in­flu­ence in the good old days we read of. The Cal­i­for­nia sheep own­er is in haste to get rich, and of­ten does, now that pas­turage costs noth­ing, while the cli­mate is so fa­vor­able that no win­ter food sup­ply, shel­ter-pens, or barns are re­quired. There­fore large flocks may be kept at slight ex­pense, and large prof­its re­al­ized, the mon­ey in­vest­ed dou­bling, it is claimed, ev­ery oth­er year. This quick­ly ac­quired wealth usu­al­ly cre­ates de­sire for more. Then in­deed the wool is drawn close down over the poor fel­low’s eyes, dim­ming or shut­ting out al­most ev­ery­thing worth see­ing.

					As for the shep­herd, his case is still worse, es­pe­cial­ly in win­ter when he lives alone in a cab­in. For, though stim­u­lat­ed at times by hopes of one day own­ing a flock and get­ting rich like his boss, he at the same time is like­ly to be de­grad­ed by the life he leads, and sel­dom reach­es the dig­ni­ty or ad­van­tage—or dis­ad­van­tage—of own­er­ship. The degra­da­tion in his case has for cause one not far to seek. He is soli­tary most of the year, and soli­tude to most peo­ple seems hard to bear. He sel­dom has much good men­tal work or recre­ation in the way of books. Com­ing in­to his dingy hov­el-cab­in at night, stupid­ly weary, he finds noth­ing to bal­ance and lev­el his life with the uni­verse. No, af­ter his dull drag all day af­ter the sheep, he must get his sup­per; he is like­ly to slight this task and try to sat­is­fy his hunger with what­ev­er comes handy. Per­haps no bread is baked; then he just makes a few grimy flap­jacks in his un­washed fry­ing-pan, boils a hand­ful of tea, and per­haps fries a few strips of rusty ba­con. Usu­al­ly there are dried peach­es or ap­ples in the cab­in, but he hates to be both­ered with the cook­ing of them, just swal­lows the ba­con and flap­jacks, and de­pends on the ge­nial stu­pe­fac­tion of to­bac­co for the rest. Then to bed, of­ten with­out re­mov­ing the cloth­ing worn dur­ing the day. Of course his health suf­fers, re­act­ing on his mind; and see­ing no­body for weeks or months, he fi­nal­ly be­comes se­mi-in­sane or whol­ly so.

					The shep­herd in Scot­land sel­dom thinks of be­ing any­thing but a shep­herd. He has prob­a­bly de­scend­ed from a race of shep­herds and in­her­it­ed a love and ap­ti­tude for the busi­ness al­most as marked as that of his col­lie. He has but a small flock to look af­ter, sees his fam­i­ly and neigh­bors, has time for read­ing in fine weath­er, and of­ten car­ries books to the fields with which he may con­verse with kings. The ori­en­tal shep­herd, we read, called his sheep by name; they knew his voice and fol­lowed him. The flocks must have been small and eas­i­ly man­aged, al­low­ing pip­ing on the hills and am­ple leisure for read­ing and think­ing. But what­ev­er the bless­ings of sheep-cul­ture in oth­er times and coun­tries, the Cal­i­for­nia shep­herd, as far as I’ve seen or heard, is nev­er quite sane for any con­sid­er­able time. Of all Na­ture’s voic­es baa is about all he hears. Even the howls and ki-yis of coy­otes might be bless­ings if well heard, but he hears them on­ly through a blur of mut­ton and wool, and they do him no good.

					The sick sheep are get­ting well, and the shep­herd is dis­cours­ing on the var­i­ous poi­sons lurk­ing in these high pas­tures—aza­lea, kalmia, al­ka­li. Af­ter cross­ing the North Fork of the Merced we turned to the left to­ward Pi­lot Peak, and made a con­sid­er­able as­cent on a rocky, brush-cov­ered ridge to Brown’s Flat, where for the first time since leav­ing the plains the flock is en­joy­ing plen­ty of green grass. Mr. De­laney in­tends to seek a per­ma­nent camp some­where in the neigh­bor­hood, to last sev­er­al weeks.

					Be­fore noon we passed Bow­er Cave, a de­light­ful mar­ble palace, not dark and drip­ping, but filled with sun­shine, which pours in­to it through its wide-open mouth fac­ing the south. It has a fine, deep, clear lit­tle lake with mossy banks em­bow­ered with broad-leaved maples, all un­der ground, whol­ly un­like any­thing I have seen in the cave line even in Ken­tucky, where a large part of the State is hon­ey­combed with caves. This cu­ri­ous spec­i­men of sub­ter­ranean scenery is lo­cat­ed on a belt of mar­ble that is said to ex­tend from the north end of the Range to the ex­treme south. Many oth­er caves oc­cur on the belt, but none like this, as far as I have learned, com­bin­ing as it does sun­ny out­door bright­ness and veg­e­ta­tion with the crys­talline beau­ty of the un­der­world. It is claimed by a French­man, who has fenced and locked it, placed a boat on the lakelet and seats on the mossy bank un­der the maple trees, and charges a dol­lar ad­mis­sion fee. Be­ing on one of the ways to the Yosemite Val­ley, a good many tourists vis­it it dur­ing the trav­el months of sum­mer, re­gard­ing it as an in­ter­est­ing ad­di­tion to their Yosemite won­ders.

					Poi­son oak or poi­son ivy (Rhus di­ver­silo­ba), both as a bush and a scram­bler up trees and rocks, is com­mon through­out the foothill re­gion up to a height of at least three thou­sand feet above the sea. It is some­what trou­ble­some to most trav­el­ers, in­flam­ing the skin and eyes, but blends har­mo­nious­ly with its com­pan­ion plants, and many a charm­ing flow­er leans con­fid­ing­ly up­on it for pro­tec­tion and shade. I have of­ten­times found the cu­ri­ous twin­ing lily (Stropholiri­on cal­i­for­nicum) climb­ing its branch­es, show­ing no fear but rather con­ge­nial com­pan­ion­ship. Sheep eat it with­out ap­par­ent ill ef­fects; so do hors­es to some ex­tent, though not fond of it, and to many per­sons it is harm­less. Like most oth­er things not ap­par­ent­ly use­ful to man, it has few friends, and the blind ques­tion, “Why was it made?” goes on and on with nev­er a guess that first of all it might have been made for it­self.

					Brown’s Flat is a shal­low fer­tile val­ley on the top of the di­vide be­tween the North Fork of the Merced and Bull Creek, com­mand­ing mag­nif­i­cent views in ev­ery di­rec­tion. Here the ad­ven­tur­ous pi­o­neer David Brown made his head­quar­ters for many years, di­vid­ing his time be­tween gold-hunt­ing and bear-hunt­ing. Where could lone­ly hunter find a bet­ter soli­tude? Game in the woods, gold in the rocks, health and ex­hil­a­ra­tion in the air, while the col­ors and cloud fur­ni­ture of the sky are ev­er in­spir­ing through all sorts of weath­er. Though stern­ly prac­ti­cal, like most pi­o­neers, old David seems to have been un­com­mon­ly fond of scenery. Mr. De­laney, who knew him well, tells me that he dear­ly loved to climb to the sum­mit of a com­mand­ing ridge to gaze abroad over the for­est to the snow-clad peaks and sources of the rivers, and over the fore­ground val­leys and gulches to note where min­ers were at work or claims were aban­doned, judg­ing by smoke from cab­ins and camp­fires, the sounds of ax­es, etc.; and when a ri­fle-shot was heard, to guess who was the hunter, whether In­di­an or some poach­er on his wide do­main. His dog Sandy ac­com­pa­nied him ev­ery­where, and well the lit­tle hairy moun­taineer knew and loved his mas­ter and his mas­ter’s aims. In deer-hunt­ing he had but lit­tle to do, trot­ting be­hind his mas­ter as he slow­ly made his way through the wood, care­ful not to step heav­i­ly on dry twigs, scan­ning open spots in the chap­ar­ral, where the game loves to feed in the ear­ly morn­ing and to­wards sun­set; peer­ing cau­tious­ly over ridges as new out­looks were reached, and along the mead­owy bor­ders of streams. But when bears were hunt­ed, lit­tle Sandy be­came more im­por­tant, and it was as a bear-hunter that Brown be­came fa­mous. His hunt­ing method, as de­scribed by Mr. De­laney, who had passed many a night with him in his lone­ly cab­in and learned his sto­ries, was sim­ply to go slow­ly and silent­ly through the best bear pas­tures, with his dog and ri­fle and a few pounds of flour, un­til he found a fresh track and then fol­low it to the death, pay­ing no heed to the time re­quired. Wher­ev­er the bear went he fol­lowed, led by lit­tle Sandy, who had a keen nose and nev­er lost the track, how­ev­er rocky the ground. When high open points were reached, the like­li­est places were care­ful­ly scanned. The time of year en­abled the hunter to de­ter­mine ap­prox­i­mate­ly where the bear would be found—in the spring and ear­ly sum­mer on open spots about the banks of streams and springy places eat­ing grass and clover and lupines, or in dry mead­ows feast­ing on straw­ber­ries; to­ward the end of sum­mer, on dry ridges, feast­ing on man­zani­ta berries, sit­ting on his haunch­es, pulling down the laden branch­es with his paws, and press­ing them to­geth­er so as to get good com­pact mouth­fuls how­ev­er much mixed with twigs and leaves; in the In­di­an sum­mer, be­neath the pines, chew­ing the cones cut off by the squir­rels, or oc­ca­sion­al­ly climb­ing a tree to gnaw and break off the fruit­ful branch­es. In late au­tumn, when acorns are ripe, Bru­in’s fa­vorite feed­ing-grounds are groves of the Cal­i­for­nia oak in park-like canyon flats. Al­ways the cun­ning hunter knew where to look, and sel­dom came up­on Bru­in un­awares. When the hot scent showed the dan­ger­ous game was nigh, a long halt was made, and the in­tri­ca­cies of the to­pog­ra­phy and veg­e­ta­tion leisure­ly scanned to catch a glimpse of the shag­gy wan­der­er, or to at least de­ter­mine where he was most like­ly to be.

					“When­ev­er,” said the hunter, “I saw a bear be­fore it saw me I had no trou­ble in killing it. I just stud­ied the lay of the land and got to lee­ward of it no mat­ter how far around I had to go, and then worked up to with­in a few hun­dred yards or so, at the foot of a tree that I could eas­i­ly climb, but too small for the bear to climb. Then I looked well to the con­di­tion of my ri­fle, took off my boots so as to climb well if nec­es­sary, and wait­ed un­til the bear turned its side in clear view when I could make a sure or at least a good shot. In case it showed fight I climbed out of reach. But bears are slow and awk­ward with their eyes, and be­ing to lee­ward of them they could not scent me, and I of­ten got in a sec­ond shot be­fore they no­ticed the smoke. Usu­al­ly, how­ev­er, they run when wound­ed and hide in the brush. I let them run a good safe time be­fore I ven­tured to fol­low them, and Sandy was pret­ty sure to find them dead. If not, he barked and drew their at­ten­tion, and oc­ca­sion­al­ly rushed in for a dis­tract­ing bite, so that I was able to get to a safe dis­tance for a fi­nal shot. Oh yes, bear-hunt­ing is safe enough when fol­lowed in a safe way, though like ev­ery oth­er busi­ness it has its ac­ci­dents, and lit­tle dog­gie and I have had some close calls. Bears like to keep out of the way of men as a gen­er­al thing, but if an old, lean, hun­gry moth­er with cubs met a man on her own ground she would, in my opin­ion, try to catch and eat him. This would be on­ly fair play any­how, for we eat them, but no­body here­about has been used for bear grub that I know of.”

					Brown had left his moun­tain home ere we ar­rived, but a con­sid­er­able num­ber of Dig­ger In­di­ans still linger in their cedar-bark huts on the edge of the flat. They were at­tract­ed in the first place by the white hunter whom they had learned to re­spect, and to whom they looked for guid­ance and pro­tec­tion against their en­e­mies the Pah Utes, who some­times made raids across from the east side of the Range to plun­der the stores of the com­par­a­tive­ly fee­ble Dig­gers and steal their wives.

				

			
		
	
		
			
				II

				In Camp on the North Fork of the Merced

			
			
				
					June 8.

					The sheep, now grassy and good-na­tured, slow­ly nib­bled their way down in­to the val­ley of the North Fork of the Merced at the foot of Pi­lot Peak Ridge to the place se­lect­ed by the Don for our first cen­tral camp, a pic­turesque hop­per-shaped hol­low formed by con­verg­ing hill slopes at a bend of the riv­er. Here racks for dish­es and pro­vi­sions were made in the shade of the river­bank trees, and beds of fern fronds, cedar plumes, and var­i­ous flow­ers, each to the taste of its own­er, and a cor­ral back on the open flat for the wool.

				

				
					June 9.

					How deep our sleep last night in the moun­tain’s heart, be­neath the trees and stars, hushed by solemn-sound­ing wa­ter­falls and many small sooth­ing voic­es in sweet ac­cord whis­per­ing peace! And our first pure moun­tain day, warm, calm, cloud­less—how im­mea­sur­able it seems, how serene­ly wild! I can scarce­ly re­mem­ber its be­gin­ning. Along the riv­er, over the hills, in the ground, in the sky, spring work is go­ing on with joy­ful en­thu­si­asm, new life, new beau­ty, un­fold­ing, un­rolling in glo­ri­ous ex­u­ber­ant ex­trav­a­gance—new birds in their nests, new winged crea­tures in the air, and new leaves, new flow­ers, spread­ing, shin­ing, re­joic­ing ev­ery­where.

					The trees about the camp stand close, giv­ing am­ple shade for ferns and lilies, while back from the bank most of the sun­shine reach­es the ground, call­ing up the grass­es and flow­ers in glo­ri­ous ar­ray, tall bro­mus wav­ing like bam­boos, star­ry com­posi­tae, monardel­la, Mari­posa tulips, lupines, gilias, vi­o­lets, glad chil­dren of light. Soon ev­ery fern frond will be un­rolled, great beds of com­mon pteris and wood­war­dia along the riv­er, wreaths and rosettes of pel­laea and cheilan­thes on sun­ny rocks. Some of the wood­war­dia fronds are al­ready six feet high.

					A hand­some lit­tle shrub, Chamae­ba­tia fo­li­olosa, be­long­ing to the rose fam­i­ly, spreads a yel­low-green man­tle be­neath the sug­ar pines for miles with­out a break, not mixed or rough­ened with oth­er plants. On­ly here and there a Wash­ing­ton lily may be seen nod­ding above its even sur­face, or a bunch or two of tall bro­mus as if for or­na­ment. This fine car­pet shrub be­gins to ap­pear at, say, twen­ty-five hun­dred or three thou­sand feet above sea lev­el, is about knee high or less, has brown branch­es, and the largest stems are on­ly about half an inch in di­am­e­ter. The leaves, light yel­low green, thrice pin­nate and fine­ly cut, give them a rich fer­ny ap­pear­ance, and they are dot­ted with minute glands that se­crete wax with a pe­cu­liar pleas­ant odor that blends fine­ly with the spicy fra­grance of the pines. The flow­ers are white, five eighths of an inch in di­am­e­ter, and look like those of the straw­ber­ry. Am de­light­ed with this lit­tle bush. It is the on­ly true car­pet shrub of this part of the Sier­ra. The man­zani­ta, rham­nus, and most of the species of cean­oth­us make shag­gy rugs and bor­der fringes rather than car­pets or man­tles.

					The sheep do not take kind­ly to their new pas­tures, per­haps from be­ing too close­ly hemmed in by the hills. They are nev­er ful­ly at rest. Last night they were fright­ened, prob­a­bly by bears or coy­otes prowl­ing and plan­ning for a share of the grand mass of mut­ton.

				

				
					June 10.

					Very warm. We get wa­ter for the camp from a rock basin at the foot of a pic­turesque cas­cad­ing reach of the riv­er where it is well stirred and made live­ly with­out be­ing beat­en in­to dusty foam. The rock here is black meta­mor­phic slate, worn in­to smooth knobs in the stream chan­nels, con­trast­ing with the fine gray and white cas­cad­ing wa­ter as it glides and glances and falls in lace-like sheets and braid­ed over­fold­ing cur­rents. Tufts of sedge grow­ing on the rock knobs that rise above the sur­face pro­duce a charm­ing ef­fect, the long elas­tic leaves arch­ing over in ev­ery di­rec­tion, the tips of the long­est droop­ing in­to the cur­rent, which di­vid­ing against the pro­ject­ing rocks makes still fin­er lines, unit­ing with the sedges to see how beau­ti­ful the hap­py stream can be made. Nor is this all, for the gi­ant sax­ifrage al­so is grow­ing on some of the knob rock islets, firm­ly an­chored and dis­play­ing their broad, round, um­brel­la-like leaves in showy groups by them­selves, or above the sedge tufts. The flow­ers of this species (Sax­ifra­ga pelta­ta) are pur­ple, and form tall glan­du­lar racemes that are in bloom be­fore the ap­pear­ance of the leaves. The fleshy root­stocks grip the rock in cracks and hol­lows, and thus en­able the plant to hold on against oc­ca­sion­al floods—a marked species em­ployed by Na­ture to make yet more beau­ti­ful the most in­ter­est­ing por­tions of these cool clear streams. Near camp the trees arch over from bank to bank, mak­ing a leafy tun­nel full of soft sub­dued light, through which the young riv­er sings and shines like a hap­py liv­ing crea­ture.

					Heard a few peals of thun­der from the up­per Sier­ra, and saw firm white bossy cu­muli ris­ing back of the pines. This was about noon.

				

				
					June 11.

					On one of the east­ern branch­es of the riv­er dis­cov­ered some charm­ing cas­cades with a pool at the foot of each of them. White dash­ing wa­ter, a few bush­es and tufts of carex on ledges lean­ing over with fine ef­fect, and large or­ange lilies as­sem­bled in su­perb groups on fer­tile soil-beds be­side the pools.

					There are no large mead­ows or grassy plains near camp to sup­ply last­ing pas­ture for our thou­sands of busy nib­blers. The main de­pen­dence is cean­oth­us brush on the hills and tuft­ed grass patch­es here and there, with lupines and pea-vines among the flow­ers on sun­ny open spa­ces. Large ar­eas have al­ready been stripped bare, or near­ly so, com­pelling the poor hun­gry wool bun­dles to scat­ter far and wide, keep­ing the shep­herds and dogs at the top of their speed to hold them with­in bounds. Mr. De­laney has gone back to the plains, tak­ing the In­di­an and Chi­na­man with him, leav­ing in­struc­tion to keep the flock here or here­abouts un­til his re­turn, which he promised would not be long de­layed.

					How fine the weath­er is! Noth­ing more ce­les­tial can I con­ceive. How gen­tly the winds blow! Scarce can these tran­quil air-cur­rents be called winds. They seem the very breath of Na­ture, whis­per­ing peace to ev­ery liv­ing thing. Down in the camp dell there is no sway­ing of tree­tops; most of the time not a leaf moves. I don’t re­mem­ber hav­ing seen a sin­gle lily swing­ing on its stalk, though they are so tall the least breeze would rock them. What grand bells these lilies have! Some of them big enough for chil­dren’s bon­nets. I have been sketch­ing them, and would fain draw ev­ery leaf of their wide shin­ing whorls and ev­ery curved and spot­ted petal. More beau­ti­ful, bet­ter kept gar­dens can­not be imag­ined. The species is Lil­i­um pardal­inum, five to six feet high, leaf-whorls a foot wide, flow­ers about six inch­es wide, bright or­ange, pur­ple spot­ted in the throat, seg­ments rev­o­lute—a ma­jes­tic plant.

				

				
					June 12.

					A slight sprin­kle of rain—large drops far apart, fall­ing with hearty pat and plash on leaves and stones and in­to the mouths of the flow­ers. Cu­muli ris­ing to the east­ward. How beau­ti­ful their pearly boss­es! How well they har­mo­nize with the up­swelling rocks be­neath them. Moun­tains of the sky, sol­id-look­ing, fine­ly sculp­tured, their rich­ly var­ied to­pog­ra­phy won­der­ful­ly de­fined. Nev­er be­fore have I seen clouds so sub­stan­tial look­ing in form and tex­ture. Near­ly ev­ery day to­ward noon they rise with vis­i­ble swelling mo­tion as if new worlds were be­ing cre­at­ed. And how fond­ly they brood and hov­er over the gar­dens and forests with their cool­ing shad­ows and show­ers, keep­ing ev­ery petal and leaf in glad health and heart. One may fan­cy the clouds them­selves are plants, spring­ing up in the sky-fields at the call of the sun, grow­ing in beau­ty un­til they reach their prime, scat­ter­ing rain and hail like berries and seeds, then wilt­ing and dy­ing.

					The moun­tain live oak, com­mon here and a thou­sand feet or so high­er, is like the live oak of Flor­i­da, not on­ly in gen­er­al ap­pear­ance, fo­liage, bark, and wide-branch­ing habit, but in its tough, knot­ty, un­wedge­able wood. Stand­ing alone with plen­ty of el­bow room, the largest trees are about sev­en to eight feet in di­am­e­ter near the ground, six­ty feet high, and as wide or wider across the head. The leaves are small and un­di­vid­ed, most­ly with­out teeth or wavy edg­ing, though on young shoots some are sharply ser­rat­ed, both kinds be­ing found on the same tree. The cups of the medi­um-sized acorns are shal­low, thick walled, and cov­ered with a gold­en dust of minute hairs. Some of the trees have hard­ly any main trunk, di­vid­ing near the ground in­to large wide-spread­ing limbs, and these, di­vid­ing again and again, ter­mi­nate in long, droop­ing, cord-like branch­lets, many of which reach near­ly to the ground, while a dense canopy of short, shin­ing, leafy branch­lets forms a round head which looks some­thing like a cu­mu­lus cloud when the sun­shine is pour­ing over it.

					
						[image: A sketch of a campsite in a forest clearing. At the left side of the campsite sits a bed of pine needles which form a sleeping platform. The middle of the campsite shows numerous camp tools and supplies, beyond which sits a man at the base of a tree.]
						View of the camp near the North Fork of the Merced.
					
					
						[image: A drawing of a mountain live oak with a thick trunk and broad branches that stretch out to form a wide, open canopy.]
						Moun­tain live oak (Quer­cus chrysolepis).
					
					A marked plant is the bush pop­py (Den­drome­con rigidum), found on the hot hill­sides near camp, the on­ly woody mem­ber of the or­der I have yet met in all my walks. Its flow­ers are bright or­ange yel­low, an inch to two inch­es wide, fruit-pods three or four inch­es long, slen­der and curv­ing—height of bush­es about four feet, made up of many slim, straight branch­es, ra­di­at­ing from the root—a com­pan­ion of the man­zani­ta and oth­er sun-lov­ing chap­ar­ral shrubs.

				

				
					June 13.

					An­oth­er glo­ri­ous Sier­ra day in which one seems to be dis­solved and ab­sorbed and sent puls­ing on­ward we know not where. Life seems nei­ther long nor short, and we take no more heed to save time or make haste than do the trees and stars. This is true free­dom, a good prac­ti­cal sort of im­mor­tal­i­ty. Yon­der ris­es an­oth­er white sky­land. How sharply the yel­low pine spires and the palm-like crowns of the sug­ar pines are out­lined on its smooth white domes. And hark! the grand thun­der bil­lows boom­ing, rolling from ridge to ridge, fol­lowed by the faith­ful show­er.

					A good many herba­ceous plants come thus far up the moun­tains from the plains, and are now in flow­er, two months lat­er than their low­land rel­a­tives. Saw a few columbines to­day. Most of the ferns are in their prime—rock ferns on the sun­ny hill­sides, cheilan­thes, pel­laea, gymno­gramme; wood­war­dia, as­pid­i­um, wood­sia along the stream banks, and the com­mon Pteris aquili­na on sandy flats. This last, how­ev­er com­mon, is here mak­ing shows of strong, ex­u­ber­ant, abound­ing beau­ty to set the botanist wild with ad­mi­ra­tion. I mea­sured some scarce full grown that are more than sev­en feet high. Though the com­mon­est and most wide­ly dis­trib­uted of all the ferns, I might al­most say that I nev­er saw it be­fore. The broad-shoul­dered fronds held high on smooth stout stalks grow­ing close to­geth­er, over­lean­ing and over­lap­ping, make a com­plete ceil­ing, be­neath which one may walk erect over sev­er­al acres with­out be­ing seen, as if be­neath a roof. And how soft and love­ly the light stream­ing through this liv­ing ceil­ing, re­veal­ing the arch­ing branch­ing ribs and veins of the fronds as the frame­work of count­less panes of pale green and yel­low plant-glass nice­ly fit­ted to­geth­er—a fairy­land cre­at­ed out of the com­mon­est fern-stuff.

					The small­er an­i­mals wan­der about as if in a trop­i­cal for­est. I saw the en­tire flock of sheep van­ish at one side of a patch and reap­pear a hun­dred yards far­ther on at the oth­er, their progress be­trayed on­ly by the jerk­ing and trem­bling of the fronds; and strange to say very few of the stout woody stalks were bro­ken. I sat a long time be­neath the tallest fronds, and nev­er en­joyed any­thing in the way of a bow­er of wild leaves more strange­ly im­pres­sive. On­ly spread a fern frond over a man’s head and world­ly cares are cast out, and free­dom and beau­ty and peace come in. The wav­ing of a pine tree on the top of a moun­tain—a mag­ic wand in Na­ture’s hand—ev­ery de­vout moun­taineer knows its pow­er; but the mar­velous beau­ty val­ue of what the Scotch call a breck­an in a still dell, what po­et has sung this? It would seem im­pos­si­ble that any­one, how­ev­er in­crust­ed with care, could es­cape the God­ful in­flu­ence of these sa­cred fern forests. Yet this very day I saw a shep­herd pass through one of the finest of them with­out be­tray­ing more feel­ing than his sheep. “What do you think of these grand ferns?” I asked. “Oh, they’re on­ly d——d big brakes,” he replied.

					Lizards of ev­ery tem­per, style, and col­or dwell here, seem­ing­ly as hap­py and com­pan­ion­able as the birds and squir­rels. Low­ly, gen­tle fel­low mor­tals, en­joy­ing God’s sun­shine, and do­ing the best they can in get­ting a liv­ing, I like to watch them at their work and play. They bear ac­quain­tance well, and one likes them the bet­ter the longer one looks in­to their beau­ti­ful, in­no­cent eyes. They are eas­i­ly tamed, and one soon learns to love them, as they dart about on the hot rocks, swift as drag­on­flies. The eye can hard­ly fol­low them; but they nev­er make long-sus­tained runs, usu­al­ly on­ly about ten or twelve feet, then a sud­den stop, and as sud­den a start again; go­ing all their jour­neys by quick, jerk­ing im­puls­es. These many stops I find are nec­es­sary as rests, for they are short-wind­ed, and when pur­sued steadi­ly are soon out of breath, pant piti­ful­ly, and are eas­i­ly caught. Their bod­ies are more than half tail, but these tails are well man­aged, nev­er heav­i­ly dragged nor curved up as if hard to car­ry; on the con­trary, they seem to fol­low the body light­ly of their own will. Some are col­ored like the sky, bright as blue­birds, oth­ers gray like the lich­ened rocks on which they hunt and bask. Even the horned toad of the plains is a mild, harm­less crea­ture, and so are the snake­like species which glide in curves with true snake mo­tion, while their small, un­de­vel­oped limbs drag as use­less ap­pendages. One spec­i­men four­teen inch­es long which I ob­served close­ly made no use what­ev­er of its ten­der, sprout­ing limbs, but glid­ed with all the soft, sly ease and grace of a snake. Here comes a lit­tle, gray, dusty fel­low who seems to know and trust me, run­ning about my feet, and look­ing up cun­ning­ly in­to my face. Car­lo is watch­ing, makes a quick pounce on him, for the fun of the thing I sup­pose; but Liz has shot away from his paws like an ar­row, and is safe in the re­cess­es of a clump of chap­ar­ral. Gen­tle sauri­ans, drag­ons, de­scen­dants of an an­cient and mighty race, Heav­en bless you all and make your virtues known! for few of us know as yet that scales may cov­er fel­low crea­tures as gen­tle and lov­able as feath­ers, or hair, or cloth.

					Mastodons and ele­phants used to live here no great ge­o­log­i­cal time ago, as shown by their bones, of­ten dis­cov­ered by min­ers in wash­ing gold-grav­el. And bears of at least two species are here now, be­sides the Cal­i­for­nia li­on or pan­ther, and wild cats, wolves, fox­es, snakes, scor­pi­ons, wasps, taran­tu­las; but one is al­most tempt­ed at times to re­gard a small sav­age black ant as the mas­ter ex­is­tence of this vast moun­tain world. These fear­less, rest­less, wan­der­ing imps, though on­ly about a quar­ter of an inch long, are fonder of fight­ing and bit­ing than any beast I know. They at­tack ev­ery liv­ing thing around their homes, of­ten with­out cause as far as I can see. Their bod­ies are most­ly jaws curved like ice-hooks, and to get work for these weapons seems to be their chief aim and plea­sure. Most of their colonies are es­tab­lished in liv­ing oaks some­what de­cayed or hol­lowed, in which they can con­ve­nient­ly build their cells. These are cho­sen prob­a­bly be­cause of their strength as op­posed to the at­tacks of an­i­mals and storms. They work both day and night, creep in­to dark caves, climb the high­est trees, wan­der and hunt through cool ravines as well as on hot, un­shad­ed ridges, and ex­tend their high­ways and by­ways over ev­ery­thing but wa­ter and sky. From the foothills to a mile above the lev­el of the sea noth­ing can stir with­out their knowl­edge; and alarms are spread in an in­cred­i­bly short time, with­out any howl or cry that we can hear. I can’t un­der­stand the need of their fe­ro­cious courage; there seems to be no com­mon sense in it. Some­times, no doubt, they fight in de­fense of their homes, but they fight any­where and al­ways wher­ev­er they can find any­thing to bite. As soon as a vul­ner­a­ble spot is dis­cov­ered on man or beast, they stand on their heads and sink their jaws, and though torn limb from limb, they will yet hold on and die bit­ing deep­er. When I con­tem­plate this fierce crea­ture so wide­ly dis­trib­uted and strong­ly in­trenched, I see that much re­mains to be done ere the world is brought un­der the rule of uni­ver­sal peace and love.

					On my way to camp a few min­utes ago, I passed a dead pine near­ly ten feet in di­am­e­ter. It has been en­veloped in fire from top to bot­tom so that now it looks like a grand black pil­lar set up as a mon­u­ment. In this no­ble shaft a colony of large jet-black ants have es­tab­lished them­selves, la­bo­ri­ous­ly cut­ting tun­nels and cells through the wood, whether sound or de­cayed. The en­tire trunk seems to have been hon­ey­combed, judg­ing by the size of the talus of gnawed chips like saw­dust piled up around its base. They are more in­tel­li­gent look­ing than their small, bel­liger­ent, strong-scent­ed brethren, and have bet­ter man­ners, though quick to fight when re­quired. Their towns are carved in fall­en trunks as well as in those left stand­ing, but nev­er in sound, liv­ing trees or in the ground. When you hap­pen to sit down to rest or take notes near a colony, some wan­der­ing hunter is sure to find you and come cau­tious­ly for­ward to dis­cov­er the na­ture of the in­trud­er and what ought to be done. If you are not too near the town and keep per­fect­ly still he may run across your feet a few times, over your legs and hands and face, up your trousers, as if tak­ing your mea­sure and get­ting com­pre­hen­sive views, then go in peace with­out rais­ing an alarm. If, how­ev­er, a tempt­ing spot is of­fered or some sus­pi­cious move­ment ex­cites him, a bite fol­lows, and such a bite! I fan­cy that a bear or wolf bite is not to be com­pared with it. A quick elec­tric flame of pain flash­es along the out­raged nerves, and you dis­cov­er for the first time how great is the ca­pac­i­ty for sen­sa­tion you are pos­sessed of. A shriek, a grab for the an­i­mal, and a be­wil­dered stare fol­low this bite of bites as one comes back to con­scious­ness from sud­den eclipse. For­tu­nate­ly, if care­ful, one need not be bit­ten of­ten­er than once or twice in a life­time. This won­der­ful elec­tric species is about three fourths of an inch long. Bears are fond of them, and tear and gnaw their home-logs to pieces, and rough­ly de­vour the eggs, lar­vae, par­ent ants, and the rot­ten or sound wood of the cells, all in one spicy acid hash. The Dig­ger In­di­ans al­so are fond of the lar­vae and even of the per­fect ants, so I have been told by old moun­taineers. They bite off and re­ject the head, and eat the tick­ly acid body with keen rel­ish. Thus are the poor biters bit­ten, like ev­ery oth­er biter, big or lit­tle, in the world’s great fam­i­ly.

					There is al­so a fine, ac­tive, in­tel­li­gent-look­ing red species, in­ter­me­di­ate in size be­tween the above. They dwell in the ground, and build large piles of seed husks, leaves, straw, etc., over their nests. Their food seems to be most­ly in­sects and plant leaves, seeds and sap. How many mouths Na­ture has to fill, how many neigh­bors we have, how lit­tle we know about them, and how sel­dom we get in each oth­er’s way! Then to think of the in­fi­nite num­bers of small­er fel­low mor­tals, in­vis­i­bly small, com­pared with which the small­est ants are as mastodons.

				

				
					June 14.

					The pool-basins be­low the falls and cas­cades here­abouts, formed by the heavy down-plung­ing cur­rents, are kept nice­ly clean and clear of de­tri­tus. The heav­ier parts of the ma­te­ri­al swept over the falls are heaped up a short dis­tance in front of the basins in the form of a dam, thus tend­ing, to­geth­er with ero­sion, to in­crease their size. Sud­den changes, how­ev­er, are ef­fect­ed dur­ing the spring floods, when the snow is melt­ing and the up­per trib­u­taries are roar­ing loud from “bank to brae.” Then boul­ders that have fall­en in­to the chan­nels, and which the or­di­nary sum­mer and win­ter cur­rents were un­able to move, are sud­den­ly swept for­ward as by a mighty be­som, hurled over the falls in­to these pools, and piled up in a new dam to­geth­er with part of the old one, while some of the small­er boul­ders are car­ried fur­ther down stream and var­i­ous­ly lodged ac­cord­ing to size and shape, all seek­ing rest where the force of the cur­rent is less than the re­sis­tance they are able to of­fer. But the great­est changes made in these re­la­tions of fall, pool, and dam are caused, not by the or­di­nary spring floods, but by ex­tra­or­di­nary ones that oc­cur at ir­reg­u­lar in­ter­vals. The tes­ti­mo­ny of trees grow­ing on flood boul­der de­posits shows that a cen­tu­ry or more has passed since the last mas­ter flood came to awak­en ev­ery­thing mov­able to go swirling and danc­ing on won­der­ful jour­neys. These floods may oc­cur dur­ing the sum­mer, when heavy thun­der­show­ers, called “cloud­bursts,” fall on wide, steeply in­clined stream basins fur­rowed by con­verg­ing chan­nels, which sud­den­ly gath­er the wa­ters to­geth­er in­to the main trunk in boom­ing tor­rents of enor­mous trans­port­ing pow­er, though short lived.

					One of these an­cient flood boul­ders stands firm in the mid­dle of the stream chan­nel, just be­low the low­er edge of the pool dam at the foot of the fall near­est our camp. It is a near­ly cu­bi­cal mass of gran­ite about eight feet high, plushed with moss­es over the top and down the sides to or­di­nary high-wa­ter mark. When I climbed on top of it to­day and lay down to rest, it seemed the most ro­man­tic spot I had yet found—the one big stone with its mossy lev­el top and smooth sides stand­ing square and firm and soli­tary, like an al­tar, the fall in front of it bathing it light­ly with the finest of the spray, just enough to keep its moss cov­er fresh; the clear green pool be­neath, with its foam-bells and its half cir­cle of lilies lean­ing for­ward like a band of ad­mir­ers, and flow­er­ing dog­wood and alder trees lean­ing over all in sun-sift­ed arch­es. How sooth­ing­ly, rest­ful­ly cool it is be­neath that leafy, translu­cent ceil­ing, and how de­light­ful the wa­ter mu­sic—the deep bass tones of the fall, the clash­ing, ring­ing spray, and in­fi­nite va­ri­ety of small low tones of the cur­rent glid­ing past the side of the boul­der-is­land, and glint­ing against a thou­sand small­er stones down the fer­ny chan­nel! All this shut in; ev­ery one of these in­flu­ences act­ing at short range as if in a qui­et room. The place seemed holy, where one might hope to see God.

					Af­ter dark, when the camp was at rest, I groped my way back to the al­tar boul­der and passed the night on it—above the wa­ter, be­neath the leaves and stars—ev­ery­thing still more im­pres­sive than by day, the fall seen dim­ly white, singing Na­ture’s old love song with solemn en­thu­si­asm, while the stars peer­ing through the leaf-roof seemed to join in the white wa­ter’s song. Pre­cious night, pre­cious day to abide in me for­ev­er. Thanks be to God for this im­mor­tal gift.

				

				
					June 15.

					An­oth­er re­viv­ing morn­ing. Down the long moun­tain-slopes the sun­beams pour, gild­ing the awak­en­ing pines, cheer­ing ev­ery nee­dle, fill­ing ev­ery liv­ing thing with joy. Robins are singing in the alder and maple groves, the same old song that has cheered and sweet­ened count­less sea­sons over al­most all of our blessed con­ti­nent. In this moun­tain hol­low they seem as much at home as in farm­ers’ or­chards. Bul­lock’s ori­ole and the Lou­i­si­ana tan­ag­er are here al­so, with many war­blers and oth­er lit­tle moun­tain troubadours, most of them now busy about their nests.

					Dis­cov­ered an­oth­er mag­nif­i­cent spec­i­men of the gold­cup oak six feet in di­am­e­ter, a Dou­glas spruce sev­en feet, and a twin­ing lily (Stropholiri­on), with stem eight feet long, and six­ty rose-col­ored flow­ers.

					
						[image: A sketch of a tall pine tree with long, wispy branches and a narrow trunk. There are trees and hills in the distance.]
						Sug­ar pine.
					
					Sug­ar pine cones are cylin­dri­cal, slight­ly ta­pered at the end and round­ed at the base. Found one to­day near­ly twen­ty-four inch­es long and six in di­am­e­ter, the scales be­ing open. An­oth­er spec­i­men nine­teen inch­es long; the av­er­age length of full-grown cones on trees fa­vor­ably sit­u­at­ed is near­ly eigh­teen inch­es. On the low­er edge of the belt at a height of about twen­ty-five hun­dred feet above the sea they are small­er, say a foot to fif­teen inch­es long, and at a height of sev­en thou­sand feet or more near the up­per lim­its of its growth in the Yosemite re­gion they are about the same size. This no­ble tree is an in­ex­haustible study and source of plea­sure. I nev­er weary of gaz­ing at its grand tas­sel cones, its per­fect­ly round bole one hun­dred feet or more with­out a limb, the fine pur­plish col­or of its bark, and its mag­nif­i­cent outsweep­ing, down-curv­ing feath­ery arms form­ing a crown al­ways bold and strik­ing and ex­hil­a­rat­ing. In habit and gen­er­al port it looks some­what like a palm, but no palm that I have yet seen dis­plays such majesty of form and be­hav­ior ei­ther when poised silent and thought­ful in sun­shine, or wide-awake wav­ing in storm winds with ev­ery nee­dle quiv­er­ing. When young it is very straight and reg­u­lar in form like most oth­er conifers; but at the age of fifty to one hun­dred years it be­gins to ac­quire in­di­vid­u­al­i­ty, so that no two are alike in their prime or old age. Ev­ery tree calls for spe­cial ad­mi­ra­tion. I have been mak­ing many sketch­es, and re­gret that I can­not draw ev­ery nee­dle. It is said to reach a height of three hun­dred feet, though the tallest I have mea­sured falls short of this stature six­ty feet or more. The di­am­e­ter of the largest near the ground is about ten feet, though I’ve heard of some twelve feet thick or even fif­teen. The di­am­e­ter is held to a great height, the ta­per be­ing al­most im­per­cep­ti­bly grad­u­al. Its com­pan­ion, the yel­low pine, is al­most as large. The long sil­very fo­liage of the younger spec­i­mens forms mag­nif­i­cent cylin­dri­cal brush­es on the top shoots and the ends of the up­turned branch­es, and when the wind sways the nee­dles all one way at a cer­tain an­gle ev­ery tree be­comes a tow­er of white quiv­er­ing sun-fire. Well may this shin­ing species be called the sil­ver pine. The nee­dles are some­times more than a foot long, al­most as long as those of the long-leaf pine of Flor­i­da. But though in size the yel­low pine al­most equals the sug­ar pine, and in rugged en­dur­ing strength seems to sur­pass it, it is far less marked in gen­er­al habit and ex­pres­sion, with its reg­u­lar con­ven­tion­al spire and its com­par­a­tive­ly small cones clus­tered stiffly among the nee­dles. Were there no sug­ar pine, then would this be the king of the world’s eighty or nine­ty species, the bright­est of the bright, wav­ing, wor­ship­ing mul­ti­tude. Were they mere me­chan­i­cal sculp­tures, what no­ble ob­jects they would still be! How much more throb­bing, thrilling, over­flow­ing, full of life in ev­ery fiber and cell, grand glow­ing sil­ver-rods—the very gods of the plant king­dom, liv­ing their sub­lime cen­tu­ry lives in sight of Heav­en, watched and loved and ad­mired from gen­er­a­tion to gen­er­a­tion! And how many oth­er ra­di­ant resiny sun trees are here and high­er up—li­bo­ce­drus, Dou­glas spruce, sil­ver fir, se­quoia. How rich our in­her­i­tance in these blessed moun­tains, the tree pas­tures in­to which our eyes are turned!

					Now comes sun­down. The west is all a glo­ry of col­or trans­fig­ur­ing ev­ery­thing. Far up the Pi­lot Peak Ridge the ra­di­ant host of trees stand hushed and thought­ful, re­ceiv­ing the Sun’s good night, as solemn and im­pres­sive a leave-tak­ing as if sun and trees were to meet no more. The day­light fades, the col­or spell is bro­ken, and the for­est breathes free in the night breeze be­neath the stars.

				

				
					June 16.

					One of the In­di­ans from Brown’s Flat got right in­to the mid­dle of the camp this morn­ing, un­ob­served. I was seat­ed on a stone, look­ing over my notes and sketch­es, and hap­pen­ing to look up, was star­tled to see him stand­ing grim and silent with­in a few steps of me, as mo­tion­less and weath­er-stained as an old tree-stump that had stood there for cen­turies. All In­di­ans seem to have learned this won­der­ful way of walk­ing un­seen—mak­ing them­selves in­vis­i­ble like cer­tain spi­ders I have been ob­serv­ing here, which, in case of alarm, caused, for ex­am­ple, by a bird alight­ing on the bush their webs are spread up­on, im­me­di­ate­ly bounce them­selves up and down on their elas­tic threads so rapid­ly that on­ly a blur is vis­i­ble. The wild In­di­an pow­er of es­cap­ing ob­ser­va­tion, even where there is lit­tle or no cov­er to hide in, was prob­a­bly slow­ly ac­quired in hard hunt­ing and fight­ing lessons while try­ing to ap­proach game, take en­e­mies by sur­prise, or get safe­ly away when com­pelled to re­treat. And this ex­pe­ri­ence trans­mit­ted through many gen­er­a­tions seems at length to have be­come what is vague­ly called in­stinct.

					How smooth and change­less seems the sur­face of the moun­tains about us! Scarce a track is to be found be­yond the range of the sheep ex­cept on small open spots on the sides of the streams, or where the for­est car­pets are thin or want­ing. On the smoothest of these open strips and patch­es deer tracks may be seen, and the great sug­ges­tive foot­prints of bears, which, with those of the many small an­i­mals, are scarce enough to an­swer as a kind of light or­na­men­tal stitch­ing or em­broi­dery. Along the main ridges and larg­er branch­es of the riv­er In­di­an trails may be traced, but they are not near­ly as dis­tinct as one would ex­pect to find them. How many cen­turies In­di­ans have roamed these woods no­body knows, prob­a­bly a great many, ex­tend­ing far be­yond the time that Colum­bus touched our shores, and it seems strange that heav­ier marks have not been made. In­di­ans walk soft­ly and hurt the land­scape hard­ly more than the birds and squir­rels, and their brush and bark huts last hard­ly longer than those of wood rats, while their more en­dur­ing mon­u­ments, ex­cept­ing those wrought on the forests by the fires they made to im­prove their hunt­ing grounds, van­ish in a few cen­turies.

					How dif­fer­ent are most of those of the white man, es­pe­cial­ly on the low­er gold re­gion—roads blast­ed in the sol­id rock, wild streams dammed and tamed and turned out of their chan­nels and led along the sides of canyons and val­leys to work in mines like slaves. Cross­ing from ridge to ridge, high in the air, on long strad­dling tres­tles as if flow­ing on stilts, or down and up across val­leys and hills, im­pris­oned in iron pipes to strike and wash away hills and miles of the skin of the moun­tain’s face, rid­dling, strip­ping ev­ery gold gul­ly and flat. These are the white man’s marks made in a few fever­ish years, to say noth­ing of mills, fields, vil­lages, scat­tered hun­dreds of miles along the flank of the Range. Long will it be ere these marks are ef­faced, though Na­ture is do­ing what she can, re­plant­ing, gar­den­ing, sweep­ing away old dams and flumes, lev­el­ing grav­el and boul­der piles, pa­tient­ly try­ing to heal ev­ery raw scar. The main gold storm is over. Calm enough are the gray old min­ers scratch­ing a bare liv­ing in waste dig­gings here and there. Thun­der­ing un­der­ground blast­ing is still go­ing on to feed the pound­ing quartz mills, but their in­flu­ence on the land­scape is light as com­pared with that of the pick-and-shov­el storms waged a few years ago. For­tu­nate­ly for Sier­ra scenery the gold-bear­ing slates are most­ly re­strict­ed to the foothills. The re­gion about our camp is still wild, and high­er lies the snow about as track­less as the sky.

					On­ly a few hills and domes of cloud­land were built yes­ter­day and none at all to­day. The light is pe­cu­liar­ly white and thin, though pleas­ant­ly warm. The seren­i­ty of this moun­tain weath­er in the spring, just when Na­ture’s puls­es are beat­ing high­est, is one of its great­est charms. There is on­ly a mod­er­ate breeze from the sum­mits of the Range at night, and a slight breath­ing from the sea and the low­land hills and plains dur­ing the day, or still­ness so com­plete no leaf stirs. The trees here­abouts have but lit­tle wind his­to­ry to tell.

					Sheep, like peo­ple, are un­govern­able when hun­gry. Ex­cept­ing my guard­ed lily gar­dens, al­most ev­ery leaf that these hoofed lo­custs can reach with­in a ra­dius of a mile or two from camp has been de­voured. Even the bush­es are stripped bare, and in spite of dogs and shep­herds the sheep scat­ter to all points of the com­pass and van­ish in dust. I fear some are lost, for one of the six­teen black ones is miss­ing.

				

				
					June 17.

					Count­ed the wool bun­dles this morn­ing as they bounced through the nar­row cor­ral gate. About three hun­dred are miss­ing, and as the shep­herd could not go to seek them, I had to go. I tied a crust of bread to my belt, and with Car­lo set out for the up­per slopes of the Pi­lot Peak Ridge, and had a good day, not­with­stand­ing the care of seek­ing the sil­ly run­aways. I went out for wool, and did not come back shorn. A pe­cu­liar light cir­cled around the hori­zon, white and thin like that of­ten seen over the au­ro­ral coro­na, blend­ing in­to the blue of the up­per sky. The on­ly clouds were a few faint flossy pen­cil­ings like combed silk. I pushed di­rect to the bound­ary of the usu­al range of the flock, and around it un­til I found the out­go­ing trail of the wan­der­ers. It led far up the ridge in­to an open place sur­round­ed by a hedge-like growth of cean­oth­us chap­ar­ral. Car­lo knew what I was about, and ea­ger­ly fol­lowed the scent un­til we came up to them, hud­dled in a timid, silent bunch. They had ev­i­dent­ly been here all night and all the forenoon, afraid to go out to feed. Hav­ing es­caped re­straint, they were, like some peo­ple we know of, afraid of their free­dom, did not know what to do with it, and seemed glad to get back in­to the old fa­mil­iar bondage.

				

				
					June 18.

					An­oth­er in­spir­ing morn­ing, noth­ing bet­ter in any world can be con­ceived. No de­scrip­tion of Heav­en that I have ev­er heard or read of seems half so fine. At noon the clouds oc­cu­pied about .05 of the sky, white filmy touch­es drawn del­i­cate­ly on the azure.

					The high ridges and hill­tops be­yond the wool­ly lo­custs are now gay with monardel­la, clarkia, co­re­op­sis, and tall tuft­ed grass­es, some of them tall enough to wave like pines. The lupines, of which there are many ill-de­fined species, are now most­ly out of flow­er, and many of the com­posi­tae are be­gin­ning to fade, their ra­di­ant corol­las van­ish­ing in fluffy pap­pus like stars in mist.

					We had an­oth­er vis­i­tor from Brown’s Flat to­day, an old In­di­an wom­an with a bas­ket on her back. Like our first call­er from the vil­lage, she got fair­ly in­to camp and was stand­ing in plain view when dis­cov­ered. How long she had been qui­et­ly look­ing on, I can­not say. Even the dogs failed to no­tice her stealthy ap­proach. She was on her way, I sup­pose, to some wild gar­den, prob­a­bly for lupine and starchy sax­ifrage leaves and root­stocks. Her dress was cal­i­co rags, far from clean. In ev­ery way she seemed sad­ly un­like Na­ture’s neat well-dressed an­i­mals, though liv­ing like them on the boun­ty of the wilder­ness. Strange that mankind alone is dirty. Had she been clad in fur, or cloth wo­ven of grass or shred­dy bark, like the ju­niper and li­bo­ce­drus mats, she might then have seemed a right­ful part of the wilder­ness; like a good wolf at least, or bear. But from no point of view that I have found are such de­based fel­low be­ings a whit more nat­u­ral than the glar­ing tai­lored tourists we saw that fright­ened the birds and squir­rels.

				

				
					June 19.

					Pure sun­shine all day. How beau­ti­ful a rock is made by leaf shad­ows! Those of the live oak are par­tic­u­lar­ly clear and dis­tinct, and be­yond all art in grace and del­i­ca­cy, now still as if paint­ed on stone, now glid­ing soft­ly as if afraid of noise, now danc­ing, waltz­ing in swift, mer­ry swirls, or jump­ing on and off sun­ny rocks in quick dash­es like wave em­broi­dery on seashore cliffs. How true and sub­stan­tial is this shad­ow beau­ty, and with what sub­lime ex­trav­a­gance is beau­ty thus mul­ti­plied! The big or­ange lilies are now ar­rayed in all their glo­ry of leaf and flow­er. No­ble plants, in per­fect health, Na­ture’s dar­lings.

				

				
					June 20.

					Some of the sil­ly sheep got caught fast in a tan­gle of chap­ar­ral this morn­ing, like flies in a spi­der’s web, and had to be helped out. Car­lo found them and tried to drive them from the trap by the eas­i­est way. How far above sheep are in­tel­li­gent dogs! No friend and helper can be more af­fec­tion­ate and con­stant than Car­lo. The no­ble St. Bernard is an hon­or to his race.

					The air is dis­tinct­ly fra­grant with bal­sam and resin and mint—ev­ery breath of it a gift we may well thank God for. Who could ev­er guess that so rough a wilder­ness should yet be so fine, so full of good things. One seems to be in a ma­jes­tic domed pavil­ion in which a grand play is be­ing act­ed with scenery and mu­sic and in­cense—all the fur­ni­ture and ac­tion so in­ter­est­ing we are in no dan­ger of be­ing called on to en­dure one dull mo­ment. God him­self seems to be al­ways do­ing his best here, work­ing like a man in a glow of en­thu­si­asm.

				

				
					June 21.

					Saun­tered along the river­bank to my lily gar­dens. The per­fec­tion of beau­ty in these lilies of the wilder­ness is a nev­er-end­ing source of ad­mi­ra­tion and won­der. Their rhi­zomes are set in black mould ac­cu­mu­lat­ed in hol­lows of the meta­mor­phic slates be­side the pools, where they are well wa­tered with­out be­ing sub­ject­ed to flood ac­tion. Ev­ery leaf in the lev­el whorls around the tall pol­ished stalks is as fine­ly fin­ished as the petals, and the light and heat re­quired are mea­sured for them and tem­pered in pass­ing through the branch­es of over-lean­ing trees. How­ev­er strong the winds from the noon rain­storms, they are se­cure­ly shel­tered. Beau­ti­ful hyp­num car­pets bor­dered with ferns are spread be­neath them, vi­o­lets too, and a few daisies. Ev­ery­thing around them sweet and fresh like them­selves.

					Cloud­land to­day is on­ly a soli­tary white moun­tain; but it is so en­riched with sun­shine and shade, the tones of col­or on its big domed head and bossy out­bulging ridges, and in the hol­lows and ravines be­tween them, are in­ef­fa­bly fine.

				

				
					June 22.

					Un­usu­al­ly cloudy. Be­sides the pe­ri­od­i­cal show­er-bear­ing cu­muli there is a thin, dif­fused, fog-like cloud over­head. About .75 in all.

				

				
					June 23.

					Oh, these vast, calm, mea­sure­less moun­tain days, in­cit­ing at once to work and rest! Days in whose light ev­ery­thing seems equal­ly di­vine, open­ing a thou­sand win­dows to show us God. Nev­er­more, how­ev­er weary, should one faint by the way who gains the bless­ings of one moun­tain day; what­ev­er his fate, long life, short life, stormy or calm, he is rich for­ev­er.

				

				
					June 24.

					Our reg­u­lar al­lowance of clouds and thun­der. Shep­herd Bil­ly is in a peck of trou­ble about the sheep; he de­clares that they are pos­sessed with more of the evil one than any oth­er flock from the be­gin­ning of the in­ven­tion of mut­ton and wool to the last batch of it. No mat­ter how many are miss­ing, he will not, he says, go a step to seek them, be­cause, as he rea­sons, while get­ting back one wan­der­er he would prob­a­bly lose ten. There­fore run­away hunt­ing must be Car­lo’s and mine. Bil­ly’s lit­tle dog Jack is al­so giv­ing trou­ble by leav­ing camp ev­ery night to vis­it his neigh­bors up the moun­tain at Brown’s Flat. He is a com­mon-look­ing cur of no par­tic­u­lar breed, but tremen­dous­ly en­ter­pris­ing in love and war. He has cut all the ropes and leather straps he has been tied with, un­til his mas­ter in des­per­a­tion, af­ter climb­ing the brushy moun­tain again and again to drag him back, fas­tened him with a pole at­tached to his col­lar un­der his chin at one end, and to a stout sapling at the oth­er. But the pole gave good lever­age, and by con­stant twist­ing dur­ing the night, the fas­ten­ing at the sapling end was chafed off, and he set out on his usu­al jour­ney, drag­ging the pole through the brush, and reached the In­di­an set­tle­ment in safe­ty. His mas­ter fol­lowed, and mak­ing no al­lowance, gave him a beat­ing, and swore in bad terms that next evening he would “fix that in­fat­u­at­ed pup” by an­chor­ing him un­mer­ci­ful­ly to the heavy cast-iron lid of our Dutch oven, weigh­ing about as much as the dog. It was linked di­rect­ly to his col­lar close up un­der the chin, so that the poor fel­low seemed un­able to stir. He stood quite dis­cour­aged un­til af­ter dark, un­able to look about him, or even to lie down un­less he stretched him­self out with his front feet across the lid, and his head close down be­tween his paws. Be­fore morn­ing, how­ev­er, Jack was heard far up the height howl­ing Ex­cel­sior, cast-iron an­chor to the con­trary not­with­stand­ing. He must have walked, or rather climbed, erect on his hind legs, clasp­ing the heavy lid like a shield against his breast, a for­mi­da­ble iron­clad con­di­tion in which to meet his ri­vals. Next night, dog, pot-lid, and all, were tied up in an old bean-sack, and thus at last an­gry Bil­ly gained the vic­to­ry. Just be­fore leav­ing home, Jack was bit­ten in the low­er jaw by a rat­tlesnake, and for a week or so his head and neck were swollen to more than dou­ble the nor­mal size; nev­er­the­less he ran about as brisk and live­ly as ev­er, and is now com­plete­ly re­cov­ered. The on­ly treat­ment he got was fresh milk—a gal­lon or two at a time forcibly poured down his sore, poi­soned throat.

				

				
					June 25.

					Though on­ly a sheep camp, this grand moun­tain hol­low is home, sweet home, ev­ery day grow­ing sweet­er, and I shall be sor­ry to leave it. The lily gar­dens are safe as yet from the tram­pling flock. Poor, dusty, raggedy, fam­ish­ing crea­tures, I hearti­ly pity them. Many a mile they must go ev­ery day to gath­er their fif­teen or twen­ty tons of chap­ar­ral and grass.

				

				
					June 26.

					Nut­tall’s flow­er­ing dog­wood makes a fine show when in bloom. The whole tree is then snowy white. The in­volu­cres are six to eight inch­es wide. Along the streams it is a good-sized tree thir­ty to fifty feet high, with a broad head when not crowd­ed by com­pan­ions. Its showy in­volu­cres at­tract a crowd of moths, but­ter­flies, and oth­er winged peo­ple about it for their own and, I sup­pose, the tree’s ad­van­tage. It likes plen­ty of cool wa­ter, and is a great drinker like the alder, wil­low, and cot­ton­wood, and flour­ish­es best on stream banks, though it of­ten wan­ders far from streams in damp shady glens be­neath the pines, where it is much small­er. When the leaves ripen in the fall, they be­come more beau­ti­ful than the flow­ers, dis­play­ing charm­ing tones of red, pur­ple, and laven­der. An­oth­er species grows in abun­dance as a chap­ar­ral shrub on the shady sides of the hills, prob­a­bly Cor­nus ses­silis. The leaves are eat­en by the sheep.—Heard a few light­ning strokes in the dis­tance, with rum­bling, mum­bling re­ver­ber­a­tions.

				

				
					June 27.

					The beaked hazel (Cory­lus ros­tra­ta, var. Cal­i­for­ni­ca) is com­mon on cool slopes up to­ward the sum­mit of the Pi­lot Peak Ridge. There is some­thing pe­cu­liar­ly at­trac­tive in the hazel, like the oaks and heaths of the cool coun­tries of our fore­fa­thers, and through them our love for these plants has, I sup­pose, been trans­mit­ted. This species is four or five feet high, leaves soft and hairy, grate­ful to the touch, and the de­li­cious nuts are ea­ger­ly gath­ered by In­di­ans and squir­rels. The sky as usu­al adorned with white noon clouds.

				

				
					June 28.

					Warm, mel­low sum­mer. The glow­ing sun­beams make ev­ery nerve tin­gle. The new nee­dles of the pines and firs are near­ly full grown and shine glo­ri­ous­ly. Lizards are glint­ing about on the hot rocks; some that live near the camp are more than half tame. They seem at­ten­tive to ev­ery move­ment on our part, as if cu­ri­ous to sim­ply look on with­out sus­pi­cion of harm, turn­ing their heads to look back, and mak­ing a va­ri­ety of pret­ty ges­tures. Gen­tle, guile­less crea­tures with beau­ti­ful eyes, I shall be sor­ry to leave them when we leave camp.

				

				
					June 29.

					I have been mak­ing the ac­quain­tance of a very in­ter­est­ing lit­tle bird that flits about the falls and rapids of the main branch­es of the riv­er. It is not a wa­ter­bird in struc­ture, though it gets its liv­ing in the wa­ter, and nev­er leaves the streams. It is not web-foot­ed, yet it dives fear­less­ly in­to deep swirling rapids, ev­i­dent­ly to feed at the bot­tom, us­ing its wings to swim with un­der wa­ter just as ducks and loons do. Some­times it wades about in shal­low places, thrust­ing its head un­der from time to time in a jerk­ing, nod­ding, frisky way that is sure to at­tract at­ten­tion. It is about the size of a robin, has short crisp wings ser­vice­able for fly­ing ei­ther in wa­ter or air, and a tail of mod­er­ate size slant­ed up­ward, giv­ing it, with its nod­ding, bob­bing man­ners, a wren­nish look. Its col­or is plain bluish ash, with a tinge of brown on the head and shoul­ders. It flies from fall to fall, rapid to rapid, with a sol­id whir of wing-beats like those of a quail, fol­lows the wind­ings of the stream, and usu­al­ly alights on some rock jut­ting up out of the cur­rent, or on some strand­ed snag, or rarely on the dry limb of an over­hang­ing tree, perch­ing like reg­u­lar tree birds when it suits its con­ve­nience. It has the odd­est, dain­ti­est minc­ing man­ners imag­in­able; and the lit­tle fel­low can sing too, a sweet, thrushy, flu­ty song, rather low, not the least bois­ter­ous, and much less keen and ac­cen­tu­at­ed than from its vig­or­ous brisk­ness one would be led to look for. What a ro­man­tic life this lit­tle bird leads on the most beau­ti­ful por­tions of the streams, in a ge­nial cli­mate with shade and cool wa­ter and spray to tem­per the sum­mer heat. No won­der it is a fine singer, con­sid­er­ing the stream songs it hears day and night. Ev­ery breath the lit­tle po­et draws is part of a song, for all the air about the rapids and falls is beat­en in­to mu­sic, and its first lessons must be­gin be­fore it is born by the thrilling and quiv­er­ing of the eggs in uni­son with the tones of the falls. I have not yet found its nest, but it must be near the streams, for it nev­er leaves them.

				

				
					June 30.

					Half cloudy, half sun­ny, clouds lus­trous white. The tall pines crowd­ed along the top of the Pi­lot Peak Ridge look like six-inch minia­tures exquisite­ly out­lined on the satiny sky. Av­er­age cloudi­ness for the day about .25. No rain. And so this mem­o­rable month ends, a stream of beau­ty un­mea­sured, no more to be sec­tioned off by al­manac arith­metic than sun-ra­di­ance or the cur­rents of seas and rivers—a peace­ful, joy­ful stream of beau­ty. Ev­ery morn­ing, aris­ing from the death of sleep, the hap­py plants and all our fel­low an­i­mal crea­tures great and small, and even the rocks, seemed to be shout­ing, “Awake, awake, re­joice, re­joice, come love us and join in our song. Come! Come!” Look­ing back through the still­ness and ro­man­tic en­chant­ing beau­ty and peace of the camp grove, this June seems the great­est of all the months of my life, the most tru­ly, di­vine­ly free, bound­less like eter­ni­ty, im­mor­tal. Ev­ery­thing in it seems equal­ly di­vine—one smooth, pure, wild glow of Heav­en’s love, nev­er to be blot­ted or blurred by any­thing past or to come.

				

				
					Ju­ly 1.

					Sum­mer is ripe. Flocks of seeds are al­ready out of their cups and pods seek­ing their pre­des­tined places. Some will strike root and grow up be­side their par­ents, oth­ers fly­ing on the wings of the wind far from them, among strangers. Most of the young birds are full feath­ered and out of their nests, though still looked af­ter by both fa­ther and moth­er, pro­tect­ed and fed and to some ex­tent ed­u­cat­ed. How beau­ti­ful the home life of birds! No won­der we all love them.

					
						[image: A drawing that shows a tree trunk with a Douglas Squirrel sketched in various positions to illustrate how the animal moves, headfirst, down and around the trunk.]
						The move­ments of a Dou­glas squir­rel along a tree trunk.
					
					I like to watch the squir­rels. There are two species here, the large Cal­i­for­nia gray and the Dou­glas. The lat­ter is the bright­est of all the squir­rels I have ev­er seen, a hot spark of life, mak­ing ev­ery tree tin­gle with his prick­ly toes, a con­densed nugget of fresh moun­tain vig­or and val­or, as free from dis­ease as a sun­beam. One can­not think of such an an­i­mal ev­er be­ing weary or sick. He seems to think the moun­tains be­long to him, and at first tried to drive away the whole flock of sheep as well as the shep­herd and dogs. How he scolds, and what faces he makes, all eyes, teeth, and whiskers! If not so com­i­cal­ly small, he would in­deed be a dread­ful fel­low. I should like to know more about his bring­ing up, his life in the home knot­hole, as well as in the tree­tops, through­out all sea­sons. Strange that I have not yet found a nest full of young ones. The Dou­glas is near­ly al­lied to the red squir­rel of the At­lantic slope, and may have been dis­trib­uted to this side of the con­ti­nent by way of the great un­bro­ken forests of the north.

					The Cal­i­for­nia gray is one of the most beau­ti­ful, and, next to the Dou­glas, the most in­ter­est­ing of our hairy neigh­bors. Com­pared with the Dou­glas he is twice as large, but far less live­ly and in­flu­en­tial as a work­er in the woods and he man­ages to make his way through leaves and branch­es with less stir than his small broth­er. I have nev­er heard him bark at any­thing ex­cept our dogs. When in search of food he glides silent­ly from branch to branch, ex­am­in­ing last year’s cones, to see whether some few seeds may not be left be­tween the scales, or gleans fall­en ones among the leaves on the ground, since none of the present sea­son’s crop is yet avail­able. His tail floats now be­hind him, now above him, lev­el or grace­ful­ly curled like a wisp of cir­rus cloud, ev­ery hair in its place, clean and shin­ing and ra­di­ant as this­tle­down in spite of rough, gum­my work. His whole body seems about as un­sub­stan­tial as his tail. The lit­tle Dou­glas is fiery, pep­pery, full of brag and fight and show, with move­ments so quick and keen they al­most sting the on­look­er, and the har­le­quin gy­rat­ing show he makes of him­self turns one gid­dy to see. The gray is shy, and of­ten­times stealthy in his move­ments, as if half ex­pect­ing an en­e­my in ev­ery tree and bush, and back of ev­ery log, wish­ing on­ly to be let alone ap­par­ent­ly, and man­i­fest­ing no de­sire to be seen or ad­mired or feared. The In­di­ans hunt this species for food, a good cause for cau­tion, not to men­tion oth­er en­e­mies—hawks, snakes, wild cats. In woods where food is abun­dant they wear paths through shel­ter­ing thick­ets and over pros­trate trees to some fa­vorite pool where in hot and dry weath­er they drink at near­ly the same hour ev­ery day. These pools are said to be nar­row­ly watched, es­pe­cial­ly by the boys, who lie in am­bush with bow and ar­row, and kill with­out noise. But, in spite of en­e­mies, squir­rels are hap­py fel­lows, for­est fa­vorites, types of tire­less life. Of all Na­ture’s wild beasts, they seem to me the wildest. May we come to know each oth­er bet­ter.

					The chap­ar­ral-cov­ered hill-slope to the south of the camp, be­sides fur­nish­ing nest­ing-places for count­less mer­ry birds, is the home and hid­ing-place of the cu­ri­ous wood rat (Neotoma), a hand­some, in­ter­est­ing an­i­mal, al­ways at­tract­ing at­ten­tion wher­ev­er seen. It is more like a squir­rel than a rat, is much larg­er, has del­i­cate, thick, soft fur of a bluish slate col­or, white on the bel­ly; ears large, thin, and translu­cent; eyes soft, full, and liq­uid; claws slen­der, sharp as nee­dles; and as his limbs are strong, he can climb about as well as a squir­rel. No rat or squir­rel has so in­no­cent a look, is so eas­i­ly ap­proached, or ex­press­es such con­fi­dence in one’s good in­ten­tions. He seems too fine for the thorny thick­ets he in­hab­its, and his hut al­so is as un­like him­self as may be, though soft­ly fur­nished in­side. No oth­er an­i­mal in­hab­i­tant of these moun­tains builds hous­es so large and strik­ing in ap­pear­ance. The trav­el­er com­ing sud­den­ly up­on a group of them for the first time will not be like­ly to for­get them. They are built of all kinds of sticks, old rot­ten pieces picked up any­where, and green prick­ly twigs bit­ten from the near­est bush­es, the whole mixed with mis­cel­la­neous odds and ends of ev­ery­thing mov­able, such as bits of clod­dy earth, stones, bones, deer­horn, etc., piled up in a con­i­cal mass as if it were got ready for burn­ing. Some of these cu­ri­ous cab­ins are six feet high and as wide at the base, and a dozen or more of them are oc­ca­sion­al­ly grouped to­geth­er, less per­haps for the sake of so­ci­ety than for ad­van­tages of food and shel­ter. Com­ing through the dense shag­gy thick­ets of some lone­ly hill­side, the soli­tary ex­plor­er hap­pen­ing in­to one of these strange vil­lages is star­tled at the sight, and may fan­cy him­self in an In­di­an set­tle­ment, and be­gin to won­der what kind of re­cep­tion he is like­ly to get. But no sav­age face will he see, per­haps not a sin­gle in­hab­i­tant, or at most two or three seat­ed on top of their wig­wams, look­ing at the stranger with the mildest of wild eyes, and al­low­ing a near ap­proach. In the cen­tre of the rough spiky hut a soft nest is made of the in­ner fi­bres of bark chewed to tow, and lined with feath­ers and the down of var­i­ous seeds, such as wil­low and milk­weed. The del­i­cate crea­ture in its prick­ly, thick-walled home sug­gests a ten­der flow­er in a thorny in­volu­cre. Some of the nests are built in trees thir­ty or forty feet from the ground, and even in gar­rets, as if seek­ing the com­pa­ny and pro­tec­tion of man, like swal­lows and lin­nets, though ac­cus­tomed to the wildest soli­tude. Among house­keep­ers Neotoma has the rep­u­ta­tion of a thief, be­cause he car­ries away ev­ery­thing trans­portable to his queer hut—knives, forks, combs, nails, tin cups, spec­ta­cles, etc.—mere­ly, how­ev­er, to strength­en his for­ti­fi­ca­tions, I guess. His food at home, as far as I have learned, is near­ly the same as that of the squir­rels—nuts, berries, seeds, and some­times the bark and ten­der shoots of the var­i­ous species of cean­oth­us.

				

				
					Ju­ly 2.

					Warm, sun­ny day, thrilling plant and an­i­mals and rocks alike, mak­ing sap and blood flow fast, and mak­ing ev­ery par­ti­cle of the crys­tal moun­tains throb and swirl and dance in glad ac­cord like star­dust. No dull­ness any­where vis­i­ble or think­able. No stag­na­tion, no death. Ev­ery­thing kept in joy­ful rhyth­mic mo­tion in the puls­es of Na­ture’s big heart.

					Pearl cu­muli over the high­er moun­tains—clouds, not with a sil­ver lin­ing, but all sil­ver. The bright­est, crispest, rock­i­est-look­ing clouds, most var­ied in fea­tures and keen­est in out­line I ev­er saw at any time of year in any coun­try. The dai­ly build­ing and un­build­ing of these snowy cloud-ranges—the high­est Sier­ra—is a prime mar­vel to me, and I gaze at the stu­pen­dous white domes, miles high, with ev­er fresh ad­mi­ra­tion. But in the midst of these sky and moun­tain af­fairs a change of di­et is pulling us down. We have been out of bread a few days, and be­gin to miss it more than seems rea­son­able for we have plen­ty of meat and sug­ar and tea. Strange we should feel food-poor in so rich a wilder­ness. The In­di­ans put us to shame, so do the squir­rels—starchy roots and seeds and bark in abun­dance, yet the fail­ure of the meal sack dis­turbs our bod­i­ly bal­ance, and threat­ens our best en­joy­ments.

				

				
					Ju­ly 3.

					Warm. Breeze just enough to sift through the woods and waft fra­grance from their thou­sand foun­tains. The pine and fir cones are grow­ing well, resin and bal­sam drip­ping from ev­ery tree, and seeds are ripen­ing fast, promis­ing a fine har­vest. The squir­rels will have bread. They eat all kinds of nuts long be­fore they are ripe, and yet nev­er seem to suf­fer in stom­ach.

				

			
		
	
		
			
				III

				A Bread Famine

			
			
				
					Ju­ly 4.

					The air be­yond the flock range, full of the essences of the woods, is grow­ing sweet­er and more fra­grant from day to day, like ripen­ing fruit.

					Mr. De­laney is ex­pect­ed to ar­rive soon from the low­lands with a new stock of pro­vi­sions, and as the flock is to be moved to fresh pas­tures we shall all be well fed. In the mean­time our stock of beans as well as flour has failed—ev­ery­thing but mut­ton, sug­ar, and tea. The shep­herd is some­what de­mor­al­ized, and seems to care but lit­tle what be­comes of his flock. He says that since the boss has failed to feed him he is not right­ly bound to feed the sheep, and swears that no de­cent white man can climb these steep moun­tains on mut­ton alone. “It’s not fit­tin’ grub for a white man re­al­ly white. For dogs and coy­otes and In­di­ans it’s dif­fer­ent. Good grub, good sheep. That’s what I say.” Such was Bil­ly’s Fourth of Ju­ly ora­tion.

				

				
					Ju­ly 5.

					The clouds of noon on the high Sier­ra seem yet more mar­velous­ly, in­de­scrib­ably beau­ti­ful from day to day as one be­comes more wake­ful to see them. The smoke of the gun­pow­der burned yes­ter­day on the low­lands, and the elo­quence of the or­a­tors has prob­a­bly set­tled or been blown away by this time. Here ev­ery day is a hol­i­day, a ju­bilee ev­er sound­ing with serene en­thu­si­asm, with­out wear or waste or cloy­ing weari­ness. Ev­ery­thing re­joic­ing. Not a sin­gle cell or crys­tal un­vis­it­ed or for­got­ten.

				

				
					Ju­ly 6.

					Mr. De­laney has not ar­rived, and the bread famine is sore. We must eat mut­ton a while longer, though it seems hard to get ac­cus­tomed to it. I have heard of Texas pi­o­neers liv­ing with­out bread or any­thing made from the ce­re­als for months with­out suf­fer­ing, us­ing the breast-meat of wild tur­keys for bread. Of this kind they had plen­ty in the good old days when life, though con­sid­ered less safe, was fussed over the less. The trap­pers and fur traders of ear­ly days in the Rocky Moun­tain re­gions lived on bi­son and beaver meat for months. Salmon-eaters, too, there are among both In­di­ans and whites who seem to suf­fer lit­tle or not at all from the want of bread. Just at this mo­ment mut­ton seems the least de­sir­able of food, though of good qual­i­ty. We pick out the lean­est bits, and down they go against heavy dis­gust, caus­ing nau­sea and an ef­fort to re­ject the of­fen­sive stuff. Tea makes mat­ters worse, if pos­si­ble. The stom­ach be­gins to as­sert it­self as an in­de­pen­dent crea­ture with a will of its own. We should boil lupine leaves, clover, starchy peti­oles, and sax­ifrage root­stocks like the In­di­ans. We try to ig­nore our gas­tric trou­bles, rise and gaze about us, turn our eyes to the moun­tains, and climb dogged­ly up through brush and rocks in­to the heart of the scenery. A sti­fled calm comes on, and the day’s du­ties and even en­joy­ments are lan­guid­ly got through with. We chew a few leaves of cean­oth­us by way of lun­cheon, and smell or chew the spicy monardel­la for the dull headache and stom­achache that now light­ens, now comes muf­fling down up­on us and in­to us like fog. At night more mut­ton, flesh to flesh, down with it, not too much, and there are the stars shin­ing through the cedar plumes and branch­es above our beds.

				

				
					Ju­ly 7.

					Rather weak and sick­ish this morn­ing, and all about a piece of bread. Can scarce com­mand at­ten­tion to my best stud­ies, as if one couldn’t take a few days’ saunter in the God­ful woods with­out main­tain­ing a base on a wheat-field and grist­mill. Like caged par­rots we want a crack­er, any of the hun­dred kinds—the re­main­der bis­cuit of a voy­age around the world would an­swer well enough, nor would the whole­some­ness of saler­a­tus bis­cuit be ques­tioned. Bread with­out flesh is a good di­et, as on many botan­i­cal ex­cur­sions I have proved. Tea al­so may eas­i­ly be ig­nored. Just bread and wa­ter and de­light­ful toil is all I need—not un­rea­son­ably much, yet one ought to be trained and tem­pered to en­joy life in these brave wilds in full in­de­pen­dence of any par­tic­u­lar kind of nour­ish­ment. That this may be ac­com­plished is man­i­fest, as far as bod­i­ly wel­fare is con­cerned, in the lives of peo­ple of oth­er climes. The Es­ki­mo, for ex­am­ple, gets a liv­ing far north of the wheat line, from oily seals and whales. Meat, berries, bit­ter weeds, and blub­ber, or on­ly the last, for months at a time; and yet these peo­ple all around the frozen shores of our con­ti­nent are said to be hearty, jol­ly, stout, and brave. We hear, too, of fish-eaters, car­niv­o­rous as spi­ders, yet well enough as far as stom­achs are con­cerned, while we are so ridicu­lous­ly help­less, mak­ing wry faces over our fare, look­ing sheep­ish in di­ges­tive dis­tress amid rum­bling, grum­bling sounds that might well pass for smoth­ered baas. We have a large sup­ply of sug­ar, and this evening it oc­curred to me that these bel­liger­ent stom­achs might pos­si­bly, like com­plain­ing chil­dren, be coaxed with can­dy. Ac­cord­ing­ly the fry­ing-pan was cleansed, and a lot of sug­ar cooked in it to a sort of wax, but this stuff on­ly made mat­ters worse.

					Man seems to be the on­ly an­i­mal whose food soils him, mak­ing nec­es­sary much wash­ing and shield-like bibs and nap­kins. Moles liv­ing in the earth and eat­ing slimy worms are yet as clean as seals or fish­es, whose lives are one per­pet­u­al wash. And, as we have seen, the squir­rels in these resiny woods keep them­selves clean in some mys­te­ri­ous way; not a hair is sticky, though they han­dle the gum­my cones, and glide about ap­par­ent­ly with­out care. The birds, too, are clean, though they seem to make a good deal of fuss wash­ing and clean­ing their feath­ers. Cer­tain flies and ants I see are in a fix, en­tan­gled and sealed up in the sug­ar-wax we threw away, like some of their an­ces­tors in am­ber. Our stom­achs, like tired mus­cles, are sore with long squirm­ing. Once I was very hun­gry in the Bonaven­ture grave­yard near Sa­van­nah, Geor­gia, hav­ing fast­ed for sev­er­al days; then the emp­ty stom­ach seemed to chafe in much the same way as now, and a some­what sim­i­lar ten­der­ness and aching was pro­duced, hard to bear, though the pain was not acute. We dream of bread, a sure sign we need it. Like the In­di­ans, we ought to know how to get the starch out of fern and sax­ifrage stalks, lily bulbs, pine bark, etc. Our ed­u­ca­tion has been sad­ly ne­glect­ed for many gen­er­a­tions. Wild rice would be good. I no­ticed a leer­sia in wet mead­ow edges, but the seeds are small. Acorns are not ripe, nor pine nuts, nor fil­berts. The in­ner bark of pine or spruce might be tried. Drank tea un­til half in­tox­i­cat­ed. Man seems to crave a stim­u­lant when any­thing ex­tra­or­di­nary is go­ing on, and this is the on­ly one I use. Bil­ly chews great quan­ti­ties of to­bac­co, which I sup­pose helps to stu­pe­fy and mod­er­ate his mis­ery. We look and lis­ten for the Don ev­ery hour. How beau­ti­ful up­on the moun­tains his big feet would be!

					In the warm, hos­pitable Sier­ra, shep­herds and moun­tain men in gen­er­al, as far as I have seen, are eas­i­ly sat­is­fied as to food sup­plies and bed­ding. Most of them are hearti­ly con­tent to “rough it,” ig­nor­ing Na­ture’s fine­ness as both­er­some or un­man­ly. The shep­herd’s bed is of­ten on­ly the bare ground and a pair of blan­kets, with a stone, a piece of wood, or a pack­sad­dle for a pil­low. In choos­ing the spot, he shows less care than the dogs, for they usu­al­ly de­lib­er­ate be­fore mak­ing up their minds in so im­por­tant an af­fair, go­ing from place to place, scrap­ing away loose sticks and peb­bles, and try­ing for com­fort by mak­ing many changes, while the shep­herd casts him­self down any­where, seem­ing­ly the least skilled of all rest seek­ers. His food, too, even when he has all he wants, is usu­al­ly far from del­i­cate, ei­ther in kind or cook­ing. Beans, bread of any sort, ba­con, mut­ton, dried peach­es, and some­times pota­toes and onions, make up his bill-of-fare, the two lat­ter ar­ti­cles be­ing re­gard­ed as lux­u­ries on ac­count of their weight as com­pared with the nour­ish­ment they con­tain; a half-sack or so of each may be put in­to the pack in set­ting out from the home ranch and in a few days they are done. Beans are the main stand­by, por­ta­ble, whole­some, and ca­pa­ble of go­ing far, be­sides be­ing eas­i­ly cooked, al­though cu­ri­ous­ly enough a great deal of mys­tery is sup­posed to lie about the bean-pot. No two cooks quite agree on the meth­ods of mak­ing beans do their best, and, af­ter pet­ting and coax­ing and nurs­ing the sa­vory mess—well oiled and mel­lowed with ba­con boiled in­to the heart of it—the proud cook will ask, af­ter dish­ing out a quart or two for tri­al, “Well, how do you like my beans?” as if by no pos­si­bil­i­ty could they be like any oth­er beans cooked in the same way, but must needs pos­sess some spe­cial virtue of which he alone is mas­ter. Mo­lasses, sug­ar, or pep­per may be used to give de­sired fla­vors; or the first wa­ter may be poured off and a spoon­ful or two of ash­es or so­da added to dis­solve or soft­en the skins more ful­ly, ac­cord­ing to var­i­ous tastes and no­tions. But, like casks of wine, no two pot­fuls are ex­act­ly alike to ev­ery palate. Some are sup­posed to be spoiled by the moon, by some un­lucky day, by the beans hav­ing been grown on soil not suit­able; or the whole year may be to blame as not fa­vor­able for beans.

					Cof­fee, too, has its mar­vels in the camp kitchen, but not so many, and not so in­scrutable as those that be­set the bean-pot. A low, com­pla­cent grunt fol­lows a mouth­ful drawn in with a gur­gle, and the re­mark cast forth aim­less­ly, “That’s good cof­fee.” Then an­oth­er gur­gling sip and rep­e­ti­tion of the judg­ment, “Yes, sir, that is good cof­fee.” As to tea, there are but two kinds, weak and strong, the stronger the bet­ter. The on­ly re­mark heard is, “That tea’s weak,” oth­er­wise it is good enough and not worth men­tion­ing. If it has been boiled an hour or two or smoked on a pitchy fire, no mat­ter—who cares for a lit­tle tan­nin or cre­osote? they make the black bev­er­age all the stronger and more at­trac­tive to to­bac­co-tanned palates.

					Sheep-camp bread, like most Cal­i­for­nia camp bread, is baked in Dutch ovens, some of it in the form of yeast pow­der bis­cuit, an un­whole­some sticky com­pound lead­ing straight to dys­pep­sia. The greater part, how­ev­er, is fer­ment­ed with sour dough, a hand­ful from each batch be­ing saved and put away in the mouth of the flour sack to in­oc­u­late the next. The oven is sim­ply a cast-iron pot, about five inch­es deep and from twelve to eigh­teen inch­es wide. Af­ter the batch has been mixed and knead­ed in a tin pan the oven is slight­ly heat­ed and rubbed with a piece of tal­low or pork rind. The dough is then placed in it, pressed out against the sides, and left to rise. When ready for bak­ing a shov­el­ful of coals is spread out by the side of the fire and the oven set up­on them, while an­oth­er shov­el­ful is placed on top of the lid, which is raised from time to time to see that the req­ui­site amount of heat is be­ing kept up. With care good bread may be made in this way, though it is li­able to be burned or to be sour, or raised too much, and the weight of the oven is a se­ri­ous ob­jec­tion.

					At last Don De­laney comes doon the lang glen—hunger van­ish­es, we turn our eyes to the moun­tains, and to­mor­row we go climb­ing to­ward cloud­land.

					Nev­er while any­thing is left of me shall this first camp be for­got­ten. It has fair­ly grown in­to me, not mere­ly as mem­o­ry pic­tures, but as part and par­cel of mind and body alike. The deep hop­per-like hol­low, with its ma­jes­tic trees through which all the won­der­ful nights the stars poured their beau­ty. The flow­ery wild­ness of the high steep slope to­ward Brown’s Flat, and its bloom-fra­grance de­scend­ing at the close of the still days. The em­bow­ered riv­er-reach­es with their mul­ti­tude of voic­es mak­ing melody, the state­ly flow and rush and glad ex­ult­ing on­sweep­ing cur­rents ca­ress­ing the dip­ping sedge-leaves and bush­es and mossy stones, swirling in pools, di­vid­ing against lit­tle flow­ery is­lands, break­ing gray and white here and there, ev­er re­joic­ing, yet with deep solemn un­der­tones re­call­ing the ocean—the brave lit­tle bird ev­er be­side them, singing with sweet hu­man tones among the waltz­ing foam-bells, and like a blessed evan­gel ex­plain­ing God’s love. And the Pi­lot Peak Ridge, its long with­draw­ing slopes grace­ful­ly mod­eled and braid­ed, reach­ing from cli­mate to cli­mate, feath­ered with trees that are the kings of their race, their ranks nobly mar­shaled to view, spire above spire, crown above crown, wav­ing their long, leafy arms, toss­ing their cones like ring­ing bells—blessed sun-fed moun­taineers re­joic­ing in their strength, ev­ery tree tune­ful, a harp for the winds and the sun. The hazel and buck­thorn pas­tures of the deer, the sun-beat­en brows pur­ple and yel­low with mint and gold­en-rods, car­pet­ed with chamae­ba­tia, hum­ming with bees. And the dawns and sun­ris­es and sun­downs of these moun­tain days—the rose light creep­ing high­er among the stars, chang­ing to daf­fodil yel­low, the lev­el beams burst­ing forth, stream­ing across the ridges, touch­ing pine af­ter pine, awak­en­ing and warm­ing all the mighty host to do glad­ly their shin­ing day’s work. The great sun-gold noons, the al­abaster cloud-moun­tains, the land­scape beam­ing with con­scious­ness like the face of a god. The sun­sets, when the trees stood hushed await­ing their good night bless­ings. Di­vine, en­dur­ing, un­wastable wealth.

				

			
		
	
		
			
				IV

				To the High Moun­tains

			
			
				
					Ju­ly 8.

					Now away we go to­ward the top­most moun­tains. Many still, small voic­es, as well as the noon thun­der, are call­ing, “Come high­er.” Farewell, blessed dell, woods, gar­dens, streams, birds, squir­rels, lizards, and a thou­sand oth­ers. Farewell. Farewell.

					Up through the woods the hoofed lo­custs streamed be­neath a cloud of brown dust. Scarce­ly were they driv­en a hun­dred yards from the old cor­ral ere they seemed to know that at last they were go­ing to new pas­tures, and rushed wild­ly ahead, crowd­ing through gaps in the brush, jump­ing, tum­bling like ex­ult­ing hur­rahing flood-wa­ters es­cap­ing through a bro­ken dam. A man on each flank kept shout­ing ad­vice to the lead­ers, who in their fam­ish­ing con­di­tion were be­hav­ing like Gadarene swine; two oth­er driv­ers were busy with strag­glers, help­ing them out of brush tan­gles; the In­di­an, calm, alert, silent­ly watched for wan­der­ers like­ly to be over­looked; the two dogs ran here and there, at a loss to know what was best to be done, while the Don, soon far in the rear, was try­ing to keep in sight of his trou­ble­some wealth.

					
						[image: A drawing of a high mountain ridge that stretches across the horizon. In the foreground there are a few tall, thin fir trees.]
						The di­vide be­tween the Tuolumne and the Merced Rivers be­low Hazel Green.
					
					As soon as the bound­ary of the old eat­en-out range was passed the hun­gry horde sud­den­ly be­came calm, like a moun­tain stream in a mead­ow. Thence­for­ward they were al­lowed to eat their way as slow­ly as they wished, care be­ing tak­en on­ly to keep them head­ed to­ward the sum­mit of the Merced and Tuolumne di­vide. Soon the two thou­sand flat­tened paunch­es were bulged out with sweet-pea vines and grass, and the gaunt, des­per­ate crea­tures, more like wolves than sheep, be­came bland and gov­ern­able, while the howl­ing driv­ers changed to gen­tle shep­herds, and saun­tered in peace.

					To­ward sun­down we reached Hazel Green, a charm­ing spot on the sum­mit of the di­vid­ing ridge be­tween the basins of the Merced and Tuolumne, where there is a small brook flow­ing through hazel and dog­wood thick­ets be­neath mag­nif­i­cent sil­ver firs and pines. Here, we are camped for the night, our big fire, heaped high with rosiny logs and branch­es, is blaz­ing like a sun­rise, glad­ly giv­ing back the light slow­ly sift­ed from the sun­beams of cen­turies of sum­mers; and in the glow of that old sun­light how im­pres­sive­ly sur­round­ing ob­jects are brought for­ward in re­lief against the out­er dark­ness! Grass­es, lark­spurs, columbines, lilies, hazel bush­es, and the great trees form a cir­cle around the fire like thought­ful spec­ta­tors, gaz­ing and lis­ten­ing with hu­man-like en­thu­si­asm. The night breeze is cool, for all day we have been climb­ing in­to the up­per sky, the home of the cloud moun­tains we so long have ad­mired. How sweet and keen the air! Ev­ery breath a bless­ing. Here the sug­ar pine reach­es its fullest de­vel­op­ment in size and beau­ty and num­ber of in­di­vid­u­als, fill­ing ev­ery swell and hol­low and down-plung­ing ravine al­most to the ex­clu­sion of oth­er species. A few yel­low pines are still to be found as com­pan­ions, and in the coolest places sil­ver firs; but no­ble as these are, the sug­ar pine is king, and spreads long pro­tect­ing arms above them while they rock and wave in sign of recog­ni­tion.

					We have now reached a height of six thou­sand feet. In the forenoon we passed along a flat part of the di­vid­ing ridge that is plant­ed with man­zani­ta (Arc­tostaphy­los), some spec­i­mens the largest I have seen. I mea­sured one, the bole of which is four feet in di­am­e­ter and on­ly eigh­teen inch­es high from the ground, where it dis­solves in­to many widespread­ing branch­es form­ing a broad round head about ten or twelve feet high, cov­ered with clus­ters of small nar­row-throat­ed pink bells. The leaves are pale green, glan­du­lar, and set on edge by a twist of the peti­ole. The branch­es seem naked; for the choco­late-col­ored bark is very smooth and thin, and is shed off in flakes that curl when dry. The wood is red, close-grained, hard, and heavy. I won­der how old these cu­ri­ous tree-bush­es are, prob­a­bly as old as the great pines. In­di­ans and bears and birds and fat grubs feast on the berries, which look like small ap­ples, of­ten rosy on one side, green on the oth­er. The In­di­ans are said to make a kind of beer or cider out of them. There are many species. This one, Arc­tostaphy­los pun­gens, is com­mon here­abouts. No need have they to fear the wind, so low they are and stead­fast­ly root­ed. Even the fires that sweep the woods sel­dom de­stroy them ut­ter­ly, for they rise again from the root, and some of the dry ridges they grow on are sel­dom touched by fire. I must try to know them bet­ter.

					I miss my riv­er songs tonight. Here Hazel Creek at its top­most springs has a voice like a bird. The wind-tones in the great trees over­head are strange­ly im­pres­sive, all the more be­cause not a leaf stirs be­low them. But it grows late, and I must to bed. The camp is silent; ev­ery­body asleep. It seems ex­trav­a­gant to spend hours so pre­cious in sleep. “He giveth his beloved sleep.” Pity the poor beloved needs it, weak, weary, for­spent; oh, the pity of it, to sleep in the midst of eter­nal, beau­ti­ful mo­tion in­stead of gaz­ing for­ev­er, like the stars.

				

				
					Ju­ly 9.

					Ex­hil­a­rat­ed with the moun­tain air, I feel like shout­ing this morn­ing with ex­cess of wild an­i­mal joy. The In­di­an lay down away from the fire last night, with­out blan­kets, hav­ing noth­ing on, by way of cloth­ing, but a pair of blue over­alls and a cal­i­co shirt wet with sweat. The night air is chilly at this el­e­va­tion, and we gave him some horse-blan­kets, but he didn’t seem to care for them. A fine thing to be in­de­pen­dent of cloth­ing where it is so hard to car­ry. When food is scarce, he can live on what­ev­er comes in his way—a few berries, roots, bird eggs, grasshop­pers, black ants, fat wasp or bum­ble­bee lar­vae, with­out feel­ing that he is do­ing any­thing worth men­tion, so I have been told.

					
						[image: A photograph of a fir tree. The tree is very tall and narrow and it towers above the surrounding forest.]
						A sil­ver fir, or red fir (Abies mag­nifi­ca).
					
					Our course to­day was along the broad top of the main ridge to a hol­low be­yond Crane Flat. It is scarce at all rocky, and is cov­ered with the no­blest pines and spruces I have yet seen. Sug­ar pines from six to eight feet in di­am­e­ter are not un­com­mon, with a height of two hun­dred feet or even more. The sil­ver firs (Abies con­col­or and A. mag­nifi­ca) are ex­ceed­ing­ly beau­ti­ful, es­pe­cial­ly the mag­nifi­ca, which be­comes more abun­dant the high­er we go. It is of great size, one of the most no­table in ev­ery way of the gi­ant conifers of the Sier­ra. I saw spec­i­mens that mea­sured sev­en feet in di­am­e­ter and over two hun­dred feet in height, while the av­er­age size for what might be called full-grown ma­ture trees can hard­ly be less than one hun­dred and eighty or two hun­dred feet high and five or six feet in di­am­e­ter; and with these no­ble di­men­sions there is a sym­me­try and per­fec­tion of fin­ish not to be seen in any oth­er tree, here­about at least. The branch­es are whorled in fives most­ly, and stand out from the tall, straight, exquisite­ly ta­pered bole in lev­el col­lars, each branch reg­u­lar­ly pin­nat­ed like the fronds of ferns, and dense­ly clad with leaves all around the branch­lets, thus giv­ing them a sin­gu­lar­ly rich and sump­tu­ous ap­pear­ance. The ex­treme top of the tree is a thick blunt shoot point­ing straight to the zenith like an ad­mon­ish­ing fin­ger. The cones stand erect like casks on the up­per branch­es. They are about six inch­es long, three in di­am­e­ter, blunt, vel­vety, and cylin­dri­cal in form, and very rich and pre­cious look­ing. The seeds are about three quar­ters of an inch long, dark red­dish brown with bril­liant iri­des­cent pur­ple wings, and when ripe, the cone falls to pieces, and the seeds thus set free at a height of one hun­dred and fifty or two hun­dred feet have a good send off and may fly con­sid­er­able dis­tances in a good breeze; and it is when a good breeze is blow­ing that most of them are shak­en free to fly.

					The oth­er species, Abies con­col­or, at­tains near­ly as great a height and thick­ness as the mag­nifi­ca, but the branch­es do not form such reg­u­lar whorls, nor are they so ex­act­ly pin­nat­ed or rich­ly leaf-clad. In­stead of grow­ing all around the branch­lets, the leaves are most­ly ar­ranged in two flat hor­i­zon­tal rows. The cones and seeds are like those of the mag­nifi­ca in form but less than half as large. The bark of the mag­nifi­ca is red­dish pur­ple and close­ly fur­rowed, that of the con­col­or gray and wide­ly fur­rowed. A no­ble pair.

					At Crane Flat we climbed a thou­sand feet or more in a dis­tance of about two miles, the for­est grow­ing more dense and the sil­very mag­nifi­ca fir form­ing a still greater por­tion of the whole. Crane Flat is a mead­ow with a wide sandy bor­der ly­ing on the top of the di­vide. It is of­ten vis­it­ed by blue cranes to rest and feed on their long jour­neys, hence the name. It is about half a mile long, drain­ing in­to the Merced, sedgy in the mid­dle, with a mar­gin bright with lilies, columbines, lark­spurs, lupines, castilleia, then an out­er zone of dry, gen­tly slop­ing ground starred with a mul­ti­tude of small flow­ers—eu­nanus, mimu­lus, gilia, with rosettes of spraguea, and tufts of sev­er­al species of eri­o­gon­um and the bril­liant zauschne­r­ia. The no­ble for­est wall about it is made up of the two sil­ver firs and the yel­low and sug­ar pines, which here seem to reach their high­est pitch of beau­ty and grandeur; for the el­e­va­tion, six thou­sand feet or a lit­tle more, is not too great for the sug­ar and yel­low pines or too low for the mag­nifi­ca fir, while the con­col­or seems to find this el­e­va­tion the best pos­si­ble. About a mile from the north end of the flat there is a grove of Se­quoia gi­gan­tea, the king of all the conifers. Fur­ther­more, the Dou­glas spruce (Pseu­dot­suga Dou­glasii) and Li­bo­ce­drus de­cur­rens, and a few two-leaved pines, oc­cur here and there, form­ing a small part of the for­est. Three pines, two sil­ver firs, one Dou­glas spruce, one se­quoia—all of them, ex­cept the two-leaved pine, colos­sal trees—are found here to­geth­er, an as­sem­blage of conifers un­ri­valed on the globe.

					We passed a num­ber of charm­ing gar­den-like mead­ows ly­ing on top of the di­vide or hang­ing like rib­bons down its sides, imbed­ded in the glo­ri­ous for­est. Some are tak­en up chiefly with the tall white-flow­ered Ve­r­a­trum Cal­i­for­nicum, with boat-shaped leaves about a foot long, eight or ten inch­es wide, and veined like those of cypri­pedi­um—a ro­bust, hearty, lil­i­a­ceous plant, fond of wa­ter and de­ter­mined to be seen. Columbine and lark­spur grow on the dry­er edges of the mead­ows, with a tall hand­some lupine stand­ing waist-deep in long grass­es and sedges. Castilleias, too, of sev­er­al species make a bright show with beds of vi­o­lets at their feet. But the glo­ry of these for­est mead­ows is a lily (L. parvum). The tallest are from sev­en to eight feet high with mag­nif­i­cent racemes of ten to twen­ty or more small or­ange-col­ored flow­ers; they stand out free in open ground, with just enough grass and oth­er com­pan­ion plants about them to fringe their feet, and show them off to best ad­van­tage. This is a grand ad­di­tion to my lily ac­quain­tances—a true moun­taineer, reach­ing prime vig­or and beau­ty at a height of sev­en thou­sand feet or there­abouts. It varies, I find, very much in size even in the same mead­ow, not on­ly with the soil, but with age. I saw a spec­i­men that had on­ly one flow­er, and an­oth­er with­in a stone’s throw had twen­ty-five. And to think that the sheep should be al­lowed in these lily mead­ows! af­ter how many cen­turies of Na­ture’s care plant­ing and wa­ter­ing them, tuck­ing the bulbs in snug­ly be­low win­ter frost, shad­ing the ten­der shoots with clouds drawn above them like cur­tains, pour­ing re­fresh­ing rain, mak­ing them per­fect in beau­ty, and keep­ing them safe by a thou­sand mir­a­cles; yet, strange to say, al­low­ing the tram­pling of dev­as­tat­ing sheep. One might rea­son­ably look for a wall of fire to fence such gar­dens. So ex­trav­a­gant is Na­ture with her choic­est trea­sures, spend­ing plant beau­ty as she spends sun­shine, pour­ing it forth in­to land and sea, gar­den and desert. And so the beau­ty of lilies falls on an­gels and men, bears and squir­rels, wolves and sheep, birds and bees, but as far as I have seen, man alone, and the an­i­mals he tames, de­stroy these gar­dens. Awk­ward, lum­ber­ing bears, the Don tells me, love to wal­low in them in hot weath­er, and deer with their sharp feet cross them again and again, saun­ter­ing and feed­ing, yet nev­er a lily have I seen spoiled by them. Rather, like gar­den­ers, they seem to cul­ti­vate them, press­ing and dib­bling as re­quired. Any­how not a leaf or petal seems mis­placed.

					The trees round about them seem as per­fect in beau­ty and form as the lilies, their boughs whorled like lily leaves in ex­act or­der. This evening, as usu­al, the glow of our camp­fire is work­ing en­chant­ment on ev­ery­thing with­in reach of its rays. Ly­ing be­neath the firs, it is glo­ri­ous to see them dip­ping their spires in the star­ry sky, the sky like one vast lily mead­ow in bloom! How can I close my eyes on so pre­cious a night?

				

				
					Ju­ly 10.

					A Dou­glas squir­rel, pep­pery, pun­gent au­to­crat of the woods, is bark­ing over­head this morn­ing, and the small for­est birds, so sel­dom seen when one trav­els nois­i­ly, are out on sun­ny branch­es along the edge of the mead­ow get­ting warm, tak­ing a sun bath and dew bath—a fine sight. How charm­ing the spright­ly con­fi­dent looks and ways of these lit­tle feath­ered peo­ple of the trees! They seem sure of dain­ty, whole­some break­fasts, and where are so many break­fasts to come from? How help­less should we find our­selves should we try to set a ta­ble for them of such buds, seeds, in­sects, etc., as would keep them in the pure wild health they en­joy! Not a headache or any oth­er ache amongst them, I guess. As for the ir­re­press­ible Dou­glas squir­rels, one nev­er thinks of their break­fasts or the pos­si­bil­i­ty of hunger, sick­ness or death; rather they seem like stars above chance or change, even though we may see them at times busy gath­er­ing burrs, work­ing hard for a liv­ing.

					On through the for­est ev­er high­er we go, a cloud of dust dim­ming the way, thou­sands of feet tram­pling leaves and flow­ers, but in this mighty wilder­ness they seem but a fee­ble band, and a thou­sand gar­dens will es­cape their blight­ing touch. They can­not hurt the trees, though some of the seedlings suf­fer, and should the wool­ly lo­custs be great­ly mul­ti­plied, as on ac­count of dol­lar val­ue they are like­ly to be, then the forests, too, may in time be de­stroyed. On­ly the sky will then be safe, though hid from view by dust and smoke, in­cense of a bad sac­ri­fice. Poor, help­less, hun­gry sheep, in great part mis­be­got­ten, with­out good right to be, se­mi-man­u­fac­tured, made less by God than man, born out of time and place, yet their voic­es are strange­ly hu­man and call out one’s pity.

					Our way is still along the Merced and Tuolumne di­vide, the streams on our right go­ing to swell the song­ful Yosemite Riv­er, those on our left to the song­ful Tuolumne, slip­ping through sun­ny carex and lily mead­ows, and break­ing in­to song down a thou­sand ravines al­most as soon as they are born. A more tune­ful set of streams sure­ly nowhere ex­ists, or more sparkling crys­tal pure, now glid­ing with tin­kling whis­per, now with mer­ry dim­pling rush, in and out through sun­shine and shade, shim­mer­ing in pools, unit­ing their cur­rents, bounc­ing, danc­ing from form to form over cliffs and in­clines, ev­er more beau­ti­ful the far­ther they go un­til they pour in­to the main glacial rivers.

					All day I have been gaz­ing in grow­ing ad­mi­ra­tion at the no­ble groups of the mag­nif­i­cent sil­ver fir which more and more is tak­ing the ground to it­self. The woods above Crane Flat still con­tin­ue com­par­a­tive­ly open, let­ting in the sun­shine on the brown nee­dle-strewn ground. Not on­ly are the in­di­vid­u­al trees ad­mirable in sym­me­try and su­perb in fo­liage and port, but half a dozen or more of­ten form tem­ple groves in which the trees are so nice­ly grad­ed in size and po­si­tion as to seem one. Here, in­deed, is the tree-lover’s par­adise. The dullest eye in the world must sure­ly be quick­ened by such trees as these.

					For­tu­nate­ly the sheep need lit­tle at­ten­tion, as they are driv­en slow­ly and al­lowed to nip and nib­ble as they like. Since leav­ing Hazel Green we have been fol­low­ing the Yosemite trail; vis­i­tors to the fa­mous val­ley com­ing by way of Coul­ter­ville and Chi­nese Camp pass this way—the two trails unit­ing at Crane Flat—and en­ter the val­ley on the north side. An­oth­er trail en­ters on the south side by way of Mari­posa. The tourists we saw were in par­ties of from three or four to fif­teen or twen­ty, mount­ed on mules or small mus­tang ponies. A strange show they made, wind­ing sin­gle file through the solemn woods in gaudy at­tire, scar­ing the wild crea­tures, and one might fan­cy that even the great pines would be dis­turbed and groan aghast. But what may we say of our­selves and the flock?

					We are now camped at Tama­rack Flat, with­in four or five miles of the low­er end of Yosemite. Here is an­oth­er fine mead­ow em­bo­somed in the woods, with a deep, clear stream glid­ing through it, its banks round­ed and beveled with a thatch of dip­ping sedges. The flat is named af­ter the two-leaved pine (Pi­nus con­tor­ta, var. Mur­rayana), com­mon here, es­pe­cial­ly around the cool mar­gin of the mead­ow. On rocky ground it is a rough, thick­set tree, about forty to six­ty feet high and one to three feet in di­am­e­ter, bark thin and gum­my, branch­es rather naked, tas­sels, leaves, and cones small. But in damp, rich soil it grows close and slen­der, and reach­es a height at times of near­ly a hun­dred feet. Spec­i­mens on­ly six inch­es in di­am­e­ter at the ground are of­ten fifty or six­ty feet in height, as slen­der and sharp in out­line as ar­rows, like the true tama­rack (larch) of the East­ern States; hence the name, though it is a pine.

				

				
					Ju­ly 11.

					The Don has gone ahead on one of the pack an­i­mals to spy out the land to the north of Yosemite in search of the best point for a cen­tral camp. Much high­er than this we can­not now go, for the up­per pas­tures, said to be bet­ter than any here­abouts, are still buried in heavy win­ter snow. Glad I am that camp is to be fixed in the Yosemite re­gion, for many a glo­ri­ous ram­ble I’ll have along the top of the walls, and then what land­scapes I shall find with their new moun­tains and canyons, forests and gar­dens, lakes and streams and falls.

					We are now about sev­en thou­sand feet above the sea, and the nights are so cool we have to pile coats and ex­tra cloth­ing on top of our blan­kets. Tama­rack Creek is icy cold, de­li­cious, ex­hil­a­rat­ing cham­pagne wa­ter. It is flow­ing bank-full in the mead­ow with silent speed, but on­ly a few hun­dred yards be­low our camp the ground is bare gray gran­ite strewn with boul­ders, large spa­ces be­ing with­out a sin­gle tree or on­ly a small one here and there an­chored in nar­row seams and cracks. The boul­ders, many of them very large, are not in piles or scat­tered like rub­bish among loose crum­bling de­bris as if weath­ered out of the sol­id as boul­ders of dis­in­te­gra­tion; they most­ly oc­cur singly, and are ly­ing on a clean pave­ment on which the sun­shine falls in a glare that con­trasts with the shim­mer of light and shade we have been ac­cus­tomed to in the leafy woods. And, strange to say, these boul­ders ly­ing so still and de­sert­ed, with no mov­ing force near them, no boul­der car­ri­er any­where in sight, were nev­er­the­less brought from a dis­tance, as dif­fer­ence in col­or and com­po­si­tion shows, quar­ried and car­ried and laid down here each in its place; nor have they stirred, most of them, through calm and storm since first they ar­rived. They look lone­ly here, strangers in a strange land—huge blocks, an­gu­lar moun­tain chips, the largest twen­ty or thir­ty feet in di­am­e­ter, the chips that Na­ture has made in mod­el­ing her land­scapes, fash­ion­ing the forms of her moun­tains and val­leys. And with what tool were they quar­ried and car­ried? On the pave­ment we find its marks. The most re­sist­ing un­weath­ered por­tion of the sur­face is scored and stri­at­ed in a rigid­ly par­al­lel way, in­di­cat­ing that the re­gion has been over­swept by a glacier from the north­east­ward, grind­ing down the gen­er­al mass of the moun­tains, scor­ing and pol­ish­ing, pro­duc­ing a strange, raw, wiped ap­pear­ance, and drop­ping what­ev­er boul­ders it chanced to be car­ry­ing at the time it was melt­ed at the close of the Glacial Pe­ri­od. A fine dis­cov­ery this. As for the forests we have been pass­ing through, they are prob­a­bly grow­ing on de­posits of soil most of which has been laid down by this same ice agent in the form of moraines of dif­fer­ent sorts, now in great part dis­in­te­grat­ed and out­spread by post­glacial weath­er­ing.

					Out of the grassy mead­ow and down over this ice-planed gran­ite runs the glad young Tama­rack Creek, re­joic­ing, ex­ult­ing, chant­ing, danc­ing in white, glow­ing, irised falls and cas­cades on its way to the Merced Canyon, a few miles be­low Yosemite, fall­ing more than three thou­sand feet in a dis­tance of about two miles.

					All the Merced streams are won­der­ful singers, and Yosemite is the cen­tre where the main trib­u­taries meet. From a point about half a mile from our camp we can see in­to the low­er end of the fa­mous val­ley, with its won­der­ful cliffs and groves, a grand page of moun­tain man­u­script that I would glad­ly give my life to be able to read. How vast it seems, how short hu­man life when we hap­pen to think of it, and how lit­tle we may learn, how­ev­er hard we try! Yet why be­wail our poor in­evitable ig­no­rance? Some of the ex­ter­nal beau­ty is al­ways in sight, enough to keep ev­ery fi­bre of us tin­gling, and this we are able to glo­ri­ous­ly en­joy though the meth­ods of its cre­ation may lie be­yond our ken. Sing on, brave Tama­rack Creek, fresh from your snowy foun­tains, plash and swirl and dance to your fate in the sea; bathing, cheer­ing ev­ery liv­ing thing along your way.

					Have great­ly en­joyed all this huge day, saun­ter­ing and see­ing, steep­ing in the moun­tain in­flu­ences, sketch­ing, not­ing, press­ing flow­ers, drink­ing ozone and Tama­rack wa­ter. Found the white fra­grant Wash­ing­ton lily, the finest of all the Sier­ra lilies. Its bulbs are buried in shag­gy chap­ar­ral tan­gles, I sup­pose for safe­ty from paw­ing bears; and its mag­nif­i­cent pan­i­cles sway and rock over the top of the rough snow-pressed bush­es, while big, bold, blunt-nosed bees drone and mum­ble in its pol­leny bells. A love­ly flow­er, worth go­ing hun­gry and foot­sore end­less miles to see. The whole world seems rich­er now that I have found this plant in so no­ble a land­scape.

					A log house serves to mark a claim to the Tama­rack mead­ow, which may be­come valu­able as a sta­tion in case trav­el to Yosemite should great­ly in­crease. Be­lat­ed par­ties oc­ca­sion­al­ly stop here. A white man with an In­di­an wom­an is hold­ing pos­ses­sion of the place.

					Saun­tered up the mead­ow about sun­down, out of sight of camp and sheep and all hu­man mark, in­to the deep peace of the solemn old woods, ev­ery­thing glow­ing with Heav­en’s un­quench­able en­thu­si­asm.

				

				
					Ju­ly 12.

					The Don has re­turned, and again we go on pil­grim­age. “Look­ing over the Yosemite Creek coun­try,” he said, “from the tops of the hills you see noth­ing but rocks and patch­es of trees; but when you go down in­to the rocky desert you find no end of small grassy banks and mead­ows, and so the coun­try is not half so lean as it looks. There we’ll go and stay un­til the snow is melt­ed from the up­per coun­try.”

					I was glad to hear that the high snow made a stay in the Yosemite re­gion nec­es­sary, for I am anx­ious to see as much of it as pos­si­ble. What fine times I shall have sketch­ing, study­ing plants and rocks, and scram­bling about the brink of the great val­ley alone, out of sight and sound of camp!

					We saw an­oth­er par­ty of Yosemite tourists to­day. Some­how most of these trav­el­ers seem to care but lit­tle for the glo­ri­ous ob­jects about them, though enough to spend time and mon­ey and en­dure long rides to see the fa­mous val­ley. And when they are fair­ly with­in the mighty walls of the tem­ple and hear the psalms of the falls, they will for­get them­selves and be­come de­vout. Blessed, in­deed, should be ev­ery pil­grim in these holy moun­tains!

					We moved slow­ly east­ward along the Mono Trail, and ear­ly in the af­ter­noon un­packed and camped on the bank of Cas­cade Creek. The Mono Trail cross­es the range by the Bloody Canyon Pass to gold mines near the north end of Mono Lake. These mines were re­port­ed to be rich when first dis­cov­ered, and a grand rush took place, mak­ing a trail nec­es­sary. A few small bridges were built over streams where ford­ing was not prac­ti­ca­ble on ac­count of the soft­ness of the bot­tom, sec­tions of fall­en trees cut out, and lanes made through thick­ets wide enough to al­low the pas­sage of bulky packs; but over the greater part of the way scarce a stone or shov­el­ful of earth has been moved.

					The woods we passed through are com­posed al­most whol­ly of Abies mag­nifi­ca, the com­pan­ion species, con­col­or, be­ing most­ly left be­hind on ac­count of al­ti­tude, while the in­creas­ing el­e­va­tion seems grate­ful to the charm­ing mag­nifi­ca. No words can do any­thing like jus­tice to this no­ble tree. At one place many had fall­en dur­ing some heavy wind­storm, ow­ing to the loose sandy char­ac­ter of the soil, which of­fered no se­cure an­chor­age. The soil is most­ly de­com­posed and dis­in­te­grat­ed moraine ma­te­ri­al.

					The sheep are ly­ing down on a bare rocky spot such as they like, chew­ing the cud in grassy peace. Cook­ing is go­ing on, ap­petites grow­ing keen­er ev­ery day. No low­lan­der can ap­pre­ci­ate the moun­tain ap­petite, and the fa­cil­i­ty with which heavy food called “grub” is dis­posed of. Eat­ing, walk­ing, rest­ing, seem alike de­light­ful, and one feels in­clined to shout lusti­ly on ris­ing in the morn­ing like a crow­ing cock. Sleep and di­ges­tion as clear as the air. Fine spicy plush boughs for bed­ding we shall have tonight, and a glo­ri­ous lul­la­by from this cas­cad­ing creek. Nev­er was stream more fit­ting­ly named, for as far as I have traced it above and be­low our camp it is one con­tin­u­ous bounc­ing, danc­ing, white bloom of cas­cades. And at the very last un­wea­ried it fin­ish­es its wild course in a grand leap of three hun­dred feet or more to the bot­tom of the main Yosemite canyon near the fall of Tama­rack Creek, a few miles be­low the foot of the val­ley. These falls al­most ri­val some of the far-famed Yosemite falls. Nev­er shall I for­get these glad cas­cade songs, the low boom­ing, the roar­ing, the keen, sil­very clash­ing of the cool wa­ter rush­ing ex­ult­ing from form to form be­neath irised spray; or in the deep still night seen white in the dark­ness, and its mul­ti­tude of voic­es sound­ing still more im­pres­sive­ly sub­lime. Here I find the lit­tle wa­ter ouzel as much at home as any lin­net in a leafy grove, seem­ing to take the greater de­light the more bois­ter­ous the stream. The dizzy precipices, the swift dash­ing en­er­gy dis­played, and the thun­der tones of the sheer falls are awe in­spir­ing, but there is noth­ing aw­ful about this lit­tle bird. Its song is sweet and low, and all its ges­tures, as it flits about amid the loud up­roar, be­speak strength and peace and joy. Con­tem­plat­ing these dar­lings of Na­ture com­ing forth from spray-sprin­kled nests on the brink of sav­age streams, Sam­son’s rid­dle comes to mind, “Out of the strong cometh forth sweet­ness.” A yet fin­er bloom is this lit­tle bird than the foam-bells in ed­dy­ing pools. Gen­tle bird, a pre­cious mes­sage you bring me. We may miss the mean­ing of the tor­rent, but thy sweet voice, on­ly love is in it.

				

				
					Ju­ly 13.

					Our course all day has been east­ward over the rim of Yosemite Creek basin and down about half­way to the bot­tom, where we have en­camped on a sheet of glacier-pol­ished gran­ite, a firm foun­da­tion for beds. Saw the tracks of a very large bear on the trail, and the Don talked of bears in gen­er­al. I said I should like to see the mak­er of these im­mense tracks as he marched along, and fol­low him for days, with­out dis­turb­ing him, to learn some­thing of the life of this mas­ter beast of the wilder­ness. Lambs, the Don told me, born in the low­land, that nev­er saw or heard a bear, snort and run in ter­ror when they catch the scent, show­ing how ful­ly they have in­her­it­ed a knowl­edge of their en­e­my. Hogs, mules, hors­es, and cat­tle are afraid of bears, and are seized with un­govern­able ter­ror when they ap­proach, par­tic­u­lar­ly hogs and mules. Hogs are fre­quent­ly driv­en to pas­tures in the foothills of the Coast Range and Sier­ra where acorns are abun­dant, and are herd­ed in droves of hun­dreds like sheep. When a bear comes to the range they prompt­ly leave it, em­i­grat­ing in a body, usu­al­ly in the night time, the keep­ers be­ing pow­er­less to pre­vent; they thus show more sense than sheep, that sim­ply scat­ter in the rocks and brush and await their fate. Mules flee like the wind with or with­out rid­ers when they see a bear, and, if pick­et­ed, some­times break their necks in try­ing to break their ropes, though I have not heard of bears killing mules or hors­es. Of hogs they are said to be par­tic­u­lar­ly fond, bolt­ing small ones, bones and all, with­out choice of parts. In par­tic­u­lar, Mr. De­laney as­sured me that all kinds of bears in the Sier­ra are very shy, and that hunters found far greater dif­fi­cul­ty in get­ting with­in gun­shot of them than of deer or in­deed any oth­er an­i­mal in the Sier­ra, and if I was anx­ious to see much of them I should have to wait and watch with end­less In­di­an pa­tience and pay no at­ten­tion to any­thing else.

					Night is com­ing on, the gray rock waves are grow­ing dim in the twi­light. How raw and young this re­gion ap­pears! Had the ice sheet that swept over it van­ished but yes­ter­day, its traces on the more re­sist­ing por­tions about our camp could hard­ly be more dis­tinct than they now are. The hors­es and sheep and all of us, in­deed, slipped on the smoothest places.

				

				
					Ju­ly 14.

					How death­like is sleep in this moun­tain air, and quick the awak­en­ing in­to new­ness of life! A calm dawn, yel­low and pur­ple, then floods of sun-gold, mak­ing ev­ery­thing tin­gle and glow.

					In an hour or two we came to Yosemite Creek, the stream that makes the great­est of all the Yosemite falls. It is about forty feet wide at the Mono Trail cross­ing, and now about four feet in av­er­age depth, flow­ing about three miles an hour. The dis­tance to the verge of the Yosemite wall, where it makes its tremen­dous plunge, is on­ly about two miles from here. Calm, beau­ti­ful, and near­ly silent, it glides with state­ly ges­tures, a dense growth of the slen­der two-leaved pine along its banks, and a fringe of wil­low, pur­ple spi­raea, sedges, daisies, lilies, and columbines. Some of the sedges and wil­low boughs dip in­to the cur­rent, and just out­side of the close ranks of trees there is a sun­ny flat of washed grav­el­ly sand which seems to have been de­posit­ed by some an­cient flood. It is cov­ered with mil­lions of erethrea, eri­o­gon­um, and oxythe­ca, with more flow­ers than leaves, form­ing an even growth, slight­ly dim­pled and ruf­fled here and there by rosettes of Spraguea um­bel­la­ta. Back of this flow­ery strip there is a wavy up­slop­ing plain of sol­id gran­ite, so smooth­ly ice-pol­ished in many places that it glis­tens in the sun like glass. In shal­low hol­lows there are patch­es of trees, most­ly the rough form of the two-leaved pine, rather scrawny look­ing where there is lit­tle or no soil. Al­so a few ju­nipers (Ju­nipe­rus oc­ci­den­tal­is), short and stout, with bright cin­na­mon-col­ored bark and gray fo­liage, stand­ing alone most­ly, on the sun-beat­en pave­ment, safe from fire, cling­ing by slight joints—a stur­dy storm-en­dur­ing moun­taineer of a tree, liv­ing on sun­shine and snow, main­tain­ing tough health on this di­et for per­haps more than a thou­sand years.

					Up to­wards the head of the basin I see groups of domes ris­ing above the wave­like ridges, and some pic­turesque castel­lat­ed mass­es, and dark strips and patch­es of sil­ver fir, in­di­cat­ing de­posits of fer­tile soil. Would that I could com­mand the time to study them! What rich ex­cur­sions one could make in this well-de­fined basin! Its glacial in­scrip­tions and sculp­tures, how mar­velous they seem, how no­ble the stud­ies they of­fer! I trem­ble with ex­cite­ment in the dawn of these glo­ri­ous moun­tain sub­lim­i­ties, but I can on­ly gaze and won­der, and, like a child, gath­er here and there a lily, half hop­ing I may be able to study and learn in years to come.

					The driv­ers and dogs had a live­ly, la­bo­ri­ous time get­ting the sheep across the creek, the sec­ond large stream thus far that they have been com­pelled to cross with­out a bridge; the first be­ing the North Fork of the Merced near Bow­er Cave. Men and dogs, shout­ing and bark­ing, drove the timid, wa­ter-fear­ing crea­tures in a close crowd against the bank, but not one of the flock would launch away. While thus jammed, the Don and the shep­herd rushed through the fright­ened crowd to stam­pede those in front, but this would on­ly cause a break back­ward, and away they would scam­per through the stream-bank trees and scat­ter over the rocky pave­ment. Then with the aid of the dogs the run­aways would again be gath­ered and made to face the stream, and again the com­pact­ed mass would break away, amid wild shout­ing and bark­ing that might well have dis­turbed the stream it­self and marred the mu­sic of its falls, to which vis­i­tors no doubt from all quar­ters of the globe were lis­ten­ing. “Hold them there! Now hold them there!” shout­ed the Don; “the front ranks will soon tire of the pres­sure, and be glad to take to the wa­ter, then all will jump in and cross in a hur­ry.” But they did noth­ing of the kind; they on­ly avoid­ed the pres­sure by break­ing back in scores and hun­dreds, leav­ing the beau­ty of the banks sad­ly tram­pled.

					If on­ly one could be got to cross over, all would make haste to fol­low; but that one could not be found. A lamb was caught, car­ried across, and tied to a bush on the op­po­site bank, where it cried piteous­ly for its moth­er. But though great­ly con­cerned, the moth­er on­ly called it back. That play on ma­ter­nal af­fec­tion failed, and we be­gan to fear that we should be forced to make a long round­about drive and cross the wide­spread trib­u­taries of the creek in suc­ces­sion. This would re­quire sev­er­al days, but it had its ad­van­tages, for I was ea­ger to see the sources of so fa­mous a stream. Don Quixote, how­ev­er, de­ter­mined that they must ford just here, and im­me­di­ate­ly be­gan a sort of siege by cut­ting down slen­der pines on the bank and build­ing a cor­ral bare­ly large enough to hold the flock when well pressed to­geth­er. And as the stream would form one side of the cor­ral he be­lieved that they could eas­i­ly be forced in­to the wa­ter.

					In a few hours the en­clo­sure was com­plet­ed, and the sil­ly an­i­mals were driv­en in and rammed hard against the brink of the ford. Then the Don, forc­ing a way through the com­pact­ed mass, pitched a few of the ter­ri­fied un­for­tu­nates in­to the stream by main strength; but in­stead of cross­ing over, they swam about close to the bank, mak­ing des­per­ate at­tempts to get back in­to the flock. Then a dozen or more were shoved off, and the Don, tall like a crane and a good nat­u­ral wad­er, jumped in af­ter them, seized a strug­gling wether, and dragged it to the op­po­site shore. But no soon­er did he let it go than it jumped in­to the stream and swam back to its fright­ened com­pan­ions in the cor­ral, thus man­i­fest­ing sheep-na­ture as un­change­able as grav­i­ta­tion. Pan with his pipes would have had no bet­ter luck, I fear. We were now pret­ty well baf­fled. The sil­ly crea­tures would suf­fer any sort of death rather than cross that stream. Call­ing a coun­cil, the drip­ping Don de­clared that star­va­tion was now the on­ly like­ly scheme to try, and that we might as well camp here in com­fort and let the be­sieged flock grow hun­gry and cool, and come to their sens­es, if they had any. In a few min­utes af­ter be­ing thus let alone, an ad­ven­tur­er in the fore­most rank plunged in and swam brave­ly to the far­ther shore. Then sud­den­ly all rushed in pell-mell to­geth­er, tram­pling one an­oth­er un­der wa­ter, while we vain­ly tried to hold them back. The Don jumped in­to the thick­est of the gasp­ing, gur­gling, drown­ing mass, and shoved them right and left as if each sheep was a piece of float­ing tim­ber. The cur­rent al­so served to drift them apart; a long bent col­umn was soon formed, and in a few min­utes all were over and be­gan baaing and feed­ing as if noth­ing out of the com­mon had hap­pened. That none were drowned seems won­der­ful. I ful­ly ex­pect­ed that hun­dreds would gain the ro­man­tic fate of be­ing swept in­to Yosemite over the high­est wa­ter­fall in the world.

					As the day was far spent, we camped a lit­tle way back from the ford, and let the drip­ping flock scat­ter and feed un­til sun­down. The wool is dry now, and calm, cud-chew­ing peace has fall­en on all the com­fort­able band, leav­ing no trace of the wa­tery bat­tle. I have seen fish driv­en out of the wa­ter with less ado than was made in driv­ing these an­i­mals in­to it. Sheep brain must sure­ly be poor stuff. Com­pare to­day’s ex­hi­bi­tion with the per­for­mances of deer swim­ming qui­et­ly across broad and rapid rivers, and from is­land to is­land in seas and lakes; or with dogs, or even with the squir­rels that, as the sto­ry goes, cross the Mis­sis­sip­pi Riv­er on se­lect­ed chips, with tails for sails com­fort­ably trimmed to the breeze. A sheep can hard­ly be called an an­i­mal; an en­tire flock is re­quired to make one fool­ish in­di­vid­u­al.
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				The Yosemite

			
			
				
					Ju­ly 15.

					Fol­lowed the Mono Trail up the east­ern rim of the basin near­ly to its sum­mit, then turned off south­ward to a small shal­low val­ley that ex­tends to the edge of the Yosemite, which we reached about noon, and en­camped. Af­ter lun­cheon I made haste to high ground, and from the top of the ridge on the west side of In­di­an Canyon gained the no­blest view of the sum­mit peaks I have ev­er yet en­joyed. Near­ly all the up­per basin of the Merced was dis­played, with its sub­lime domes and canyons, dark up­sweep­ing forests, and glo­ri­ous ar­ray of white peaks deep in the sky, ev­ery fea­ture glow­ing, ra­di­at­ing beau­ty that pours in­to our flesh and bones like heat rays from fire. Sun­shine over all; no breath of wind to stir the brood­ing calm. Nev­er be­fore had I seen so glo­ri­ous a land­scape, so bound­less an af­flu­ence of sub­lime moun­tain beau­ty. The most ex­trav­a­gant de­scrip­tion I might give of this view to any­one who has not seen sim­i­lar land­scapes with his own eyes would not so much as hint its grandeur and the spir­i­tu­al glow that cov­ered it. I shout­ed and ges­tic­u­lat­ed in a wild burst of ec­sta­sy, much to the as­ton­ish­ment of St. Bernard Car­lo, who came run­ning up to me, man­i­fest­ing in his in­tel­li­gent eyes a puz­zled con­cern that was very lu­di­crous, which had the ef­fect of bring­ing me to my sens­es. A brown bear, too, it would seem, had been a spec­ta­tor of the show I had made of my­self, for I had gone but a few yards when I start­ed one from a thick­et of brush. He ev­i­dent­ly con­sid­ered me dan­ger­ous, for he ran away very fast, tum­bling over the tops of the tan­gled man­zani­ta bush­es in his haste. Car­lo drew back, with his ears de­pressed as if afraid, and kept look­ing me in the face, as if ex­pect­ing me to pur­sue and shoot, for he had seen many a bear bat­tle in his day.

					Fol­low­ing the ridge, which made a grad­u­al de­scent to the south, I came at length to the brow of that mas­sive cliff that stands be­tween In­di­an Canyon and Yosemite Falls, and here the far-famed val­ley came sud­den­ly in­to view through­out al­most its whole ex­tent. The no­ble walls—sculp­tured in­to end­less va­ri­ety of domes and gables, spires and bat­tle­ments and plain mu­ral precipices—all a-trem­ble with the thun­der tones of the fall­ing wa­ter. The lev­el bot­tom seemed to be dressed like a gar­den—sun­ny mead­ows here and there, and groves of pine and oak; the riv­er of Mer­cy sweep­ing in majesty through the midst of them and flash­ing back the sun­beams. The great Tis­si­ack, or Half-Dome, ris­ing at the up­per end of the val­ley to a height of near­ly a mile, is nobly pro­por­tioned and life­like, the most im­pres­sive of all the rocks, hold­ing the eye in de­vout ad­mi­ra­tion, call­ing it back again and again from falls or mead­ows, or even the moun­tains be­yond—mar­velous cliffs, mar­velous in sheer dizzy depth and sculp­ture, types of en­durance. Thou­sands of years have they stood in the sky ex­posed to rain, snow, frost, earth­quake and avalanche, yet they still wear the bloom of youth.

					I ram­bled along the val­ley rim to the west­ward; most of it is round­ed off on the very brink, so that it is not easy to find places where one may look clear down the face of the wall to the bot­tom. When such places were found, and I had cau­tious­ly set my feet and drawn my body erect, I could not help fear­ing a lit­tle that the rock might split off and let me down, and what a down!—more than three thou­sand feet. Still my limbs did not trem­ble, nor did I feel the least un­cer­tain­ty as to the re­liance to be placed on them. My on­ly fear was that a flake of the gran­ite, which in some places showed joints more or less open and run­ning par­al­lel with the face of the cliff, might give way. Af­ter with­draw­ing from such places, ex­cit­ed with the view I had got, I would say to my­self, “Now don’t go out on the verge again.” But in the face of Yosemite scenery cau­tious re­mon­strance is vain; un­der its spell one’s body seems to go where it likes with a will over which we seem to have scarce any con­trol.

					Af­ter a mile or so of this mem­o­rable cliff work I ap­proached Yosemite Creek, ad­mir­ing its easy, grace­ful, con­fi­dent ges­tures as it comes brave­ly for­ward in its nar­row chan­nel, singing the last of its moun­tain songs on its way to its fate—a few rods more over the shin­ing gran­ite, then down half a mile in showy foam to an­oth­er world, to be lost in the Merced, where cli­mate, veg­e­ta­tion, in­hab­i­tants, all are dif­fer­ent. Emerg­ing from its last gorge, it glides in wide lace-like rapids down a smooth in­cline in­to a pool where it seems to rest and com­pose its gray, ag­i­tat­ed wa­ters be­fore tak­ing the grand plunge, then slow­ly slip­ping over the lip of the pool basin, it de­scends an­oth­er glossy slope with rapid­ly ac­cel­er­at­ed speed to the brink of the tremen­dous cliff, and with sub­lime, fate­ful con­fi­dence springs out free in the air.

					I took off my shoes and stock­ings and worked my way cau­tious­ly down along­side the rush­ing flood, keep­ing my feet and hands pressed firm­ly on the pol­ished rock. The boom­ing, roar­ing wa­ter, rush­ing past close to my head, was very ex­cit­ing. I had ex­pect­ed that the slop­ing apron would ter­mi­nate with the per­pen­dic­u­lar wall of the val­ley, and that from the foot of it, where it is less steeply in­clined, I should be able to lean far enough out to see the forms and be­hav­ior of the fall all the way down to the bot­tom. But I found that there was yet an­oth­er small brow over which I could not see, and which ap­peared to be too steep for mor­tal feet. Scan­ning it keen­ly, I dis­cov­ered a nar­row shelf about three inch­es wide on the very brink, just wide enough for a rest for one’s heels. But there seemed to be no way of reach­ing it over so steep a brow. At length, af­ter care­ful scru­ti­ny of the sur­face, I found an ir­reg­u­lar edge of a flake of the rock some dis­tance back from the mar­gin of the tor­rent. If I was to get down to the brink at all that rough edge, which might of­fer slight fin­ger-holds, was the on­ly way. But the slope be­side it looked dan­ger­ous­ly smooth and steep, and the swift roar­ing flood be­neath, over­head, and be­side me was very nerve-try­ing. I there­fore con­clud­ed not to ven­ture far­ther, but did nev­er­the­less. Tufts of artemisia were grow­ing in clefts of the rock near by, and I filled my mouth with the bit­ter leaves, hop­ing they might help to pre­vent gid­di­ness. Then, with a cau­tion not known in or­di­nary cir­cum­stances, I crept down safe­ly to the lit­tle ledge, got my heels well plant­ed on it, then shuf­fled in a hor­i­zon­tal di­rec­tion twen­ty or thir­ty feet un­til close to the out­plung­ing cur­rent, which, by the time it had de­scend­ed thus far, was al­ready white. Here I ob­tained a per­fect­ly free view down in­to the heart of the snowy, chant­ing throng of comet-like stream­ers, in­to which the body of the fall soon sep­a­rates.

					While perched on that nar­row niche I was not dis­tinct­ly con­scious of dan­ger. The tremen­dous grandeur of the fall in form and sound and mo­tion, act­ing at close range, smoth­ered the sense of fear, and in such places one’s body takes keen care for safe­ty on its own ac­count. How long I re­mained down there, or how I re­turned, I can hard­ly tell. Any­how I had a glo­ri­ous time, and got back to camp about dark, en­joy­ing tri­umphant ex­hil­a­ra­tion soon fol­lowed by dull weari­ness. Here­after I’ll try to keep from such ex­trav­a­gant, nerve-strain­ing places. Yet such a day is well worth ven­tur­ing for. My first view of the High Sier­ra, first view look­ing down in­to Yosemite, the death song of Yosemite Creek, and its flight over the vast cliff, each one of these is of it­self enough for a great life­long land­scape for­tune—a most mem­o­rable day of days—en­joy­ment enough to kill if that were pos­si­ble.

				

				
					Ju­ly 16.

					My en­joy­ments yes­ter­day af­ter­noon, es­pe­cial­ly at the head of the fall, were too great for good sleep. Kept start­ing up last night in a ner­vous tremor, half awake, fan­cy­ing that the foun­da­tion of the moun­tain we were camped on had giv­en way and was fall­ing in­to Yosemite Val­ley. In vain I roused my­self to make a new be­gin­ning for sound sleep. The nerve strain had been too great, and again and again I dreamed I was rush­ing through the air above a glo­ri­ous avalanche of wa­ter and rocks. One time, spring­ing to my feet, I said, “This time it is re­al—all must die, and where could moun­taineer find a more glo­ri­ous death!”

					Left camp soon af­ter sun­rise for an all-day ram­ble east­ward. Crossed the head of In­di­an Basin, forest­ed with Abies mag­nifi­ca, un­der­brush most­ly Cean­oth­us cor­du­la­tus and man­zani­ta, a mix­ture not eas­i­ly tram­pled over or pen­e­trat­ed, for the cean­oth­us is thorny and grows in dense snow-pressed mass­es, and the man­zani­ta has ex­ceed­ing­ly crooked, stub­born branch­es. From the head of the canyon con­tin­ued on past North Dome in­to the basin of Dome or Por­cu­pine Creek. Here are many fine mead­ows imbed­ded in the woods, gay with Lil­i­um parvum and its com­pan­ions; the el­e­va­tion, about eight thou­sand feet, seems to be best suit­ed for it—saw spec­i­mens that were a foot or two high­er than my head. Had more mag­nif­i­cent views of the up­per moun­tains, and of the great South Dome, said to be the grand­est rock in the world. Well it may be, since it is of such no­ble di­men­sions and sculp­ture. A won­der­ful­ly im­pres­sive mon­u­ment, its lines ex­quis­ite in fine­ness, and though sub­lime in size, is fin­ished like the finest work of art, and seems to be alive.

				

				
					Ju­ly 17.

					A new camp was made to­day in a mag­nif­i­cent sil­ver fir grove at the head of a small stream that flows in­to Yosemite by way of In­di­an Canyon. Here we in­tend to stay sev­er­al weeks—a fine lo­ca­tion from which to make ex­cur­sions about the great val­ley and its foun­tains. Glo­ri­ous days I’ll have sketch­ing, press­ing plants, study­ing the won­der­ful to­pog­ra­phy and the wild an­i­mals, our hap­py fel­low mor­tals and neigh­bors. But the vast moun­tains in the dis­tance, shall I ev­er know them, shall I be al­lowed to en­ter in­to their midst and dwell with them?

					
						[image: A photograph of a wide, tree-lined river that flows through a valley bordered by massive granite rock domes.]
						Pic­tured left to right are North Dome, Wash­ing­ton Col­umn, and Half Dome (South Dome).
					
					We were pelt­ed about noon by a short, heavy rain­storm, sub­lime thun­der re­ver­ber­at­ing among the moun­tains and canyons—some strokes near, crash­ing, ring­ing in the tense crisp air with star­tling keen­ness, while the dis­tant peaks loomed glo­ri­ous­ly through the cloud fringes and sheets of rain. Now the storm is past, and the fresh washed air is full of the essences of the flow­er gar­dens and groves. Win­ter storms in Yosemite must be glo­ri­ous. May I see them!

					Have got my bed made in our new camp—plushy, sump­tu­ous, and de­li­cious­ly fra­grant, most of it mag­nifi­ca fir plumes, of course, with a va­ri­ety of sweet flow­ers in the pil­low. Hope to sleep tonight with­out tot­ter­ing nerve-dreams. Watched a deer eat­ing cean­oth­us leaves and twigs.

				

				
					Ju­ly 18.

					Slept pret­ty well; the val­ley walls did not seem to fall, though I still fan­cied my­self at the brink, along­side the white, plung­ing flood, es­pe­cial­ly when half asleep. Strange the dan­ger of that ad­ven­ture should be more trou­ble­some now that I am in the bo­som of the peace­ful woods, a mile or more from the fall, than it was while I was on the brink of it.

					Bears seem to be com­mon here, judg­ing by their tracks. About noon we had an­oth­er rain­storm with keen star­tling thun­der, the metal­lic, ring­ing, clash­ing, clang­ing notes grad­u­al­ly fad­ing in­to low bass rolling and mut­ter­ing in the dis­tance. For a few min­utes the rain came in a grand tor­rent like a wa­ter­fall, then hail; some of the hail­stones an inch in di­am­e­ter, hard, icy, and ir­reg­u­lar in form, like those of­ten­times seen in Wis­con­sin. Car­lo watched them with in­tel­li­gent as­ton­ish­ment as they came pelt­ing and thrash­ing through the quiv­er­ing branch­es of the trees. The cloud scenery sub­lime. Af­ter­noon calm, sun­ful, and clear, with de­li­cious fresh­ness and fra­grance from the firs and flow­ers and steam­ing ground.

				

				
					Ju­ly 19.

					Watch­ing the day­break and sun­rise. The pale rose and pur­ple sky chang­ing soft­ly to daf­fodil yel­low and white, sun­beams pour­ing through the pass­es be­tween the peaks and over the Yosemite domes, mak­ing their edges burn; the sil­ver firs in the mid­dle ground catch­ing the glow on their spiry tops, and our camp grove fills and thrills with the glo­ri­ous light. Ev­ery­thing awak­en­ing alert and joy­ful; the birds be­gin to stir and in­nu­mer­able in­sect peo­ple. Deer qui­et­ly with­draw in­to leafy hid­ing-places in the chap­ar­ral; the dew van­ish­es, flow­ers spread their petals, ev­ery pulse beats high, ev­ery life cell re­joic­es, the very rocks seem to thrill with life. The whole land­scape glows like a hu­man face in a glo­ry of en­thu­si­asm, and the blue sky, pale around the hori­zon, bends peace­ful­ly down over all like one vast flow­er.

					About noon, as usu­al, big bossy cu­muli be­gan to grow above the for­est, and the rain­storm pour­ing from them is the most im­pos­ing I have yet seen. The sil­very zigzag light­ning lances are longer than usu­al, and the thun­der glo­ri­ous­ly im­pres­sive, keen, crash­ing, in­tense­ly con­cen­trat­ed, speak­ing with such tremen­dous en­er­gy it would seem that an en­tire moun­tain is be­ing shat­tered at ev­ery stroke, but prob­a­bly on­ly a few trees are be­ing shat­tered, many of which I have seen on my walks here­abouts strew­ing the ground. At last the clear ring­ing strokes are suc­ceed­ed by deep low tones that grow grad­u­al­ly fainter as they roll afar in­to the re­cess­es of the echo­ing moun­tains, where they seem to be wel­comed home. Then an­oth­er and an­oth­er peal, or rather crash­ing, splin­ter­ing stroke, fol­lows in quick suc­ces­sion, per­chance split­ting some gi­ant pine or fir from top to bot­tom in­to long rails and sliv­ers, and scat­ter­ing them to all points of the com­pass. Now comes the rain, with cor­re­spond­ing ex­trav­a­gant grandeur, cov­er­ing the ground high and low with a sheet of flow­ing wa­ter, a trans­par­ent film fit­ted like a skin up­on the rugged anato­my of the land­scape, mak­ing the rocks glit­ter and glow, gath­er­ing in the ravines, flood­ing the streams, and mak­ing them shout and boom in re­ply to the thun­der.

					How in­ter­est­ing to trace the his­to­ry of a sin­gle rain­drop! It is not long, ge­o­log­i­cal­ly speak­ing, as we have seen, since the first rain­drops fell on the new­born leaf­less Sier­ra land­scapes. How dif­fer­ent the lot of these fall­ing now! Hap­py the show­ers that fall on so fair a wilder­ness—scarce a sin­gle drop can fail to find a beau­ti­ful spot—on the tops of the peaks, on the shin­ing glacier pave­ments, on the great smooth domes, on forests and gar­dens and brushy moraines, plash­ing, glint­ing, pat­ter­ing, lav­ing. Some go to the high snowy foun­tains to swell their well-saved stores; some in­to the lakes, wash­ing the moun­tain win­dows, pat­ting their smooth glassy lev­els, mak­ing dim­ples and bub­bles and spray; some in­to the wa­ter­falls and cas­cades, as if ea­ger to join in their dance and song and beat their foam yet fin­er; good luck and good work for the hap­py moun­tain rain­drops, each one of them a high wa­ter­fall in it­self, de­scend­ing from the cliffs and hol­lows of the clouds to the cliffs and hol­lows of the rocks, out of the sky-thun­der in­to the thun­der of the fall­ing rivers. Some, fall­ing on mead­ows and bogs, creep silent­ly out of sight to the grass roots, hid­ing soft­ly as in a nest, slip­ping, ooz­ing hith­er, thith­er, seek­ing and find­ing their ap­point­ed work. Some, de­scend­ing through the spires of the woods, sift spray through the shin­ing nee­dles, whis­per­ing peace and good cheer to each one of them. Some drops with hap­py aim glint on the sides of crys­tals—quartz, horn­blende, gar­net, zir­con, tour­ma­line, feldspar—pat­ter on grains of gold and heavy way-worn nuggets; some, with blunt plap-plap and low bass drum­ming, fall on the broad leaves of ve­r­a­trum, sax­ifrage, cypri­pedi­um. Some hap­py drops fall straight in­to the cups of flow­ers, kiss­ing the lips of lilies. How far they have to go, how many cups to fill, great and small, cells too small to be seen, cups hold­ing half a drop as well as lake basins be­tween the hills, each re­plen­ished with equal care, ev­ery drop in all the blessed throng a sil­very new­born star with lake and riv­er, gar­den and grove, val­ley and moun­tain, all that the land­scape holds re­flect­ed in its crys­tal depths, God’s mes­sen­ger, an­gel of love sent on its way with majesty and pomp and dis­play of pow­er that make man’s great­est shows ridicu­lous.

					Now the storm is over, the sky is clear, the last rolling thun­der-wave is spent on the peaks, and where are the rain­drops now—what has be­come of all the shin­ing throng? In winged va­por ris­ing some are al­ready has­ten­ing back to the sky, some have gone in­to the plants, creep­ing through in­vis­i­ble doors in­to the round rooms of cells, some are locked in crys­tals of ice, some in rock crys­tals, some in por­ous moraines to keep their small springs flow­ing, some have gone jour­ney­ing on in the rivers to join the larg­er rain­drop of the ocean. From form to form, beau­ty to beau­ty, ev­er chang­ing, nev­er rest­ing, all are speed­ing on with love’s en­thu­si­asm, singing with the stars the eter­nal song of cre­ation.

				

				
					Ju­ly 20.

					Fine calm morn­ing; air tense and clear; not the slight­est breeze astir; ev­ery­thing shin­ing, the rocks with wet crys­tals, the plants with dew, each re­ceiv­ing its por­tion of irised dew­drops and sun­shine like liv­ing crea­tures get­ting their break­fast, their dew man­na com­ing down from the star­ry sky like swarms of small­er stars. How won­drous fine are the par­ti­cles in show­ers of dew, thou­sands re­quired for a sin­gle drop, grow­ing in the dark as silent­ly as the grass! What pains are tak­en to keep this wilder­ness in health—show­ers of snow, show­ers of rain, show­ers of dew, floods of light, floods of in­vis­i­ble va­por, clouds, winds, all sorts of weath­er, in­ter­ac­tion of plant on plant, an­i­mal on an­i­mal, etc., be­yond thought! How fine Na­ture’s meth­ods! How deeply with beau­ty is beau­ty over­laid! the ground cov­ered with crys­tals, the crys­tals with moss­es and lichens and low-spread­ing grass­es and flow­ers, these with larg­er plants leaf over leaf with ev­er-chang­ing col­or and form, the broad palms of the firs out­spread over these, the azure dome over all like a bellflow­er, and star above star.

					Yon­der stands the South Dome, its crown high above our camp, though its base is four thou­sand feet be­low us; a most no­ble rock, it seems full of thought, clothed with liv­ing light, no sense of dead stone about it, all spir­i­tu­al­ized, nei­ther heavy look­ing nor light, stead­fast in serene strength like a god.

					Our shep­herd is a queer char­ac­ter and hard to place in this wilder­ness. His bed is a hol­low made in red dry-rot punky dust be­side a log which forms a por­tion of the south wall of the cor­ral. Here he lies with his won­der­ful ev­er­last­ing cloth­ing on, wrapped in a red blan­ket, breath­ing not on­ly the dust of the de­cayed wood but al­so that of the cor­ral, as if de­ter­mined to take am­mo­ni­a­cal snuff all night af­ter chew­ing to­bac­co all day. Fol­low­ing the sheep he car­ries a heavy six-shoot­er swung from his belt on one side and his lun­cheon on the oth­er. The an­cient cloth in which the meat, fresh from the fry­ing-pan, is tied serves as a fil­ter through which the clear fat and gravy juices drip down on his right hip and leg in clus­ter­ing sta­lac­tites. This oleagi­nous for­ma­tion is soon bro­ken up, how­ev­er, and dif­fused and rubbed even­ly in­to his scanty ap­par­el, by sit­ting down, rolling over, cross­ing his legs while rest­ing on logs, etc., mak­ing shirt and trousers wa­ter­tight and shiny. His trousers, in par­tic­u­lar, have be­come so ad­he­sive with the mixed fat and resin that pine nee­dles, thin flakes and fi­bres of bark, hair, mi­ca scales and minute grains of quartz, horn­blende, etc., feath­ers, seed wings, moth and but­ter­fly wings, legs and an­ten­nae of in­nu­mer­able in­sects, or even whole in­sects such as the small bee­tles, moths and mos­qui­toes, with flow­er petals, pollen dust and in­deed bits of all plants, an­i­mals, and min­er­als of the re­gion ad­here to them and are safe­ly imbed­ded, so that though far from be­ing a nat­u­ral­ist he col­lects frag­men­tary spec­i­mens of ev­ery­thing and be­comes rich­er than he knows. His spec­i­mens are kept pass­ably fresh, too, by the pu­ri­ty of the air and the resiny bi­tu­mi­nous beds in­to which they are pressed. Man is a mi­cro­cosm, at least our shep­herd is, or rather his trousers. These pre­cious over­alls are nev­er tak­en off, and no­body knows how old they are, though one may guess by their thick­ness and con­cen­tric struc­ture. In­stead of wear­ing thin they wear thick, and in their strat­i­fi­ca­tion have no small ge­o­log­i­cal sig­nif­i­cance.

					Be­sides herd­ing the sheep, Bil­ly is the butch­er, while I have agreed to wash the few iron and tin uten­sils and make the bread. Then, these small du­ties done, by the time the sun is fair­ly above the moun­tain-tops I am be­yond the flock, free to rove and rev­el in the wilder­ness all the big im­mor­tal days.

					Sketch­ing on the North Dome. It com­mands views of near­ly all the val­ley be­sides a few of the high moun­tains. I would fain draw ev­ery­thing in sight—rock, tree, and leaf. But lit­tle can I do be­yond mere out­lines—marks with mean­ings like words, read­able on­ly to my­self—yet I sharp­en my pen­cils and work on as if oth­ers might pos­si­bly be ben­e­fit­ed. Whether these pic­ture-sheets are to van­ish like fall­en leaves or go to friends like let­ters, mat­ters not much; for lit­tle can they tell to those who have not them­selves seen sim­i­lar wild­ness, and like a lan­guage have learned it. No pain here, no dull emp­ty hours, no fear of the past, no fear of the fu­ture. These blessed moun­tains are so com­pact­ly filled with God’s beau­ty, no pet­ty per­son­al hope or ex­pe­ri­ence has room to be. Drink­ing this cham­pagne wa­ter is pure plea­sure, so is breath­ing the liv­ing air, and ev­ery move­ment of limbs is plea­sure, while the whole body seems to feel beau­ty when ex­posed to it as it feels the camp­fire or sun­shine, en­ter­ing not by the eyes alone, but equal­ly through all one’s flesh like ra­di­ant heat, mak­ing a pas­sion­ate ec­stat­ic plea­sure-glow not ex­plain­able. One’s body then seems ho­mo­ge­neous through­out, sound as a crys­tal. Perched like a fly on this Yosemite dome, I gaze and sketch and bask, of­ten­times set­tling down in­to dumb ad­mi­ra­tion with­out def­i­nite hope of ev­er learn­ing much, yet with the long­ing, un­rest­ing ef­fort that lies at the door of hope, humbly pros­trate be­fore the vast dis­play of God’s pow­er, and ea­ger to of­fer self-de­nial and re­nun­ci­a­tion with eter­nal toil to learn any les­son in the di­vine man­u­script.

					It is eas­i­er to feel than to re­al­ize, or in any way ex­plain, Yosemite grandeur. The mag­ni­tudes of the rocks and trees and streams are so del­i­cate­ly har­mo­nized they are most­ly hid­den. Sheer precipices three thou­sand feet high are fringed with tall trees grow­ing close like grass on the brow of a low­land hill, and ex­tend­ing along the feet of these precipices a rib­bon of mead­ow a mile wide and sev­en or eight long, that seems like a strip a farmer might mow in less than a day. Wa­ter­falls, five hun­dred to one or two thou­sand feet high, are so sub­or­di­nat­ed to the mighty cliffs over which they pour that they seem like wisps of smoke, gen­tle as float­ing clouds, though their voic­es fill the val­ley and make the rocks trem­ble. The moun­tains, too, along the east­ern sky, and the domes in front of them, and the suc­ces­sion of smooth round­ed waves be­tween, swelling high­er, high­er, with dark woods in their hol­lows, serene in mas­sive ex­u­ber­ant bulk and beau­ty, tend yet more to hide the grandeur of the Yosemite tem­ple and make it ap­pear as a sub­dued sub­or­di­nate fea­ture of the vast har­mo­nious land­scape. Thus ev­ery at­tempt to ap­pre­ci­ate any­one fea­ture is beat­en down by the over­whelm­ing in­flu­ence of all the oth­ers. And, as if this were not enough, lo! in the sky aris­es an­oth­er moun­tain range with to­pog­ra­phy as rugged and sub­stan­tial-look­ing as the one be­neath it—snowy peaks and domes and shad­owy Yosemite val­leys—an­oth­er ver­sion of the snowy Sier­ra, a new cre­ation her­ald­ed by a thun­der­storm. How fierce­ly, de­vout­ly wild is Na­ture in the midst of her beau­ty-lov­ing ten­der­ness!—paint­ing lilies, wa­ter­ing them, ca­ress­ing them with gen­tle hand, go­ing from flow­er to flow­er like a gar­den­er while build­ing rock moun­tains and cloud moun­tains full of light­ning and rain. Glad­ly we run for shel­ter be­neath an over­hang­ing cliff and ex­am­ine the re­as­sur­ing ferns and moss­es, gen­tle love to­kens grow­ing in cracks and chinks. Daisies, too, and ivesias, con­fid­ing wild chil­dren of light, too small to fear. To these one’s heart goes home, and the voic­es of the storm be­come gen­tle. Now the sun breaks forth and fra­grant steam aris­es. The birds are out singing on the edges of the groves. The west is flam­ing in gold and pur­ple, ready for the cer­e­mo­ny of the sun­set, and back I go to camp with my notes and pic­tures, the best of them print­ed in my mind as dreams. A fruit­ful day, with­out mea­sured be­gin­ning or end­ing. A ter­res­tri­al eter­ni­ty. A gift of good God.

					Wrote to my moth­er and a few friends, moun­tain hints to each. They seem as near as if with­in voice-reach or touch. The deep­er the soli­tude the less the sense of lone­li­ness, and the near­er our friends. Now bread and tea, fir bed and good night to Car­lo, a look at the sky lilies, and death sleep un­til the dawn of an­oth­er Sier­ra to­mor­row.

				

				
					Ju­ly 21.

					Sketch­ing on the Dome—no rain; clouds at noon about quar­ter filled the sky, cast­ing shad­ows with fine ef­fect on the white moun­tains at the heads of the streams, and a sooth­ing cov­er over the gar­dens dur­ing the warm hours.

					Saw a com­mon house­fly and a grasshop­per and a brown bear. The fly and grasshop­per paid me a mer­ry vis­it on the top of the Dome, and I paid a vis­it to the bear in the mid­dle of a small gar­den mead­ow be­tween the Dome and the camp where he was stand­ing alert among the flow­ers as if will­ing to be seen to ad­van­tage. I had not gone more than half a mile from camp this morn­ing, when Car­lo, who was trot­ting on a few yards ahead of me, came to a sud­den, cau­tious stand­still. Down went tail and ears, and for­ward went his know­ing nose, while he seemed to be say­ing, “Ha, what’s this? A bear, I guess.” Then a cau­tious ad­vance of a few steps, set­ting his feet down soft­ly like a hunt­ing cat, and ques­tion­ing the air as to the scent he had caught un­til all doubt van­ished. Then he came back to me, looked me in the face, and with his speak­ing eyes re­port­ed a bear near by; then led on soft­ly, care­ful, like an ex­pe­ri­enced hunter, not to make the slight­est noise; and fre­quent­ly look­ing back as if whis­per­ing, “Yes, it’s a bear; come and I’ll show you.” Present­ly we came to where the sun­beams were stream­ing through be­tween the pur­ple shafts of the firs, which showed that we were near­ing an open spot, and here Car­lo came be­hind me, ev­i­dent­ly sure that the bear was very near. So I crept to a low ridge of moraine boul­ders on the edge of a nar­row gar­den mead­ow, and in this mead­ow I felt pret­ty sure the bear must be. I was anx­ious to get a good look at the stur­dy moun­taineer with­out alarm­ing him; so draw­ing my­self up noise­less­ly back of one of the largest of the trees I peered past its bulging but­tress­es, ex­pos­ing on­ly a part of my head, and there stood neigh­bor Bru­in with­in a stone’s throw, his hips cov­ered by tall grass and flow­ers, and his front feet on the trunk of a fir that had fall­en out in­to the mead­ow, which raised his head so high that he seemed to be stand­ing erect. He had not yet seen me, but was look­ing and lis­ten­ing at­ten­tive­ly, show­ing that in some way he was aware of our ap­proach. I watched his ges­tures and tried to make the most of my op­por­tu­ni­ty to learn what I could about him, fear­ing he would catch sight of me and run away. For I had been told that this sort of bear, the cin­na­mon, al­ways ran from his bad broth­er man, nev­er show­ing fight un­less wound­ed or in de­fense of young. He made a telling pic­ture stand­ing alert in the sun­ny for­est gar­den. How well he played his part, har­mo­niz­ing in bulk and col­or and shag­gy hair with the trunks of the trees and lush veg­e­ta­tion, as nat­u­ral a fea­ture as any oth­er in the land­scape. Af­ter ex­am­in­ing at leisure, not­ing the sharp muz­zle thrust in­quir­ing­ly for­ward, the long shag­gy hair on his broad chest, the stiff, erect ears near­ly buried in hair, and the slow, heavy way he moved his head, I thought I should like to see his gait in run­ning, so I made a sud­den rush at him, shout­ing and swing­ing my hat to fright­en him, ex­pect­ing to see him make haste to get away. But to my dis­may he did not run or show any sign of run­ning. On the con­trary, he stood his ground ready to fight and de­fend him­self, low­ered his head, thrust it for­ward, and looked sharply and fierce­ly at me. Then I sud­den­ly be­gan to fear that up­on me would fall the work of run­ning; but I was afraid to run, and there­fore, like the bear, held my ground. We stood star­ing at each oth­er in solemn si­lence with­in a dozen yards or there­abouts, while I fer­vent­ly hoped that the pow­er of the hu­man eye over wild beasts would prove as great as it is said to be. How long our aw­ful­ly stren­u­ous in­ter­view last­ed, I don’t know; but at length in the slow full­ness of time he pulled his huge paws down off the log, and with mag­nif­i­cent de­lib­er­a­tion turned and walked leisure­ly up the mead­ow, stop­ping fre­quent­ly to look back over his shoul­der to see whether I was pur­su­ing him, then mov­ing on again, ev­i­dent­ly nei­ther fear­ing me very much nor trust­ing me. He was prob­a­bly about five hun­dred pounds in weight, a broad, rusty bun­dle of un­govern­able wild­ness, a hap­py fel­low whose lines have fall­en in pleas­ant places. The flow­ery glade in which I saw him so well, framed like a pic­ture, is one of the best of all I have yet dis­cov­ered, a con­ser­va­to­ry of Na­ture’s pre­cious plant peo­ple. Tall lilies were swing­ing their bells over that bear’s back, with gera­ni­ums, lark­spurs, columbines, and daisies brush­ing against his sides. A place for an­gels, one would say, in­stead of bears.

					In the great canyons Bru­in reigns supreme. Hap­py fel­low, whom no famine can reach while one of his thou­sand kinds of food is spared him. His bread is sure at all sea­sons, ranged on the moun­tain shelves like stores in a pantry. From one to the oth­er, up or down he climbs, tast­ing and en­joy­ing each in turn in dif­fer­ent cli­mates, as if he had jour­neyed thou­sands of miles to oth­er coun­tries north or south to en­joy their var­ied pro­duc­tions. I should like to know my hairy broth­ers bet­ter—though af­ter this par­tic­u­lar Yosemite bear, my very neigh­bor, had saun­tered out of sight this morn­ing, I re­luc­tant­ly went back to camp for the Don’s ri­fle to shoot him, if nec­es­sary, in de­fense of the flock. For­tu­nate­ly I couldn’t find him, and af­ter track­ing him a mile or two to­wards Mount Hoff­man I bade him God­speed and glad­ly re­turned to my work on the Yosemite Dome.

					The house­fly al­so seemed at home and buzzed about me as I sat sketch­ing, and en­joy­ing my bear in­ter­view now it was over. I won­der what draws house­flies so far up the moun­tains, heavy gross feed­ers as they are, sen­si­tive to cold, and fond of do­mes­tic ease. How have they been dis­trib­uted from con­ti­nent to con­ti­nent, across seas and deserts and moun­tain chains, usu­al­ly so in­flu­en­tial in de­ter­min­ing bound­aries of species both of plants and an­i­mals. Bee­tles and but­ter­flies are some­times re­strict­ed to small ar­eas. Each moun­tain in a range, and even the dif­fer­ent zones of a moun­tain, may have its own pe­cu­liar species. But the house­fly seems to be ev­ery­where. I won­der if any is­land in mid-ocean is fly­less. The blue­bot­tle is abun­dant in these Yosemite woods, ev­er ready with his mar­velous store of eggs to make all dead flesh fly. Bum­ble­bees are here, and are well fed on bound­less stores of nec­tar and pollen. The hon­ey­bee, though abun­dant in the foothills, has not yet got so high. It is on­ly a few years since the first swarm was brought to Cal­i­for­nia.

					
						[image: A simple line-drawing consisting of arcs and arrows that record the path of motion followed by a grasshopper as it hopped up and down through the air.]
						Track of singing, danc­ing grasshop­per in the air over North Dome.
					
					A queer fel­low and a jol­ly fel­low is the grasshop­per. Up the moun­tains he comes on ex­cur­sions, how high I don’t know, but at least as far and high as Yosemite tourists. I was much in­ter­est­ed with the hearty en­joy­ment of the one that danced and sang for me on the Dome this af­ter­noon. He seemed brim­ful of glad, hi­lar­i­ous en­er­gy, man­i­fest­ed by spring­ing in­to the air to a height of twen­ty or thir­ty feet, then div­ing and spring­ing up again and mak­ing a sharp mu­si­cal rat­tle just as the low­est point in the de­scent was reached. Up and down a dozen times or so he danced and sang, then alight­ed to rest, then up and at it again. The curves he de­scribed in the air in div­ing and rat­tling re­sem­bled those made by cords hang­ing loose­ly and at­tached at the same height at the ends, the loops near­ly cov­er­ing each oth­er. Braver, hearti­er, keen­er, care­free en­joy­ment of life I have nev­er seen or heard in any crea­ture, great or small. The life of this com­ic redlegs, the moun­tain’s mer­ri­est child, seems to be made up of pure, con­densed gayety. The Dou­glas squir­rel is the on­ly liv­ing crea­ture that I can com­pare him with in ex­u­ber­ant, rol­lick­ing, ir­re­press­ible jol­li­ty. Won­der­ful that these sub­lime moun­tains are so loud­ly cheered and bright­ened by a crea­ture so queer. Na­ture in him seems to be snap­ping her fin­gers in the face of all earth­ly de­jec­tion and melan­choly with a boy­ish hip-hip-hur­rah. How the sound is made I do not un­der­stand. When he was on the ground he made not the slight­est noise, nor when he was sim­ply fly­ing from place to place, but on­ly when div­ing in curves, the mo­tion seem­ing to be re­quired for the sound; for the more vig­or­ous the div­ing the more en­er­get­ic the cor­re­spond­ing out­bursts of jol­ly rat­tling. I tried to ob­serve him close­ly while he was rest­ing in the in­ter­vals of his per­for­mances; but he would not al­low a near ap­proach, al­ways get­ting his jump­ing legs ready to spring for im­me­di­ate flight, and keep­ing his eyes on me. A fine ser­mon the lit­tle fel­low danced for me on the Dome, a like­ly place to look for ser­mons in stones, but not for grasshop­per ser­mons. A large and im­pos­ing pul­pit for so small a preach­er. No dan­ger of weak­ness in the knees of the world while Na­ture can spring such a rat­tle as this. Even the bear did not ex­press for me the moun­tain’s wild health and strength and hap­pi­ness so telling­ly as did this com­i­cal lit­tle hop­per. No cloud of care in his day, no win­ter of dis­con­tent in sight. To him ev­ery day is a hol­i­day; and when at length his sun sets, I fan­cy he will cud­dle down on the for­est floor and die like the leaves and flow­ers, and like them leave no un­sight­ly re­mains call­ing for buri­al.

					Sun­down, and I must to camp. Good night, friends three—brown bear, rugged boul­der of en­er­gy in groves and gar­dens fair as Eden; rest­less, fussy fly with gauzy wings stir­ring the air around all the world; and grasshop­per, crisp, elec­tric spark of joy en­liven­ing the massy sub­lim­i­ty of the moun­tains like the laugh of a child. Thank you, thank you all three for your quick­en­ing com­pa­ny. Heav­en guide ev­ery wing and leg. Good night friends three, good night.

					
						[image: A sketch of an isolated fir tree on flat ground. The tree is tall and narrow with fine branches and a crooked trunk. A small branch forks off near the base of the trunk and appears to be broken.]
						A spec­i­men of Abies mag­nifi­ca, on Mount Clark, on top of Half Dome (South Dome).
					
				

				
					Ju­ly 22.

					A fine spec­i­men of the black-tailed deer went bound­ing past camp this morn­ing. A buck with wide spread of antlers, show­ing ad­mirable vig­or and grace. Won­der­ful the beau­ty, strength, and grace­ful move­ments of an­i­mals in wilder­ness­es, cared for by Na­ture on­ly, when our ex­pe­ri­ence with do­mes­tic an­i­mals would lead us to fear that all the so-called ne­glect­ed wild beasts would de­gen­er­ate. Yet the up­shot of Na­ture’s method of breed­ing and teach­ing seems to lead to ex­cel­lence of ev­ery sort. Deer, like all wild an­i­mals, are as clean as plants. The beau­ties of their ges­tures and at­ti­tudes, alert or in re­pose, sur­prise yet more than their bound­ing ex­u­ber­ant strength. Ev­ery move­ment and pos­ture is grace­ful, the very po­et­ry of man­ners and mo­tion. Moth­er Na­ture is too of­ten spo­ken of as in re­al­i­ty no moth­er at all. Yet how wise­ly, stern­ly, ten­der­ly she loves and looks af­ter her chil­dren in all sorts of weath­er and wilder­ness­es. The more I see of deer the more I ad­mire them as moun­taineers. They make their way in­to the heart of the rough­est soli­tudes with smooth re­serve of strength, through dense belts of brush and for­est en­cum­bered with fall­en trees and boul­der piles, across canyons, roar­ing streams, and snow­fields, ev­er show­ing forth beau­ty and courage. Over near­ly all the con­ti­nent the deer find homes. In the Flor­i­da sa­van­nas and hum­mocks, in the Cana­da woods, in the far north, roam­ing over mossy tun­dras, swim­ming lakes and rivers and arms of the sea from is­land to is­land washed with waves, or climb­ing rocky moun­tains, ev­ery­where healthy and able, adding beau­ty to ev­ery land­scape—a tru­ly ad­mirable crea­ture and great cred­it to Na­ture.

					Have been sketch­ing a sil­ver fir that stands on a gran­ite ridge a few hun­dred yards to the east­ward of camp—a fine tree with a par­tic­u­lar snow­storm sto­ry to tell. It is about one hun­dred feet high, grow­ing on bare rock, thrust­ing its roots in­to a weath­ered joint less than an inch wide, and bulging out to form a base to bear its weight. The storm came from the north while it was young and broke it down near­ly to the ground, as is shown by the old, dead, weath­er-beat­en top lean­ing out from the liv­ing trunk built up from a new shoot be­low the break. The an­nu­al rings of the trunk that have over­grown the dead sapling tell the year of the storm. Won­der­ful that a side branch form­ing a por­tion of one of the lev­el col­lars that en­cir­cle the trunk of this species (Abies mag­nifi­ca) should bend up­ward, grow erect, and take the place of the lost ax­is to form a new tree.

					Many oth­ers, pines as well as firs, bear tes­ti­mo­ny to the crush­ing sever­i­ty of this par­tic­u­lar storm. Trees, some of them fifty to sev­en­ty-five feet high, were bent to the ground and buried like grass, whole groves van­ish­ing as if the for­est had been cleared away, leav­ing not a branch or nee­dle vis­i­ble un­til the spring thaw. Then the more elas­tic un­dam­aged saplings rose again, aid­ed by the wind, some reach­ing a near­ly erect at­ti­tude, oth­ers re­main­ing more or less bent, while those with bro­ken backs en­deav­ored to spe­cial­ize a side branch be­low the break and make a lead­er of it to form a new ax­is of de­vel­op­ment. It is as if a man, whose back was bro­ken or near­ly so and who was com­pelled to go bent, should find a branch back­bone sprout­ing straight up from be­low the break and should grad­u­al­ly de­vel­op new arms and shoul­ders and head, while the old dam­aged por­tion of his body died.

					Grand white cloud moun­tains and domes cre­at­ed about noon as usu­al, ridges and ranges of end­less va­ri­ety, as if Na­ture dear­ly loved this sort of work, do­ing it again and again near­ly ev­ery day with in­fi­nite in­dus­try, and pro­duc­ing beau­ty that nev­er palls. A few zigza­gs of light­ning, five min­utes’ show­er, then a grad­u­al wilt­ing and clear­ing.

					
						[image: A sketch of a pine tree drawn in the margins of a handwritten journal. The sketch shows a vertical branch extending up from the main trunk. The main trunk is bent over as if it had been burried in heavy snowpack for some time.]
						The growth of new pine from a branch be­low a break in a snow-crushed tree.
					
				

				
					Ju­ly 23.

					An­oth­er mid­day cloud­land, dis­play­ing pow­er and beau­ty that one nev­er wea­ries in be­hold­ing, but hope­less­ly unsketch­able and un­tellable. What can poor mor­tals say about clouds? While a de­scrip­tion of their huge glow­ing domes and ridges, shad­owy gulfs and canyons, and feath­er-edged ravines is be­ing tried, they van­ish, leav­ing no vis­i­ble ru­ins. Nev­er­the­less, these fleet­ing sky moun­tains are as sub­stan­tial and sig­nif­i­cant as the more last­ing up­heavals of gran­ite be­neath them. Both alike are built up and die, and in God’s cal­en­dar dif­fer­ence of du­ra­tion is noth­ing. We can on­ly dream about them in won­der­ing, wor­ship­ing ad­mi­ra­tion, hap­pi­er than we dare tell even to friends who see far­thest in sym­pa­thy, glad to know that not a crys­tal or va­por par­ti­cle of them, hard or soft, is lost; that they sink and van­ish on­ly to rise again and again in high­er and high­er beau­ty. As to our own work, du­ty, in­flu­ence, etc., con­cern­ing which so much fussy pother is made, it will not fail of its due ef­fect, though, like a lichen on a stone, we keep silent.

				

				
					Ju­ly 24.

					Clouds at noon oc­cu­py­ing about half the sky gave half an hour of heavy rain to wash one of the clean­est land­scapes in the world. How well it is washed! The sea is hard­ly less dusty than the ice-bur­nished pave­ments and ridges, domes and canyons, and sum­mit peaks plashed with snow like waves with foam. How fresh the woods are and calm af­ter the last films of clouds have been wiped from the sky! A few min­utes ago ev­ery tree was ex­cit­ed, bow­ing to the roar­ing storm, wav­ing, swirling, toss­ing their branch­es in glo­ri­ous en­thu­si­asm like wor­ship. But though to the out­er ear these trees are now silent, their songs nev­er cease. Ev­ery hid­den cell is throb­bing with mu­sic and life, ev­ery fi­bre thrilling like harp strings, while in­cense is ev­er flow­ing from the bal­sam bells and leaves. No won­der the hills and groves were God’s first tem­ples, and the more they are cut down and hewn in­to cathe­drals and church­es, the far­ther off and dim­mer seems the Lord him­self. The same may be said of stone tem­ples. Yon­der, to the east­ward of our camp grove, stands one of Na­ture’s cathe­drals, hewn from the liv­ing rock, al­most con­ven­tion­al in form, about two thou­sand feet high, nobly adorned with spires and pin­na­cles, thrilling un­der floods of sun­shine as if alive like a grove-tem­ple, and well named “Cathe­dral Peak.” Even Shep­herd Bil­ly turns at times to this won­der­ful moun­tain build­ing, though ap­par­ent­ly deaf to all stone ser­mons. Snow that re­fused to melt in fire would hard­ly be more won­der­ful than un­chang­ing dull­ness in the rays of God’s beau­ty. I have been try­ing to get him to walk to the brink of Yosemite for a view, of­fer­ing to watch the sheep for a day, while he should en­joy what tourists come from all over the world to see. But though with­in a mile of the fa­mous val­ley, he will not go to it even out of mere cu­rios­i­ty. “What,” says he, “is Yosemite but a canyon—a lot of rocks—a hole in the ground—a place dan­ger­ous about fall­ing in­to—a d——d good place to keep away from.” “But think of the wa­ter­falls, Bil­ly—just think of that big stream we crossed the oth­er day, fall­ing half a mile through the air—think of that, and the sound it makes. You can hear it now like the roar of the sea.” Thus I pressed Yosemite up­on him like a mis­sion­ary of­fer­ing the gospel, but he would have none of it. “I should be afraid to look over so high a wall,” he said. “It would make my head swim. There is noth­ing worth see­ing any­where, on­ly rocks, and I see plen­ty of them here. Tourists that spend their mon­ey to see rocks and falls are fools, that’s all. You can’t hum­bug me. I’ve been in this coun­try too long for that.” Such souls, I sup­pose, are asleep, or smoth­ered and be­fogged be­neath mean plea­sures and cares.

				

				
					Ju­ly 25.

					An­oth­er cloud­land. Some clouds have an over­ripe de­cay­ing look, wa­tery and bedrag­gled and drawn out in­to wind-torn shreds and patch­es, giv­ing the sky a lit­tered ap­pear­ance; not so these Sier­ra sum­mer mid­day clouds. All are beau­ti­ful with smooth def­i­nite out­lines and curves like those of glacier-pol­ished domes. They be­gin to grow about eleven o’clock, and seem so won­der­ful­ly near and clear from this high camp one is tempt­ed to try to climb them and trace the streams that pour like cataracts from their shad­owy foun­tains. The rain to which they give birth is of­ten very heavy, a sort of wa­ter­fall as im­pos­ing as if pour­ing from rock moun­tains. Nev­er in all my trav­els have I found any­thing more tru­ly nov­el and in­ter­est­ing than these mid­day moun­tains of the sky, their fine tones of col­or, ma­jes­tic vis­i­ble growth, and ev­er-chang­ing scenery and gen­er­al ef­fects, though most­ly as well let alone as far as de­scrip­tion goes. I of­ten­times think of Shel­ley’s cloud po­em, “I sift the snow on the moun­tains be­low.”
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				Mount Hoff­man and Lake Tenaya

			
			
				
					Ju­ly 26.

					Ram­ble to the sum­mit of Mount Hoff­man, eleven thou­sand feet high, the high­est point in life’s jour­ney my feet have yet touched. And what glo­ri­ous land­scapes are about me, new plants, new an­i­mals, new crys­tals, and mul­ti­tudes of new moun­tains far high­er than Hoff­man, tow­er­ing in glo­ri­ous ar­ray along the ax­is of the range, serene, ma­jes­tic, snow-laden, sun-drenched, vast domes and ridges shin­ing be­low them, forests, lakes, and mead­ows in the hol­lows, the pure blue bellflow­er sky brood­ing them all—a glo­ry day of ad­mis­sion in­to a new realm of won­ders as if Na­ture had woo­ing­ly whis­pered, “Come high­er.” What ques­tions I asked, and how lit­tle I know of all the vast show, and how ea­ger­ly, tremu­lous­ly hope­ful of some day know­ing more, learn­ing the mean­ing of these di­vine sym­bols crowd­ed to­geth­er on this won­drous page.

					Mount Hoff­man is the high­est part of a ridge or spur about four­teen miles from the ax­is of the main range, per­haps a rem­nant brought in­to re­lief and iso­lat­ed by un­equal de­nuda­tion. The south­ern slopes shed their wa­ters in­to Yosemite Val­ley by Tenaya and Dome Creeks, the north­ern in part in­to the Tuolumne Riv­er, but most­ly in­to the Merced by Yosemite Creek. The rock is most­ly gran­ite, with some small piles and crests ris­ing here and there in pic­turesque pil­lared and castel­lat­ed rem­nants of red meta­mor­phic slates. Both the gran­ite and slates are di­vid­ed by joints, mak­ing them sep­a­ra­ble in­to blocks like the stones of ar­ti­fi­cial ma­son­ry, sug­gest­ing the Scrip­ture “He hath build­ed the moun­tains.” Great banks of snow and ice are piled in hol­lows on the cool pre­cip­i­tous north side form­ing the high­est peren­ni­al sources of Yosemite Creek. The south­ern slopes are much more grad­u­al and ac­ces­si­ble. Nar­row slot-like gorges ex­tend across the sum­mit at right an­gles, which look like lanes, formed ev­i­dent­ly by the ero­sion of less re­sist­ing beds. They are usu­al­ly called “dev­il’s slides,” though they lie far above the re­gion usu­al­ly haunt­ed by the dev­il; for though we read that he once climbed an ex­ceed­ing high moun­tain, he can­not be much of a moun­taineer, for his tracks are sel­dom seen above the tim­ber­line.

					
						[image: A sketch of deep mountain valley through which runs a small creek. On either side of the valley, the steep walls are covered with sparse vegetation.]
						View of Dome Creek, Yosemite.
					
					The broad gray sum­mit is bar­ren and des­o­late-look­ing in gen­er­al views, wast­ed by ages of gnaw­ing storms; but look­ing at the sur­face in de­tail, one finds it cov­ered by thou­sands and mil­lions of charm­ing plants with leaves and flow­ers so small they form no mass of col­or vis­i­ble at a dis­tance of a few hun­dred yards. Beds of azure daisies smile con­fid­ing­ly in moist hol­lows, and along the banks of small rills, with sev­er­al species of eri­o­gon­um, silky-leaved ivesia, pentste­mon, or­tho­car­pus, and patch­es of Prim­u­la suf­fru­ti­cosa, a beau­ti­ful shrub­by species. Here al­so I found bryan­thus, a charm­ing heath­wort cov­ered with pur­ple flow­ers and dark green fo­liage like heather, and three trees new to me—a hem­lock and two pines. The hem­lock (Tsuga Merten­siana) is the most beau­ti­ful conifer I have ev­er seen; the branch­es and al­so the main ax­is droop in a sin­gu­lar­ly grace­ful way, and the dense fo­liage cov­ers the del­i­cate, sen­si­tive, sway­ing branch­lets all around. It is now in full bloom, and the flow­ers, to­geth­er with thou­sands of last sea­son’s cones still cling­ing to the droop­ing sprays, dis­play won­der­ful wealth of col­or, brown and pur­ple and blue. Glad­ly I climbed the first tree I found to rev­el in the midst of it. How the touch of the flow­ers makes one’s flesh tin­gle! The pis­til­late are dark, rich pur­ple, and al­most translu­cent, the stami­nate blue—a vivid, pure tone of blue like the moun­tain sky—the most un­com­mon­ly beau­ti­ful of all the Sier­ra tree flow­ers I have seen. How won­der­ful that, with all its del­i­cate fem­i­nine grace and beau­ty of form and dress and be­hav­ior, this love­ly tree up here, ex­posed to the wildest blasts, has al­ready en­dured the storms of cen­turies of win­ters!

					The two pines al­so are brave storm-en­dur­ing trees, the moun­tain pine (Pi­nus mon­ti­co­la) and the dwarf pine (Pi­nus al­bi­caulis). The moun­tain pine is close­ly re­lat­ed to the sug­ar pine, though the cones are on­ly about four to six inch­es long. The largest trees are from five to six feet in di­am­e­ter at four feet above the ground, the bark rich brown. On­ly a few storm-beat­en ad­ven­tur­ers ap­proach the sum­mit of the moun­tain. The dwarf or white-bark pine is the species that forms the tim­ber­line, where it is so com­plete­ly dwarfed that one may walk over the top of a bed of it as over snow-pressed chap­ar­ral.

					How bound­less the day seems as we rev­el in these storm-beat­en sky gar­dens amid so vast a con­gre­ga­tion of on­look­ing moun­tains! Strange and ad­mirable it is that the more sav­age and chilly and storm-chafed the moun­tains, the fin­er the glow on their faces and the fin­er the plants they bear. The myr­i­ads of flow­ers tinge­ing the moun­tain-top do not seem to have grown out of the dry, rough grav­el of dis­in­te­gra­tion, but rather they ap­pear as vis­i­tors, a cloud of wit­ness­es to Na­ture’s love in what we in our timid ig­no­rance and un­be­lief call howl­ing desert. The sur­face of the ground, so dull and for­bid­ding at first sight, be­sides be­ing rich in plants, shines and sparkles with crys­tals: mi­ca, horn­blende, feldspar, quartz, tour­ma­line. The ra­di­ance in some places is so great as to be fair­ly daz­zling, keen lance rays of ev­ery col­or flash­ing, sparkling in glo­ri­ous abun­dance, join­ing the plants in their fine, brave beau­ty-work—ev­ery crys­tal, ev­ery flow­er a win­dow open­ing in­to heav­en, a mir­ror re­flect­ing the Cre­ator.

					From gar­den to gar­den, ridge to ridge, I drift­ed en­chant­ed, now on my knees gaz­ing in­to the face of a daisy, now climb­ing again and again among the pur­ple and azure flow­ers of the hem­locks, now down in­to the trea­suries of the snow, or gaz­ing afar over domes and peaks, lakes and woods, and the bil­lowy glaciat­ed fields of the up­per Tuolumne, and try­ing to sketch them. In the midst of such beau­ty, pierced with its rays, one’s body is all one tin­gling palate. Who wouldn’t be a moun­taineer! Up here all the world’s prizes seem noth­ing.

					The largest of the many glacier lakes in sight, and the one with the finest shore scenery, is Tenaya, about a mile long, with an im­pos­ing moun­tain dip­ping its feet in­to it on the south side, Cathe­dral Peak a few miles above its head, many smooth swelling rock-waves and domes on the north, and in the dis­tance south­ward a mul­ti­tude of snowy peaks, the foun­tain­heads of rivers. Lake Hoff­man lies shim­mer­ing be­neath my feet, moun­tain pines around its shin­ing rim. To the north­ward the pic­turesque basin of Yosemite Creek glit­ters with lakelets and pools; but the eye is soon drawn away from these bright mir­ror wells, how­ev­er at­trac­tive, to rev­el in the glo­ri­ous con­gre­ga­tion of peaks on the ax­is of the range in their robes of snow and light.

					
						[image: A distant, isolated mountain peak at the base of which lies a band of fir trees, a lake, and a small open beach covered in a thin layer of snow.]
						A view of Cathe­dral Peak from the Sun­rise Trail.
					
					Car­lo caught an un­for­tu­nate wood­chuck when it was run­ning from a grassy spot to its boul­der-pile home—one of the hardi­est of the moun­tain an­i­mals. I tried hard to save him, but in vain. Af­ter telling Car­lo that he must be care­ful not to kill any­thing, I caught sight, for the first time, of the cu­ri­ous pi­ka, or lit­tle chief hare, that cuts large quan­ti­ties of lupines and oth­er plants and lays them out to dry in the sun for hay, which it stores in un­der­ground barns to last through the long, snowy win­ter. Com­ing up­on these plants fresh­ly cut and ly­ing in hand­fuls here and there on the rocks has a star­tling ef­fect of busy life on the lone­ly moun­tain-top. These lit­tle hay­mak­ers, en­dowed with brain stuff some­thing like our own—God up here look­ing af­ter them—what lessons they teach, how they widen our sym­pa­thy!

					An ea­gle soar­ing above a sheer cliff, where I sup­pose its nest is, makes an­oth­er strik­ing show of life, and helps to bring to mind the oth­er peo­ple of the so-called soli­tude—deer in the for­est car­ing for their young; the strong, well-clad, well-fed bears; the live­ly throng of squir­rels; the blessed birds, great and small, stir­ring and sweet­en­ing the groves; and the clouds of hap­py in­sects fill­ing the sky with joy­ous hum as part and par­cel of the down-pour­ing sun­shine. All these come to mind, as well as the plant peo­ple, and the glad streams singing their way to the sea. But most im­pres­sive of all is the vast glow­ing coun­te­nance of the wilder­ness in aw­ful, in­fi­nite re­pose.

					To­ward sun­set, en­joyed a fine run to camp, down the long south slopes, across ridges and ravines, gar­dens and avalanche gaps, through the firs and chap­ar­ral, en­joy­ing wild ex­cite­ment and ex­cess of strength, and so ends a day that will nev­er end.

				

				
					Ju­ly 27.

					Up and away to Lake Tenaya—an­oth­er big day, enough for a life­time. The rocks, the air, ev­ery­thing speak­ing with au­di­ble voice or silent; joy­ful, won­der­ful, en­chant­ing, ban­ish­ing weari­ness and sense of time. No long­ing for any­thing now or here­after as we go home in­to the moun­tain’s heart. The lev­el sun­beams are touch­ing the fir-tops, ev­ery leaf shin­ing with dew. Am hold­ing an east­er­ly course, the deep canyon of Tenaya Creek on the right hand, Mount Hoff­man on the left, and the lake straight ahead about ten miles dis­tant, the sum­mit of Mount Hoff­man about three thou­sand feet above me, Tenaya Creek four thou­sand feet be­low and sep­a­rat­ed from the shal­low, ir­reg­u­lar val­ley, along which most of the way lies, by smooth domes and wave-ridges. Many mossy emer­ald bogs, mead­ows, and gar­dens in rocky hol­lows to wade and saunter through—and what fine plants they give me, what joy­ful streams I have to cross, and how many views are dis­played of the Hoff­man and Cathe­dral Peak ma­son­ry, and what a won­drous breadth of shin­ing gran­ite pave­ment to walk over for the first time about the shores of the lake! On I saun­tered in free­dom com­plete; body with­out weight as far as I was aware; now wad­ing through star­ry par­nas­sia bogs, now through gar­dens shoul­der deep in lark­spur and lilies, grass­es and rush­es, shak­ing off show­ers of dew; cross­ing piles of crys­talline moraine boul­ders, bright mir­ror pave­ments, and cool, cheery streams go­ing to Yosemite; cross­ing bryan­thus car­pets and the scoured path­ways of avalanch­es, and thick­ets of snow-pressed cean­oth­us; then down a broad, ma­jes­tic stair­way in­to the ice-sculp­tured lake-basin.

					The snow on the high moun­tains is melt­ing fast, and the streams are singing bank-full, sway­ing soft­ly through the lev­el mead­ows and bogs, quiv­er­ing with sun-span­gles, swirling in pot­holes, rest­ing in deep pools, leap­ing, shout­ing in wild, ex­ult­ing en­er­gy over rough boul­der dams, joy­ful, beau­ti­ful in all their forms. No Sier­ra land­scape that I have seen holds any­thing tru­ly dead or dull, or any trace of what in man­u­fac­to­ries is called rub­bish or waste; ev­ery­thing is per­fect­ly clean and pure and full of di­vine lessons. This quick, in­evitable in­ter­est at­tach­ing to ev­ery­thing seems mar­velous un­til the hand of God be­comes vis­i­ble; then it seems rea­son­able that what in­ter­ests Him may well in­ter­est us. When we try to pick out any­thing by it­self, we find it hitched to ev­ery­thing else in the uni­verse. One fan­cies a heart like our own must be beat­ing in ev­ery crys­tal and cell, and we feel like stop­ping to speak to the plants and an­i­mals as friend­ly fel­low moun­taineers. Na­ture as a po­et, an en­thu­si­as­tic work­ing­man, be­comes more and more vis­i­ble the far­ther and high­er we go; for the moun­tains are foun­tains—be­gin­ning places, how­ev­er re­lat­ed to sources be­yond mor­tal ken.

					I found three kinds of mead­ows: (1) Those con­tained in basins not yet filled with earth enough to make a dry sur­face. They are plant­ed with sev­er­al species of carex, and have their mar­gins di­ver­si­fied with ro­bust flow­er­ing plants such as ve­r­a­trum, lark­spur, lupine, etc. (2) Those con­tained in the same sort of basins, once lakes like the first, but so sit­u­at­ed in re­la­tion to the streams that flow through them and beds of trans­portable sand, grav­el, etc., that they are now high and dry and well drained. This dry con­di­tion and cor­re­spond­ing dif­fer­ence in their veg­e­ta­tion may be caused by no su­pe­ri­or­i­ty of po­si­tion, or pow­er of trans­port­ing fill­ing ma­te­ri­al in the streams that be­long to them, but sim­ply by the basin be­ing shal­low and there­fore soon­er filled. They are plant­ed with grass­es, most­ly fine, silky, and rather short-leaved, Cala­m­a­grostis and Agrostis be­ing the prin­ci­pal gen­era. They form de­light­ful­ly smooth, lev­el sods in which one finds two or three species of gen­tian and as many of pur­ple and yel­low or­tho­car­pus, vi­o­let, vac­cini­um, kalmia, bryan­thus, and lonicera. (3) Mead­ows hang­ing on ridge and moun­tain slopes, not in basins at all, but made and held in place by mass­es of boul­ders and fall­en trees, which, form­ing dams one above an­oth­er in close suc­ces­sion on small, out­spread, chan­nel­less streams, have col­lect­ed soil enough for the growth of grass­es, carices, and many flow­er­ing plants, and be­ing kept well wa­tered, with­out be­ing sub­ject to cur­rents suf­fi­cient­ly strong to car­ry them away, a hang­ing or slop­ing mead­ow is the re­sult. Their sur­faces are sel­dom so smooth as the oth­ers, be­ing rough­ened more or less by the pro­ject­ing tops of the dam rocks or logs; but at a lit­tle dis­tance this rough­ness is not no­ticed, and the ef­fect is very strik­ing—bright green, flu­ent, down-sweep­ing flow­ery rib­bons on gray slopes. The broad shal­low streams these mead­ows be­long to are most­ly de­rived from banks of snow and be­cause the soil is well drained in some places, while in oth­ers the dam rocks are packed close and caulked with bits of wood and leaves, mak­ing bog­gy patch­es; the veg­e­ta­tion, of course, is cor­re­spond­ing­ly var­ied. I saw patch­es of wil­low, bryan­thus, and a fine show of lilies on some of them, not form­ing a mar­gin, but scat­tered about among the carex and grass. Most of these mead­ows are now in their prime. How won­der­ful must be the tem­per of the elas­tic leaves of grass­es and sedges to make curves so per­fect and fine. Tem­pered a lit­tle hard­er, they would stand erect, stiff and bristly, like strips of met­al; a lit­tle soft­er, and ev­ery leaf would lie flat. And what fine paint­ing and tint­ing there is on the glumes and pales, sta­mens and feath­ery pis­tils. But­ter­flies col­ored like the flow­ers wa­ver above them in won­der­ful pro­fu­sion, and many oth­er beau­ti­ful winged peo­ple, num­bered and known and loved on­ly by the Lord, are waltz­ing to­geth­er high over head, seem­ing­ly in pure play and hi­lar­i­ous en­joy­ment of their lit­tle sparks of life. How won­der­ful they are! How do they get a liv­ing, and en­dure the weath­er? How are their lit­tle bod­ies, with mus­cles, nerves, or­gans, kept warm and jol­ly in such ad­mirable ex­u­ber­ant health? Re­gard­ed on­ly as me­chan­i­cal in­ven­tions, how won­der­ful they are! Com­pared with these, God­like man’s great­est ma­chines are as noth­ing.

					Most of the sandy gar­dens on moraines are in prime beau­ty like the mead­ows, though some on the north sides of rocks and be­neath groves of sapling pines have not yet bloomed. On sun­ny sheets of crys­tal soil along the slopes of the Hoff­man Moun­tains, I saw ex­ten­sive patch­es of ivesia and pur­ple gilia with scarce a green leaf, mak­ing fine clouds of col­or. Ribes bush­es, vac­cini­um, and kalmia, now in flow­er, make beau­ti­ful rugs and bor­ders along the banks of the streams. Shag­gy beds of dwarf oak (Quer­cus chrysolepis, var. vac­cini­fo­lia) over which one may walk are com­mon on rocky moraines, yet this is the same species as the large live oak seen near Brown’s Flat. The most beau­ti­ful of the shrubs is the pur­ple-flow­ered bryan­thus, here mak­ing glo­ri­ous car­pets at an el­e­va­tion of nine thou­sand feet.

					The prin­ci­pal tree for the first mile or two from camp is the mag­nif­i­cent sil­ver fir, which reach­es per­fec­tion here both in size and form of in­di­vid­u­al trees, and in the mode of group­ing in groves with open spa­ces be­tween. So trim and taste­ful are these sil­very, spiry groves one would fan­cy they must have been placed in po­si­tion by some mas­ter land­scape gar­den­er, their reg­u­lar­i­ty seem­ing al­most con­ven­tion­al. But Na­ture is the on­ly gar­den­er able to do work so fine. A few no­ble spec­i­mens two hun­dred feet high oc­cu­py cen­tral po­si­tions in the groups with younger trees around them; and out­side of these an­oth­er cir­cle of yet small­er ones, the whole ar­ranged like taste­ful­ly sym­met­ri­cal bou­quets, ev­ery tree fit­ting nice­ly the place as­signed to it as if made es­pe­cial­ly for it; small ros­es and eri­o­gon­ums are usu­al­ly found bloom­ing on the open spa­ces about the groves, form­ing charm­ing plea­sure grounds. High­er, the firs grad­u­al­ly be­come small­er and less per­fect, many show­ing dou­ble sum­mits, in­di­cat­ing storm stress. Still, where good moraine soil is found, even on the rim of the lake-basin, spec­i­mens one hun­dred and fifty feet in height and five feet in di­am­e­ter oc­cur near­ly nine thou­sand feet above the sea. The saplings, I find, are most­ly bent with the crush­ing weight of the win­ter snow, which at this el­e­va­tion must be at least eight or ten feet deep, judg­ing by marks on the trees; and this depth of com­pact­ed snow is heavy enough to bend and bury young trees twen­ty or thir­ty feet in height and hold them down for four or five months. Some are bro­ken; the oth­ers spring up when the snow melts and at length at­tain a size that en­ables them to with­stand the snow pres­sure. Yet even in trees five feet thick the traces of this ear­ly dis­ci­pline are still plain­ly to be seen in their curved in­steps, and fre­quent­ly in old dried saplings pro­trud­ing from the trunk, par­tial­ly over­grown by the new ax­is de­vel­oped from a branch be­low the break. Yet through all this stress the for­est is main­tained in mar­velous beau­ty.

					Be­yond the sil­ver firs I find the two-leaved pine (Pi­nus con­tor­ta, var. Mur­rayana) forms the bulk of the for­est up to an el­e­va­tion of ten thou­sand feet or more—the high­est tim­ber-belt of the Sier­ra. I saw a spec­i­men near­ly five feet in di­am­e­ter grow­ing on deep, well-wa­tered soil at an el­e­va­tion of about nine thou­sand feet. The form of this species varies very much with po­si­tion, ex­po­sure, soil, etc. On stream-banks, where it is close­ly plant­ed, it is very slen­der; some spec­i­mens sev­en­ty-five feet high do not ex­ceed five inch­es in di­am­e­ter at the ground, but the or­di­nary form, as far as I have seen, is well pro­por­tioned. The av­er­age di­am­e­ter when full grown at this el­e­va­tion is about twelve or four­teen inch­es, height forty or fifty feet, the strag­gling branch­es bent up at the end, the bark thin and bedrag­gled with am­ber-col­ored resin. The pis­til­late flow­ers form lit­tle crim­son rosettes a fourth of an inch in di­am­e­ter on the ends of the branch­lets, most­ly hid­den in the leaf-tas­sels; the stami­nate are about three eighths of an inch in di­am­e­ter, sul­phur-yel­low, in showy clus­ters, giv­ing a re­mark­ably rich ef­fect—a brave, hardy moun­taineer pine, grow­ing cheer­i­ly on rough beds of avalanche boul­ders and joints of rock pave­ments, as well as in fer­tile hol­lows, stand­ing up to the waist in snow ev­ery win­ter for cen­turies, fac­ing a thou­sand storms and bloom­ing ev­ery year in col­ors as bright as those worn by the sun-drenched trees of the trop­ics.

					A still hardier moun­taineer is the Sier­ra ju­niper (Ju­nipe­rus oc­ci­den­tal­is), grow­ing most­ly on domes and ridges and glacier pave­ments. A thick­set, stur­dy, pic­turesque high­lander, seem­ing­ly con­tent to live for more than a score of cen­turies on sun­shine and snow; a tru­ly won­der­ful fel­low, dogged en­durance ex­pressed in ev­ery fea­ture, last­ing about as long as the gran­ite he stands on. Some are near­ly as broad as high. I saw one on the shore of the lake near­ly ten feet in di­am­e­ter, and many six to eight feet. The bark, cin­na­mon-col­ored, flakes off in long rib­bon-like strips with a satiny lus­ter. Sure­ly the most en­dur­ing of all tree moun­taineers, it nev­er seems to die a nat­u­ral death, or even to fall af­ter it has been killed. If pro­tect­ed from ac­ci­dents, it would per­haps be im­mor­tal. I saw some that had with­stood an avalanche from snowy Mount Hoff­man cheer­i­ly putting out new branch­es, as if re­peat­ing, like Grip, “Nev­er say die.” Some were sim­ply stand­ing on the pave­ment where no fis­sure more than half an inch wide of­fered a hold for its roots. The com­mon height for these rock-dwellers is from ten to twen­ty feet; most of the old ones have bro­ken tops, and are mere stumps, with a few tuft­ed branch­es, form­ing pic­turesque brown pil­lars on bare pave­ments, with plen­ty of el­bow-room and a clear view in ev­ery di­rec­tion. On good moraine soil it reach­es a height of from forty to six­ty feet, with dense gray fo­liage. The rings of the trunk are very thin, eighty to an inch of di­am­e­ter in some spec­i­mens I ex­am­ined. Those ten feet in di­am­e­ter must be very old—thou­sands of years. Wish I could live, like these ju­nipers, on sun­shine and snow, and stand be­side them on the shore of Lake Tenaya for a thou­sand years. How much I should see, and how de­light­ful it would be! Ev­ery­thing in the moun­tains would find me and come to me, and ev­ery­thing from the heav­ens like light.

					
						[image: A sketch of two juniper stumps with small branches growing from their trunks. The stumps appear to be old and broken but the branches that grow from them look healthy and lush.]
						A pair of ju­nipers in Tenaya Canyon.
					
					The lake was named for one of the chiefs of the Yosemite tribe. Old Tenaya is said to have been a good In­di­an to his tribe. When a com­pa­ny of sol­diers fol­lowed his band in­to Yosemite to pun­ish them for cat­tle-steal­ing and oth­er crimes, they fled to this lake by a trail that leads out of the up­per end of the val­ley, ear­ly in the spring, while the snow was still deep; but be­ing pur­sued, they lost heart and sur­ren­dered. A fine mon­u­ment the old man has in this bright lake, and like­ly to last a long time, though lakes die as well as In­di­ans, be­ing grad­u­al­ly filled with de­tri­tus car­ried in by the feed­ing streams, and to some ex­tent al­so by snow avalanch­es and rain and wind. A con­sid­er­able por­tion of the Tenaya basin is al­ready changed in­to a forest­ed flat and mead­ow at the up­per end, where the main trib­u­tary en­ters from Cathe­dral Peak. Two oth­er trib­u­taries come from the Hoff­man Range. The out­let flows west­ward through Tenaya Canyon to join the Merced Riv­er in Yosemite. Scarce a hand­ful of loose soil is to be seen on the north shore. All is bare, shin­ing gran­ite, sug­gest­ing the In­di­an name of the lake, Py­wiack, mean­ing shin­ing rock. The basin seems to have been slow­ly ex­ca­vat­ed by the an­cient glaciers, a mar­velous work re­quir­ing count­less thou­sands of years. On the south side an im­pos­ing moun­tain ris­es from the wa­ter’s edge to a height of three thou­sand feet or more, feath­ered with hem­lock and pine; and huge shin­ing domes on the east, over the tops of which the grind­ing, wast­ing, mold­ing glacier must have swept as the wind does to­day.

				

				
					Ju­ly 28.

					No cloud moun­tains, on­ly curly cir­rus wisps scarce per­cep­ti­ble, and the want of thun­der to strike the noon hour seems strange, as if the Sier­ra clock had stopped. Have been study­ing the mag­nifi­ca fir—mea­sured one near two hun­dred and forty feet high, the tallest I have yet seen. This species is the most sym­met­ri­cal of all conifers, but though gi­gan­tic in size it sel­dom lives more than four or five hun­dred years. Most of the trees die from the at­tacks of a fun­gus at the age of two or three cen­turies. This dry-rot fun­gus per­haps en­ters the trunk by way of the stumps of limbs bro­ken off by the snow that loads the broad pal­mate branch­es. The younger spec­i­mens are mar­vels of sym­me­try, straight and erect as a plumb-line, their branch­es in reg­u­lar lev­el whorls of five most­ly, each branch as ex­act in its di­vi­sions as a fern frond, and thick­ly cov­ered by the leaves, mak­ing a rich plush over all the tree, ex­cept­ing on­ly the trunk and a small por­tion of the main limbs. The leaves turn up­ward, es­pe­cial­ly on the branch­lets, and are stiff and sharp, point­ed on all the up­per por­tion of the tree. They re­main on the tree about eight or ten years, and as the growth is rapid it is not rare to find the leaves still in place on the up­per part of the ax­is where it is three to four inch­es in di­am­e­ter, wide apart of course, and their spi­ral ar­range­ment beau­ti­ful­ly dis­played. The leaf-scars are con­spic­u­ous for twen­ty years or more, but there is a good deal of vari­a­tion in dif­fer­ent trees as to the thick­ness and sharp­ness of the leaves.

					Af­ter the ex­cur­sion to Mount Hoff­man I had seen a com­plete cross-sec­tion of the Sier­ra for­est, and I find that Abies mag­nifi­ca is the most sym­met­ri­cal tree of all the no­ble conif­er­ous com­pa­ny. The cones are grand af­fairs, su­perb in form, size, and col­or, cylin­dri­cal, stand erect on the up­per branch­es like casks, and are from five to eight inch­es in length by three or four in di­am­e­ter, green­ish gray, and cov­ered with fine down which has a sil­very lus­ter in the sun­shine, and their bril­liance is aug­ment­ed by beads of trans­par­ent bal­sam which seems to have been poured over each cone, bring­ing to mind the old cer­e­monies of anoint­ing with oil. If pos­si­ble, the in­side of the cone is more beau­ti­ful than the out­side; the scales, bracts, and seed wings are tint­ed with the loveli­est rosy pur­ple with a bright lus­trous iri­des­cence; the seeds, three fourths of an inch long, are dark brown. When the cones are ripe the scales and bracts fall off, set­ting the seeds free to fly to their pre­des­tined places, while the dead spike-like ax­es are left on the branch­es for many years to mark the po­si­tions of the van­ished cones, ex­cept­ing those cut off when green by the Dou­glas squir­rel. How he gets his teeth un­der the broad bases of the ses­sile cones, I don’t know. Climb­ing these trees on a sun­ny day to vis­it the grow­ing cones and to gaze over the tops of the for­est is one of my best en­joy­ments.

				

				
					Ju­ly 29.

					Bright, cool, ex­hil­a­rat­ing. Clouds about .05. An­oth­er glo­ri­ous day of ram­bling, sketch­ing, and uni­ver­sal en­joy­ment.

				

				
					Ju­ly 30.

					Clouds .20, but the reg­u­lar show­er did not reach us, though thun­der was heard a few miles off strik­ing the noon hour. Ants, flies, and mos­qui­toes seem to en­joy this fine cli­mate. A few house­flies have dis­cov­ered our camp. The Sier­ra mos­qui­toes are coura­geous and of good size, some of them mea­sur­ing near­ly an inch from tip of sting to tip of fold­ed wings. Though less abun­dant than in most wilder­ness­es, they oc­ca­sion­al­ly make quite a hum and stir, and pay but lit­tle at­ten­tion to time or place. They sting any­where, any time of day, wher­ev­er they can find any­thing worth while, un­til they are them­selves stung by frost. The large, jet-black ants are on­ly tick­lish and trou­ble­some when one is ly­ing down un­der the trees. No­ticed a bor­er drilling a sil­ver fir. Ovipos­i­tor about an inch and a half in length, pol­ished and straight like a nee­dle. When not in use, it is fold­ed back in a sheath, which ex­tends straight be­hind like the legs of a crane in fly­ing. This drilling, I sup­pose, is to save nest build­ing, and the af­ter care of feed­ing the young. Who would guess that in the brain of a fly so much knowl­edge could find lodg­ment? How do they know that their eggs will hatch in such holes, or, af­ter they hatch, that the soft, help­less grubs will find the right sort of nour­ish­ment in sil­ver fir sap? This do­mes­tic ar­range­ment calls to mind the cu­ri­ous fam­i­ly of gallflies. Each species seems to know what kind of plant will re­spond to the ir­ri­ta­tion or stim­u­lus of the punc­ture it makes and the eggs it lays, in form­ing a growth that not on­ly an­swers for a nest and home but al­so pro­vides food for the young. Prob­a­bly these gallflies make mis­takes at times, like any­body else; but when they do, there is sim­ply a fail­ure of that par­tic­u­lar brood, while enough to per­pet­u­ate the species do find the prop­er plants and nour­ish­ment. Many mis­takes of this kind might be made with­out be­ing dis­cov­ered by us. Once a pair of wrens made the mis­take of build­ing a nest in the sleeve of a work­man’s coat, which was called for at sun­down, much to the con­ster­na­tion and dis­com­fi­ture of the birds. Still the mar­vel re­mains that any of the chil­dren of such small peo­ple as gnats and mos­qui­toes should es­cape their own and their par­ents’ mis­takes, as well as the vi­cis­si­tudes of the weath­er and hosts of en­e­mies, and come forth in full vig­or and per­fec­tion to en­joy the sun­ny world. When we think of the small crea­tures that are vis­i­ble, we are led to think of many that are small­er still and lead us on and on in­to in­fi­nite mys­tery.

				

				
					Ju­ly 31.

					An­oth­er glo­ri­ous day, the air as de­li­cious to the lungs as nec­tar to the tongue; in­deed the body seems one palate, and tin­gles equal­ly through­out. Cloudi­ness about .05, but our or­di­nary show­er has not yet reached us, though I hear thun­der in the dis­tance.

					The cheery lit­tle chip­munk, so com­mon about Brown’s Flat, is com­mon here al­so, and per­haps oth­er species. In their light, airy habits they re­call the fa­mil­iar species of the East­ern States, which we ad­mired in the oak open­ings of Wis­con­sin as they skimmed along the zigzag rail fences. These Sier­ra chip­munks are more ar­bo­re­al and squir­rel-like. I first no­ticed them on the low­er edge of the conif­er­ous belt, where the Sabine and yel­low pines meet—ex­ceed­ing­ly in­ter­est­ing lit­tle fel­lows, full of odd, fun­ny ways, and with­out be­ing true squir­rels, have most of their ac­com­plish­ments with­out their ag­gres­sive quar­rel­some­ness. I nev­er weary watch­ing them as they frisk about in the bush­es gath­er­ing seeds and berries, like song spar­rows pois­ing dain­ti­ly on slen­der twigs, and mak­ing even less stir than most birds of the same size. Few of the Sier­ra an­i­mals in­ter­est me more; they are so able, gen­tle, con­fid­ing, and beau­ti­ful, they take one’s heart, and get them­selves adopt­ed as dar­lings. Though weigh­ing hard­ly more than field mice, they are la­bo­ri­ous col­lec­tors of seeds, nuts, and cones, and are there­fore well fed, but nev­er in the least swollen with fat or lazi­ly full. On the con­trary, of their frisky, bird­like live­li­ness there is no end. They have a great va­ri­ety of notes cor­re­spond­ing with their move­ments, some sweet and liq­uid, like wa­ter drip­ping with tin­kling sounds in­to pools. They seem dear­ly to love teas­ing a dog, com­ing fre­quent­ly al­most with­in reach, then frisk­ing away with live­ly chip­ping, like spar­rows, beat­ing time to their mu­sic with their tails, which at each chip de­scribe half cir­cles from side to side. Not even the Dou­glas squir­rel is sur­er-foot­ed or more fear­less. I have seen them run­ning about on sheer precipices of the Yosemite walls seem­ing­ly hold­ing on with as lit­tle ef­fort as flies, and as un­con­scious of dan­ger, where, if the slight­est slip were made, they would have fall­en two or three thou­sand feet. How fine it would be could we moun­taineers climb these tremen­dous cliffs with the same sure grip! The ven­ture I made the oth­er day for a view of the Yosemite Fall, and which tried my nerves so sore­ly, this lit­tle Tamias would have made for an ear of grass.

					The wood­chuck (Arc­to­mys mon­ax) of the bleak moun­tain-tops is a very dif­fer­ent sort of moun­taineer—the most bovine of ro­dents, a heavy eater, fat, al­der­man­ic in bulk and fair­ly bloat­ed, in his high pas­tures, like a cow in a clover field. One wood­chuck would out­weigh a hun­dred chip­munks, and yet he is by no means a dull an­i­mal. In the midst of what we re­gard as storm-beat­en des­o­la­tion he pipes and whis­tles right cheer­i­ly, and en­joys long life in his sky­land homes. His bur­row is made in dis­in­te­grat­ed rocks or be­neath large boul­ders. Com­ing out of his den in the cold hoar­frost morn­ings, he takes a sun-bath on some fa­vorite flat-topped rock, then goes to break­fast in gar­den hol­lows, eats grass and flow­ers un­til com­fort­ably swollen, then goes a-vis­it­ing to fight and play. How long a wood­chuck lives in this brac­ing air I don’t know, but some of them are rusty and gray like lichen-cov­ered boul­ders.

				

				
					Au­gust 1.

					A grand cloud­land and five-minute show­er, re­fresh­ing the blessed wilder­ness, al­ready so fra­grant and fresh, steep­ing the black mead­ow mold and dead leaves like tea.

					The way­cup, or flick­er, so fa­mil­iar to ev­ery boy in the old Mid­dle West States, is one of the most com­mon of the wood­peck­ers here­abouts, and makes one feel at home. I can see no dif­fer­ence in plumage or habits from the East­ern species, though the cli­mate here is so dif­fer­ent—a fine, brave, con­fid­ing, beau­ti­ful bird. The robin, too, is here, with all his fa­mil­iar notes and ges­tures, trip­ping dain­ti­ly on open gar­den spots and high mead­ows. Over all Amer­i­ca he seems to be at home, mov­ing from the plains to the moun­tains and from north to south, back and forth, up and down, with the march of the sea­sons and food sup­ply. How ad­mirable the con­sti­tu­tion and tem­per of this brave singer, keep­ing in cheery health over so vast and var­ied a range! Of­ten­times, as I wan­der through these solemn woods, awestrick­en and silent, I hear the re­as­sur­ing voice of this fel­low wan­der­er ring­ing out, sweet and clear, “Fear not! fear not!”

					The moun­tain quail (Ore­ortyx ric­ta) I of­ten meet in my walks—a small brown par­tridge with a very long, slen­der, or­na­men­tal crest worn jaun­ti­ly like a feath­er in a boy’s cap, giv­ing it a very marked ap­pear­ance. This species is con­sid­er­ably larg­er than the val­ley quail, so com­mon on the hot foothills. They sel­dom alight in trees, but love to wan­der in flocks of from five or six to twen­ty through the cean­oth­us and man­zani­ta thick­ets and over open, dry mead­ows and rocks of the ridges where the for­est is less dense or want­ing, ut­ter­ing a low cluck­ing sound to en­able them to keep to­geth­er. When dis­turbed they rise with a strong birr of wing-beats, and scat­ter as if ex­plod­ed to a dis­tance of a quar­ter of a mile or so. Af­ter the dan­ger is past they call one an­oth­er to­geth­er with a loud pip­ing note—Na­ture’s beau­ti­ful moun­tain chick­ens. I have not yet found their nests. The young of this sea­son are al­ready hatched and away—new broods of hap­py wan­der­ers half as large as their par­ents. I won­der how they live through the long win­ters, when the ground is snow-cov­ered ten feet deep. They must go down to­wards the low­er edge of the for­est, like the deer, though I have not heard of them there.

					The blue, or dusky, grouse is al­so com­mon here. They like the deep­est and clos­est fir woods, and when dis­turbed, burst from the branch­es of the trees with a strong, loud whir of wing-beats, and van­ish in a wa­ver­ing, silent slide, with­out mov­ing a feath­er—a stout, beau­ti­ful bird about the size of the prairie chick­en of the old west, spend­ing most of the time in the trees, ex­cept­ing the breed­ing sea­son, when it keeps to the ground. The young are now able to fly. When scat­tered by man or dog, they keep still un­til the dan­ger is sup­posed to be passed, then the moth­er calls them to­geth­er. The chicks can hear the call a dis­tance of sev­er­al hun­dred yards, though it is not loud. Should the young be un­able to fly, the moth­er feigns des­per­ate lame­ness or death to draw one away, throw­ing her­self at one’s feet with­in two or three yards, rolling over on her back, kick­ing and gasp­ing, so as to de­ceive man or beast. They are said to stay all the year in the woods here­abouts, tak­ing shel­ter in dense tuft­ed branch­es of fir and yel­low pine dur­ing snow­storms, and feed­ing on the young buds of these trees. Their legs are feath­ered down to their toes, and I have nev­er heard of their suf­fer­ing in any sort of weath­er. Able to live on pine and fir buds, they are for­ev­er in­de­pen­dent in the mat­ter of food, which trou­bles so many of us and con­trols our move­ments. Glad­ly, if I could, I would live for­ev­er on pine buds, how­ev­er full of tur­pen­tine and pitch, for the sake of this grand in­de­pen­dence. Just to think of our suf­fer­ings last month mere­ly for grist­mill flour. Man seems to have more dif­fi­cul­ty in gain­ing food than any oth­er of the Lord’s crea­tures. For many in towns it is a con­sum­ing, life­long strug­gle; for oth­ers, the dan­ger of com­ing to want is so great, the dead­ly habit of end­less hoard­ing for the fu­ture is formed, which smoth­ers all re­al life, and is con­tin­ued long af­ter ev­ery rea­son­able need has been over-sup­plied.

					On Mount Hoff­man I saw a cu­ri­ous dove-col­ored bird that seemed half wood­peck­er, half mag­pie, or crow. It screams some­thing like a crow, but flies like a wood­peck­er, and has a long, straight bill, with which I saw it open­ing the cones of the moun­tain and white-barked pines. It seems to keep to the heights, though no doubt it comes down for shel­ter dur­ing win­ter, if not for food. So far as food is con­cerned, these bird-moun­taineers, I guess, can glean nuts enough, even in win­ter, from the dif­fer­ent kinds of conifers; for al­ways there are a few that have been un­able to fly out of the cones and re­main for hun­gry win­ter glean­ers.

				

			
		
	
		
			
				VII

				A Strange Ex­pe­ri­ence

			
			
				
					Au­gust 2.

					Clouds and show­ers, about the same as yes­ter­day. Sketch­ing all day on the North Dome un­til four or five o’clock in the af­ter­noon, when, as I was busi­ly em­ployed think­ing on­ly of the glo­ri­ous Yosemite land­scape, try­ing to draw ev­ery tree and ev­ery line and fea­ture of the rocks, I was sud­den­ly, and with­out warn­ing, pos­sessed with the no­tion that my friend, Pro­fes­sor J. D. But­ler, of the State Uni­ver­si­ty of Wis­con­sin, was be­low me in the val­ley, and I jumped up full of the idea of meet­ing him, with al­most as much star­tling ex­cite­ment as if he had sud­den­ly touched me to make me look up. Leav­ing my work with­out the slight­est de­lib­er­a­tion, I ran down the west­ern slope of the Dome and along the brink of the val­ley wall, look­ing for a way to the bot­tom, un­til I came to a side canyon, which, judg­ing by its ap­par­ent­ly con­tin­u­ous growth of trees and bush­es, I thought might af­ford a prac­ti­cal way in­to the val­ley, and im­me­di­ate­ly be­gan to make the de­scent, late as it was, as if drawn ir­re­sistibly. But af­ter a lit­tle, com­mon sense stopped me and ex­plained that it would be long af­ter dark ere I could pos­si­bly reach the ho­tel, that the vis­i­tors would be asleep, that no­body would know me, that I had no mon­ey in my pock­ets, and more­over was with­out a coat. I there­fore com­pelled my­self to stop, and fi­nal­ly suc­ceed­ed in rea­son­ing my­self out of the no­tion of seek­ing my friend in the dark, whose pres­ence I on­ly felt in a strange, tele­path­ic way. I suc­ceed­ed in drag­ging my­self back through the woods to camp, nev­er for a mo­ment wa­ver­ing, how­ev­er, in my de­ter­mi­na­tion to go down to him next morn­ing. This I think is the most un­ex­plain­able no­tion that ev­er struck me. Had some­one whis­pered in my ear while I sat on the Dome, where I had spent so many days, that Pro­fes­sor But­ler was in the val­ley, I could not have been more sur­prised and star­tled. When I was leav­ing the uni­ver­si­ty, he said, “Now, John, I want to hold you in sight and watch your ca­reer. Prom­ise to write me at least once a year.” I re­ceived a let­ter from him in Ju­ly, at our first camp in the Hol­low, writ­ten in May, in which he said that he might pos­si­bly vis­it Cal­i­for­nia some time this sum­mer, and there­fore hoped to meet me. But inas­much as he named no meet­ing-place, and gave no di­rec­tions as to the course he would prob­a­bly fol­low, and as I should be in the wilder­ness all sum­mer, I had not the slight­est hope of see­ing him, and all thought of the mat­ter had van­ished from my mind un­til this af­ter­noon, when he seemed to be waft­ed bod­i­ly al­most against my face. Well, to­mor­row I shall see; for, rea­son­able or un­rea­son­able, I feel I must go.

				

				
					Au­gust 3.

					Had a won­der­ful day. Found Pro­fes­sor But­ler as the com­pass-nee­dle finds the pole. So last evening’s telepa­thy, tran­scen­den­tal rev­e­la­tion, or what­ev­er else it may be called, was true; for, strange to say, he had just en­tered the val­ley by way of the Coul­ter­ville Trail and was com­ing up the val­ley past El Cap­i­tan when his pres­ence struck me. Had he then looked to­ward the North Dome with a good glass when it first came in sight, he might have seen me jump up from my work and run to­ward him. This seems the one well-de­fined mar­vel of my life of the kind called su­per­nat­u­ral; for, ab­sorbed in glad Na­ture, spir­it-rap­pings, sec­ond sight, ghost sto­ries, etc., have nev­er in­ter­est­ed me since boy­hood, seem­ing com­par­a­tive­ly use­less and in­fin­ite­ly less won­der­ful than Na­ture’s open, har­mo­nious, song­ful, sun­ny, ev­ery­day beau­ty.

					This morn­ing, when I thought of hav­ing to ap­pear among tourists at a ho­tel, I was trou­bled be­cause I had no suit­able clothes, and at best am des­per­ate­ly bash­ful and shy. I was de­ter­mined to go, how­ev­er, to see my old friend af­ter two years among strangers; got on a clean pair of over­alls, a cash­mere shirt, and a sort of jack­et—the best my camp wardrobe af­ford­ed—tied my note­book on my belt, and strode away on my strange jour­ney, fol­lowed by Car­lo. I made my way though the gap dis­cov­ered last evening, which proved to be In­di­an Canyon. There was no trail in it, and the rocks and brush were so rough that Car­lo fre­quent­ly called me back to help him down pre­cip­i­tous places. Emerg­ing from the canyon shad­ows, I found a man mak­ing hay on one of the mead­ows, and asked him whether Pro­fes­sor But­ler was in the val­ley. “I don’t know,” he replied; “but you can eas­i­ly find out at the ho­tel. There are but few vis­i­tors in the val­ley just now. A small par­ty came in yes­ter­day af­ter­noon, and I heard some­one called Pro­fes­sor But­ler, or But­ter­field, or some name like that.”

					
						[image: A photograph of a waterfall at the back of a deep valley with a broad, tree-lined stream and large boulders in the foreground.]
						Ver­nal Falls, Yosemite Na­tion­al Park.
					
					In front of the gloomy ho­tel I found a tourist par­ty ad­just­ing their fish­ing tack­le. They all stared at me in silent won­der­ment, as if I had been seen drop­ping down through the trees from the clouds, most­ly, I sup­pose, on ac­count of my strange garb. In­quir­ing for the of­fice, I was told it was locked, and that the land­lord was away, but I might find the land­la­dy, Mrs. Hutch­ings, in the par­lor. I en­tered in a sad state of em­bar­rass­ment, and af­ter I had wait­ed in the big, emp­ty room and knocked at sev­er­al doors the land­la­dy at length ap­peared, and in re­ply to my ques­tion said she rather thought Pro­fes­sor But­ler was in the val­ley, but to make sure, she would bring the reg­is­ter from the of­fice. Among the names of the last ar­rivals I soon dis­cov­ered the Pro­fes­sor’s fa­mil­iar hand­writ­ing, at the sight of which bash­ful­ness van­ished; and hav­ing learned that his par­ty had gone up the val­ley—prob­a­bly to the Ver­nal and Neva­da Falls—I pushed on in glad pur­suit, my heart now sure of its prey. In less than an hour I reached the head of the Neva­da Canyon at the Ver­nal Fall, and just out­side of the spray dis­cov­ered a dis­tin­guished-look­ing gen­tle­man, who, like ev­ery­body else I have seen to­day, re­gard­ed me cu­ri­ous­ly as I ap­proached. When I made bold to in­quire if he knew where Pro­fes­sor But­ler was, he seemed yet more cu­ri­ous to know what could pos­si­bly have hap­pened that re­quired a mes­sen­ger for the Pro­fes­sor, and in­stead of an­swer­ing my ques­tion he asked with mil­i­tary sharp­ness, “Who wants him?” “I want him,” I replied with equal sharp­ness. “Why? Do you know him?” “Yes,” I said. “Do you know him?” As­ton­ished that any­one in the moun­tains could pos­si­bly know Pro­fes­sor But­ler and find him as soon as he had reached the val­ley, he came down to meet the strange moun­taineer on equal terms, and cour­te­ous­ly replied, “Yes, I know Pro­fes­sor But­ler very well. I am Gen­er­al Alvord, and we were fel­low stu­dents in Rut­land, Ver­mont, long ago, when we were both young.” “But where is he now?” I per­sist­ed, cut­ting short his sto­ry. “He has gone be­yond the falls with a com­pan­ion, to try to climb that big rock, the top of which you see from here.” His guide now vol­un­teered the in­for­ma­tion that it was the Lib­er­ty Cap Pro­fes­sor But­ler and his com­pan­ion had gone to climb, and that if I wait­ed at the head of the fall I should be sure to find them on their way down. I there­fore climbed the lad­ders along­side the Ver­nal Fall, and was push­ing for­ward, de­ter­mined to go to the top of Lib­er­ty Cap rock in my hur­ry, rather than wait, if I should not meet my friend soon­er. So heart-hun­gry at times may one be to see a friend in the flesh, how­ev­er hap­pi­ly full and care­free one’s life may be. I had gone but a short dis­tance, how­ev­er, above the brow of the Ver­nal Fall when I caught sight of him in the brush and rocks, half erect, grop­ing his way, his sleeves rolled up, vest open, hat in his hand, ev­i­dent­ly very hot and tired. When he saw me com­ing he sat down on a boul­der to wipe the per­spi­ra­tion from his brow and neck, and tak­ing me for one of the val­ley guides, he in­quired the way to the fall lad­ders. I point­ed out the path marked with lit­tle piles of stones, on see­ing which he called his com­pan­ion, say­ing that the way was found; but he did not yet rec­og­nize me. Then I stood di­rect­ly in front of him, looked him in the face, and held out my hand. He thought I was of­fer­ing to as­sist him in ris­ing. “Nev­er mind,” he said. Then I said, “Pro­fes­sor But­ler, don’t you know me?” “I think not,” he replied; but catch­ing my eye, sud­den recog­ni­tion fol­lowed, and as­ton­ish­ment that I should have found him just when he was lost in the brush and did not know that I was with­in hun­dreds of miles of him. “John Muir, John Muir, where have you come from?” Then I told him the sto­ry of my feel­ing his pres­ence when he en­tered the val­ley last evening, when he was four or five miles dis­tant, as I sat sketch­ing on the North Dome. This, of course, on­ly made him won­der the more. Be­low the foot of the Ver­nal Fall the guide was wait­ing with his sad­dle-horse, and I walked along the trail, chat­ting all the way back to the ho­tel, talk­ing of school days, friends in Madi­son, of the stu­dents, how each had pros­pered, etc., ev­er and anon gaz­ing at the stu­pen­dous rocks about us, now grow­ing in­dis­tinct in the gloam­ing, and again quot­ing from the po­ets—a rare ram­ble.

					It was late ere we reached the ho­tel, and Gen­er­al Alvord was wait­ing the Pro­fes­sor’s ar­rival for din­ner. When I was in­tro­duced he seemed yet more as­ton­ished than the Pro­fes­sor at my de­scent from cloud­land and go­ing straight to my friend with­out know­ing in any or­di­nary way that he was even in Cal­i­for­nia. They had come on di­rect from the East, had not yet vis­it­ed any of their friends in the state, and con­sid­ered them­selves undis­cov­er­able. As we sat at din­ner, the Gen­er­al leaned back in his chair, and look­ing down the ta­ble, thus in­tro­duced me to the dozen guests or so, in­clud­ing the star­ing fish­er­man men­tioned above: “This man, you know, came down out of these huge, track­less moun­tains, you know, to find his friend Pro­fes­sor But­ler here, the very day he ar­rived; and how did he know he was here? He just felt him, he says. This is the queer­est case of Scotch far­sight­ed­ness I ev­er heard of,” etc., etc. While my friend quot­ed Shake­speare: “More things in heav­en and earth, Ho­r­a­tio, than are dreamt of in your phi­los­o­phy,” “As the sun, ere he has risen, some­times paints his im­age in the fir­ma­ment, e’en so the shad­ows of events pre­cede the events, and in to­day al­ready walks to­mor­row.”

					Had a long con­ver­sa­tion, af­ter din­ner, over Madi­son days. The Pro­fes­sor wants me to prom­ise to go with him, some­time, on a camp­ing trip in the Hawai­ian Is­lands, while I tried to get him to go back with me to camp in the high Sier­ra. But he says, “Not now.” He must not leave the Gen­er­al; and I was sur­prised to learn they are to leave the val­ley to­mor­row or next day. I’m glad I’m not great enough to be missed in the busy world.

				

				
					Au­gust 4.

					It seemed strange to sleep in a pal­try ho­tel cham­ber af­ter the spa­cious mag­nif­i­cence and lux­u­ry of the star­ry sky and sil­ver fir grove. Bade farewell to my friend and the Gen­er­al. The old sol­dier was very kind, and an in­ter­est­ing talk­er. He told me long sto­ries of the Flor­i­da Semi­nole war, in which he took part, and in­vit­ed me to vis­it him in Om­a­ha. Call­ing Car­lo, I scram­bled home through the In­di­an Canyon gate, re­joic­ing, pity­ing the poor Pro­fes­sor and Gen­er­al, bound by clocks, al­manacs, or­ders, du­ties, etc., and com­pelled to dwell with low­land care and dust and din, where Na­ture is cov­ered and her voice smoth­ered, while the poor, in­signif­i­cant wan­der­er en­joys the free­dom and glo­ry of God’s wilder­ness.

					Apart from the hu­man in­ter­est of my vis­it to­day, I great­ly en­joyed Yosemite, which I had vis­it­ed on­ly once be­fore, hav­ing spent eight days last spring in ram­bling amid its rocks and wa­ters. Wher­ev­er we go in the moun­tains, or in­deed in any of God’s wild fields, we find more than we seek. De­scend­ing four thou­sand feet in a few hours, we en­ter a new world—cli­mate, plants, sounds, in­hab­i­tants, and scenery all new or changed. Near camp the gold­cup oak forms sheets of chap­ar­ral, on top of which we may make our beds. Go­ing down the In­di­an Canyon we ob­serve this lit­tle bush chang­ing by reg­u­lar gra­da­tions to a large bush, to a small tree, and then larg­er, un­til on the rocky talus­es near the bot­tom of the val­ley we find it de­vel­oped in­to a broad, wide-spread­ing, gnarled, pic­turesque tree from four to eight feet in di­am­e­ter, and forty or fifty feet high. In­nu­mer­able are the forms of wa­ter dis­played. Ev­ery glid­ing reach, cas­cade, and fall has char­ac­ters of its own. Had a good view of the Ver­nal and Neva­da, two of the main falls of the val­ley, less than a mile apart, and of­fer­ing strik­ing dif­fer­ences in voice, form, col­or, etc. The Ver­nal, four hun­dred feet high and about sev­en­ty-five or eighty feet wide, drops smooth­ly over a round-lipped precipice and forms a su­perb apron of em­broi­dery, green and white, slight­ly fold­ed and flut­ed, main­tain­ing this form near­ly to the bot­tom, where it is sud­den­ly veiled in quick-fly­ing bil­lows of spray and mist, in which the af­ter­noon sun­beams play with rav­ish­ing beau­ty of rain­bow col­ors. The Neva­da is white from its first ap­pear­ance as it leaps out in­to the free­dom of the air. At the head it presents a twist­ed ap­pear­ance, by an over­fold­ing of the cur­rent from strik­ing on the side of its chan­nel just be­fore the first free out-bound­ing leap is made. About two thirds of the way down, the hur­ry­ing throng of comet-shaped mass­es glance on an in­clined part of the face of the precipice and are beat­en in­to yet whiter foam, great­ly ex­pand­ed, and sent bound­ing out­ward, mak­ing an in­de­scrib­ably glo­ri­ous show, es­pe­cial­ly when the af­ter­noon sun­shine is pour­ing in­to it. In this fall—one of the most won­der­ful in the world—the wa­ter does not seem to be un­der the do­min­ion of or­di­nary laws, but rather as if it were a liv­ing crea­ture, full of the strength of the moun­tains and their huge, wild joy.

					From be­neath heavy throb­bing blasts of spray the bro­ken riv­er is seen emerg­ing in ragged boul­der-chafed strips. These are speed­i­ly gath­ered in­to a roar­ing tor­rent, show­ing that the young riv­er is still glo­ri­ous­ly alive. On it goes, shout­ing, roar­ing, ex­ult­ing in its strength, pass­es through a gorge with sub­lime dis­play of en­er­gy, then sud­den­ly ex­pands on a gen­tly in­clined pave­ment, down which it rush­es in thin sheets and folds of lace­work in­to a qui­et pool—“Emer­ald Pool,” as it is called—a stop­ping-place, a pe­ri­od sep­a­rat­ing two grand sen­tences. Rest­ing here long enough to part with its foam-bells and gray mix­tures of air, it glides qui­et­ly to the verge of the Ver­nal precipice in a broad sheet and makes its new dis­play in the Ver­nal Fall; then more rapids and rock toss­ings down the canyon, shad­ed by live oak, Dou­glas spruce, fir, maple, and dog­wood. It re­ceives the Illilou­ette trib­u­tary, and makes a long sweep out in­to the lev­el, sun-filled val­ley to join the oth­er streams which, like it­self, have danced and sung their way down from snowy heights to form the main Merced—the riv­er of Mer­cy. But of this there is no end, and life, when one thinks of it, is so short. Nev­er mind, one day in the midst of these di­vine glo­ries is well worth liv­ing and toil­ing and starv­ing for.

					Be­fore part­ing with Pro­fes­sor But­ler he gave me a book, and I gave him one of my pen­cil sketch­es for his lit­tle son Hen­ry, who is a fa­vorite of mine. He used to make many vis­its to my room when I was a stu­dent. Nev­er shall I for­get his pa­tri­ot­ic speech­es for the Union, mount­ed on a tall stool, when he was on­ly six years old.

					It seems strange that vis­i­tors to Yosemite should be so lit­tle in­flu­enced by its nov­el grandeur, as if their eyes were ban­daged and their ears stopped. Most of those I saw yes­ter­day were look­ing down as if whol­ly un­con­scious of any­thing go­ing on about them, while the sub­lime rocks were trem­bling with the tones of the mighty chant­ing con­gre­ga­tion of wa­ters gath­ered from all the moun­tains round about, mak­ing mu­sic that might draw an­gels out of heav­en. Yet re­spectable-look­ing, even wise-look­ing peo­ple were fix­ing bits of worms on bent pieces of wire to catch trout. Sport they called it. Should church­go­ers try to pass the time fish­ing in bap­tismal fonts while dull ser­mons were be­ing preached, the so-called sport might not be so bad; but to play in the Yosemite tem­ple, seek­ing plea­sure in the pain of fish­es strug­gling for their lives, while God him­self is preach­ing his sub­limest wa­ter and stone ser­mons!

					
						[image: A photograph of a whitewater river rushing around either side of a small island of trees.]
						The Hap­py Isles, Yosemite Na­tion­al Park.
					
					Now I’m back at the camp­fire, and can­not help think­ing about my recog­ni­tion of my friend’s pres­ence in the val­ley while he was four or five miles away, and while I had no means of know­ing that he was not thou­sands of miles away. It seems su­per­nat­u­ral, but on­ly be­cause it is not un­der­stood. Any­how, it seems sil­ly to make so much of it, while the nat­u­ral and com­mon is more tru­ly mar­velous and mys­te­ri­ous than the so-called su­per­nat­u­ral. In­deed most of the mir­a­cles we hear of are in­fin­ite­ly less won­der­ful than the com­mon­est of nat­u­ral phe­nom­e­na, when fair­ly seen. Per­haps the in­vis­i­ble rays that struck me while I sat at work on the Dome are some­thing like those which at­tract and re­pel peo­ple at first sight, con­cern­ing which so much non­sense has been writ­ten. The worst ap­par­ent ef­fect of these mys­te­ri­ous odd things is blind­ness to all that is di­vine­ly com­mon. Hawthorne, I fan­cy, could weave one of his weird ro­mances out of this lit­tle tele­path­ic episode, the one strange mar­vel of my life, prob­a­bly re­plac­ing my good old Pro­fes­sor by an at­trac­tive wom­an.

				

				
					Au­gust 5.

					We were awak­ened this morn­ing be­fore day­break by the fu­ri­ous bark­ing of Car­lo and Jack and the sound of stam­ped­ing sheep. Bil­ly fled from his punk bed to the fire, and re­fused to stir in­to the dark­ness to try to gath­er the scat­tered flock, or as­cer­tain the na­ture of the dis­tur­bance. It was a bear at­tack, as we af­ter­ward learned, and I sup­pose lit­tle was gained by at­tempt­ing to do any­thing be­fore day­light. Nev­er­the­less, be­ing anx­ious to know what was up, Car­lo and I groped our way through the woods, guid­ed by the rustling sound made by frag­ments of the flock, not fear­ing the bear, for I knew that the run­aways would go from their en­e­my as far as pos­si­ble and Car­lo’s nose was al­so to be de­pend­ed up­on. About half a mile east of the cor­ral we over­took twen­ty or thir­ty of the flock and suc­ceed­ed in driv­ing them back; then turn­ing to the west­ward, we traced an­oth­er band of fugi­tives and got them back to the flock. Af­ter day­break I dis­cov­ered the re­mains of a sheep car­cass, still warm, show­ing that Bru­in must have been en­joy­ing his ear­ly mut­ton break­fast while I was seek­ing the run­aways. He had eat­en about half of it. Six dead sheep lay in the cor­ral, ev­i­dent­ly smoth­ered by the crowd­ing and pil­ing up of the flock against the side of the cor­ral wall when the bear en­tered. Mak­ing a wide cir­cuit of the camp, Car­lo and I dis­cov­ered a third band of fugi­tives and drove them back to camp. We al­so dis­cov­ered an­oth­er dead sheep half eat­en, show­ing there had been two of the shag­gy free­boot­ers at this ear­ly break­fast. They were eas­i­ly traced. They had each caught a sheep, jumped over the cor­ral fence with them, car­ry­ing them as a cat car­ries a mouse, laid them at the foot of fir trees a hun­dred yards or so back from the cor­ral, and eat­en their fill. Af­ter break­fast I set out to seek more of the lost, and found sev­en­ty-five at a con­sid­er­able dis­tance from camp. In the af­ter­noon I suc­ceed­ed, with Car­lo’s help, in get­ting them back to the flock. I don’t know whether all are to­geth­er again or not. I shall make a big fire this evening and keep watch.

					When I asked Bil­ly why he made his bed against the cor­ral in rot­ten wood, when so many bet­ter places of­fered, he replied that he “wished to be as near the sheep as pos­si­ble in case bears should at­tack them.” Now that the bears have come, he has moved his bed to the far side of the camp, and seems afraid that he may be mis­tak­en for a sheep.

					This has been most­ly a sheep day, and of course stud­ies have been in­ter­rupt­ed. Nev­er­the­less, the walk through the gloom of the woods be­fore the dawn was worth while, and I have learned some­thing about these no­ble bears. Their tracks are very telling, and so are their break­fasts. Scarce a trace of clouds to­day, and of course our or­di­nary mid­day thun­der is want­ing.

				

				
					Au­gust 6.

					En­joyed the grand il­lu­mi­na­tion of the camp grove, last night, from the fire we made to fright­en the bears—com­pen­sa­tion for loss of sleep and sheep. The no­ble pil­lars of ver­dure, vivid­ly aglow, seemed to shoot in­to the sky like the flames that light­ed them. Nev­er­the­less, one of the bears paid us an­oth­er vis­it, as if more at­tract­ed than re­pelled by the fire, climbed in­to the cor­ral, killed a sheep and made off with it with­out be­ing seen, while still an­oth­er was lost by tram­pling and suf­fo­ca­tion against the side of the cor­ral. Now that our mut­ton has been tast­ed, I sup­pose it will be dif­fi­cult to put a stop to the rav­ages of these free­boot­ers.

					The Don ar­rived to­day from the low­lands with pro­vi­sions and a let­ter. On learn­ing the loss­es he had sus­tained, he de­ter­mined to move the flock at once to the Up­per Tuolumne re­gion, say­ing that the bears would be sure to vis­it the camp ev­ery night as long as we stayed, and that no fire or noise we might make would avail to fright­en them. No clouds save a few thin, lus­trous touch­es on the east­ern hori­zon. Thun­der heard in the dis­tance.

				

			
		
	
		
			
				VIII

				The Mono Trail

			
			
				
					Au­gust 7.

					Ear­ly this morn­ing bade good­bye to the bears and blessed sil­ver fir camp, and moved slow­ly east­ward along the Mono Trail. At sun­down camped for the night on one of the many small flow­ery mead­ows so great­ly en­joyed on my ex­cur­sion to Lake Tenaya. The dusty, noisy flock seems out­ra­geous­ly for­eign and out of place in these na­ture gar­dens, more so than bears among sheep. The harm they do goes to the heart, but glo­ri­ous hope lifts above all the dust and din and bids me look for­ward to a good time com­ing, when mon­ey enough will be earned to en­able me to go walk­ing where I like in pure wild­ness, with what I can car­ry on my back, and when the bread-sack is emp­ty, run down to the near­est point on the bread­line for more. Nor will these run­downs be blanks, for, whether up or down, ev­ery step and jump on these blessed moun­tains is full of fine lessons.

					
						[image: A sketch of a mountain landscape with a few tall evergreen trees and a narrow lake in the foreground and a sprawling mountain range the distance.]
						Tenaya Lake and Cathe­dral Peak.
					
					
						[image: A drawing of a glacial valley with high peaks on either side of a long canyon. In the foreground, there are a few patches of trees. In the distance, the higher mountain ranges are snow-covered.]
						One of the Trib­u­tary Foun­tains of the Tuolumne Canyon Wa­ters lo­cat­ed on the north side of the Hoff­man Range.
					
				

				
					Au­gust 8.

					Camp at the west end of Lake Tenaya. Ar­riv­ing ear­ly, I took a walk on the glacier-pol­ished pave­ments along the north shore, and climbed the mag­nif­i­cent moun­tain rock at the east end of the lake, now shin­ing in the late af­ter­noon light. Al­most ev­ery yard of its sur­face shows the scor­ing and pol­ish­ing ac­tion of a great glacier that en­veloped it and swept heav­i­ly over its sum­mit, though it is about two thou­sand feet high above the lake and ten thou­sand above sea-lev­el. This ma­jes­tic, an­cient ice-flood came from the east­ward, as the scor­ing and crush­ing of the sur­face shows. Even be­low the wa­ters of the lake the rock in some places is still grooved and pol­ished; the lap­ping of the waves and their dis­in­te­grat­ing ac­tion have not as yet oblit­er­at­ed even the su­per­fi­cial marks of glacia­tion. In climb­ing the steep­est pol­ished places I had to take off shoes and stock­ings. A fine re­gion this for study of glacial ac­tion in moun­tain-mak­ing. I found many charm­ing plants: arc­tic daisies, phlox, white spi­raea, bryan­thus, and rock-ferns—pel­laea, cheilan­thes, al­losorus—fring­ing weath­ered seams all the way up to the sum­mit; and stur­dy ju­nipers, grand old gray and brown mon­u­ments, stood brave­ly erect on fis­sured spots here and there, telling storm and avalanche sto­ries of hun­dreds of win­ters. The view of the lake from the top is, I think, the best of all. There is an­oth­er rock, more strik­ing in form than this, stand­ing iso­lat­ed at the head of the lake, but it is not more than half as high. It is a knob or knot of bur­nished gran­ite, per­haps about a thou­sand feet high, ap­par­ent­ly as flaw­less and strong in struc­ture as a wave-worn peb­ble, and prob­a­bly owes its ex­is­tence to the su­pe­ri­or re­sis­tance it of­fered to the ac­tion of the over­flow­ing ice-flood.

					Made sketch of the lake, and saun­tered back to camp, my iron-shod shoes clank­ing on the pave­ments dis­turb­ing the chip­munks and birds. Af­ter dark went out to the shore—not a breath of air astir, the lake a per­fect mir­ror re­flect­ing the sky and moun­tains with their stars and trees and won­der­ful sculp­ture, all their grandeur re­fined and dou­bled—a mar­velous­ly im­pres­sive pic­ture, that seemed to be­long more to heav­en than earth.

				

				
					Au­gust 9.

					I went ahead of the flock, and crossed over the di­vide be­tween the Merced and Tuolumne Basins. The gap be­tween the east end of the Hoff­man spur and the mass of moun­tain rocks about Cathe­dral Peak, though rough­ened by ridges and wav­ing folds, seems to be one of the chan­nels of a broad an­cient glacier that came from the moun­tains on the sum­mit of the range. In cross­ing this di­vide the ice-riv­er made an as­cent of about five hun­dred feet from the Tuolumne mead­ows. This en­tire re­gion must have been over­swept by ice.

					From the top of the di­vide, and al­so from the big Tuolumne Mead­ows, the won­der­ful moun­tain called Cathe­dral Peak is in sight. From ev­ery point of view it shows marked in­di­vid­u­al­i­ty. It is a ma­jes­tic tem­ple of one stone, hewn from the liv­ing rock, and adorned with spires and pin­na­cles in reg­u­lar cathe­dral style. The dwarf pines on the roof look like moss­es. I hope some time to climb to it to say my prayers and hear the stone ser­mons.

					The big Tuolumne Mead­ows are flow­ery lawns, ly­ing along the south fork of the Tuolumne Riv­er at a height of about eighty-five hun­dred to nine thou­sand feet above the sea, par­tial­ly sep­a­rat­ed by forests and bars of glaciat­ed gran­ite. Here the moun­tains seem to have been cleared away or set back, so that wide-open views may be had in ev­ery di­rec­tion. The up­per end of the se­ries lies at the base of Mount Lyell, the low­er be­low the east end of the Hoff­man Range, so the length must be about ten or twelve miles. They vary in width from a quar­ter of a mile to per­haps three quar­ters, and a good many branch mead­ows put out along the banks of the trib­u­tary streams. This is the most spa­cious and de­light­ful high plea­sure-ground I have yet seen. The air is keen and brac­ing, yet warm dur­ing the day; and though ly­ing high in the sky, the sur­round­ing moun­tains are so much high­er, one feels pro­tect­ed as if in a grand hall. Mounts Dana and Gibbs, mas­sive red moun­tains, per­haps thir­teen thou­sand feet high or more, bound the view on the east, the Cathe­dral and Uni­corn Peaks, with many name­less peaks, on the south, the Hoff­man Range on the west, and a num­ber of peaks un­named, as far as I know, on the north. One of these last is much like the Cathe­dral. The grass of the mead­ows is most­ly fine and silky, with ex­ceed­ing­ly slen­der leaves, mak­ing a close sod, above which the pan­i­cles of minute pur­ple flow­ers seem to float in airy, misty light­ness, while the sod is en­riched with at least three species of gen­tian and as many or more of or­tho­car­pus, po­ten­til­la, ivesia, sol­ida­go, pentste­mon, with their gay col­ors—pur­ple, blue, yel­low, and red—all of which I may know bet­ter ere long. A cen­tral camp will prob­a­bly be made in this re­gion, from which I hope to make long ex­cur­sions in­to the sur­round­ing moun­tains.

					On the re­turn trip I met the flock about three miles east of Lake Tenaya. Here we camped for the night near a small lake ly­ing on top of the di­vide in a clump of the two-leaved pine. We are now about nine thou­sand feet above the sea. Small lakes abound in all sorts of sit­u­a­tions—on ridges, along moun­tain sides, and in piles of moraine boul­ders, most of them mere pools. On­ly in those canyons of the larg­er streams at the foot of de­cliv­i­ties, where the down thrust of the glaciers was heav­i­est, do we find lakes of con­sid­er­able size and depth. How grate­ful a task it would be to trace them all and study them! How pure their wa­ters are, clear as crys­tal in pol­ished stone basins! None of them, so far as I have seen, have fish­es, I sup­pose on ac­count of falls mak­ing them in­ac­ces­si­ble. Yet one would think their eggs might get in­to these lakes by some chance or oth­er; on ducks’ feet, for ex­am­ple, or in their mouths, or in their crops, as some plant seeds are dis­trib­uted. Na­ture has so many ways of do­ing such things. How did the frogs, found in all the bogs and pools and lakes, how­ev­er high, man­age to get up these moun­tains? Sure­ly not by jump­ing. Such ex­cur­sions through miles of dry brush and boul­ders would be very hard on frogs. Per­haps their stringy gelati­nous spawn is oc­ca­sion­al­ly en­tan­gled or glued on the feet of wa­ter birds. Any­how, they are here and in hearty health and voice. I like their cheery tronk and crink. They take the place of song­birds at a pinch.

				

				
					Au­gust 10.

					An­oth­er of those charm­ing ex­hil­a­rat­ing days that make the blood dance and ex­cite nerve cur­rents that ren­der one un­weari­able and well-nigh im­mor­tal. Had an­oth­er view of the broad ice-ploughed di­vide, and gazed again and again at the Sier­ra tem­ple and the great red moun­tains east of the mead­ows.

					We are camped near the So­da Springs on the north side of the riv­er. A hard time we had get­ting the sheep across. They were driv­en in­to a horse­shoe bend and fair­ly crowd­ed off the bank. They seemed will­ing to suf­fer death rather than risk get­ting wet, though they swim well enough when they have to. Why sheep should be so un­rea­son­ably afraid of wa­ter, I don’t know, but they do fear it as soon as they are born and per­haps be­fore. I once saw a lamb on­ly a few hours old ap­proach a shal­low stream about two feet wide and an inch deep, af­ter it had walked on­ly about a hun­dred yards on its life jour­ney. All the flock to which it be­longed had crossed this inch-deep stream, and as the moth­er and her lamb were the last to cross, I had a good op­por­tu­ni­ty to ob­serve them. As soon as the flock was out of the way, the anx­ious moth­er crossed over and called the young­ster. It walked cau­tious­ly to the brink, gazed at the wa­ter, bleat­ed piteous­ly, and re­fused to ven­ture. The pa­tient moth­er went back to it again and again to en­cour­age it, but long with­out avail. Like the pil­grim on Jor­dan’s stormy bank it feared to launch away. At length, gath­er­ing its trem­bling in­ex­pe­ri­enced legs for the mighty ef­fort, throw­ing up its head as if it knew all about drown­ing, and was anx­ious to keep its nose above wa­ter, it made the tremen­dous leap, and land­ed in the mid­dle of the inch-deep stream. It seemed as­ton­ished to find that, in­stead of sink­ing over head and ears, on­ly its toes were wet, gazed at the shin­ing wa­ter a few sec­onds, and then sprang to the shore safe and dry through the dread­ful ad­ven­ture. All kinds of wild sheep are moun­tain an­i­mals, and their de­scen­dants’ dread of wa­ter is not eas­i­ly ac­count­ed for.

				

				
					Au­gust 11.

					Fine shin­ing weath­er, with a ten min­utes’ noon thun­der­storm and rain. Ram­bling all day get­ting ac­quaint­ed with the re­gion north of the riv­er. Found a small lake and many charm­ing glacier mead­ows em­bo­somed in an ex­ten­sive for­est of the two-leaved pine. The for­est is grow­ing on broad, al­most con­tin­u­ous de­posits of moraine ma­te­ri­al, is re­mark­ably even in its growth, and the trees are much clos­er to­geth­er than in any of the fir or pine woods far­ther down the range. The even­ness of the growth would seem to in­di­cate that the trees are all of the same age or near­ly so. This reg­u­lar­i­ty has prob­a­bly been in great part the re­sult of fire. I saw sev­er­al large patch­es and strips of dead bleached spars, the ground be­neath them cov­ered with a young even growth. Fire can run in these woods, not on­ly be­cause the thin bark of the trees is drip­ping with resin, but be­cause the growth is close, and the com­par­a­tive­ly rich soil pro­duces good crops of tall broad-leaved grass­es on which fire can trav­el, even when the weath­er is calm. Be­sides these fire-killed patch­es there are a good many fall­en up­root­ed trees here and there, some with the bark and nee­dles still on, as if they had late­ly been blown down in some thun­der­storm blast. Saw a large black-tailed deer, a buck with antlers like the up­turned roots of a fall­en pine.

					Af­ter a long ram­ble through the dense en­cum­bered woods I emerged up­on a smooth mead­ow full of sun­shine like a lake of light, about a mile and a half long, a quar­ter to half a mile wide, and bound­ed by tall ar­rowy pines. The sod, like that of all the glacier mead­ows here­abouts, is made of silky agrostis and cala­m­a­grostis chiefly; their pan­i­cles of pur­ple flow­ers and pur­ple stems, ex­ceed­ing­ly light and airy, seem to float above the green plush of leaves like a thin misty cloud, while the sod is bright­ened by sev­er­al species of gen­tian, po­ten­til­la, ivesia, or­tho­car­pus, and their cor­re­spond­ing bees and but­ter­flies. All the glacier mead­ows are beau­ti­ful, but few are so per­fect as this one. Com­pared with it the most care­ful­ly lev­eled, licked, snipped ar­ti­fi­cial lawns of plea­sure-grounds are coarse things. I should like to live here al­ways. It is so calm and with­drawn while open to the uni­verse in full com­mu­nion with ev­ery­thing good. To the north of this glo­ri­ous mead­ow I dis­cov­ered the camp of some In­di­an hunters. Their fire was still burn­ing, but they had not yet re­turned from the chase.

					From mead­ow to mead­ow, ev­ery one beau­ti­ful be­yond telling, and from lake to lake through groves and belts of ar­rowy trees, I held my way north­ward to­ward Mount Con­ness, find­ing telling beau­ty ev­ery­where, while the en­com­pass­ing moun­tains were call­ing “Come.” Hope I may climb them all.

				

				
					Au­gust 12.

					The sky-scenery has changed but lit­tle so far with the change in el­e­va­tion. Clouds about .05. Glo­ri­ous pearly cu­muli tint­ed with pur­ple of in­ef­fa­ble fine­ness of tone. Moved camp to the side of the glacier mead­ow men­tioned above. To let sheep tram­ple so di­vine­ly fine a place seems bar­barous. For­tu­nate­ly they pre­fer the suc­cu­lent broad-leaved triticum and oth­er wood­land grass­es to the silky species of the mead­ows, and there­fore sel­dom bite them or set foot on them.

					
						[image: A sketch of a long, oval-shaped glacial meadow that is surrounded by a thick stand of evergreens. In the foreground sit several boulders and a downed tree trunk.]
						Glacier Mead­ow, on the head­wa­ters of the Tuolumne 9,500 feet above the sea.
					
					The shep­herd and the Don can­not agree about meth­ods of herd­ing. Bil­ly sets his dog Jack on the sheep far too of­ten, so the Don thinks; and af­ter some dis­pute to­day, in which the shep­herd loud­ly claimed the right to dog the sheep as of­ten as he pleased, he start­ed for the plains. Now I sup­pose the care of the sheep will fall on me, though Mr. De­laney prom­ises to do the herd­ing him­self for a while, then re­turn to the low­lands and bring an­oth­er shep­herd, so as to leave me free to rove as I like.

					Had an­oth­er rich ram­ble. Pushed north­ward be­yond the forests to the head of the gen­er­al basin, where traces of glacial ac­tion are strik­ing­ly clear and in­ter­est­ing. The re­cess­es among the peaks look like quar­ries, so raw and fresh are the moraine chips and boul­ders that strew the ground in Na­ture’s glacial work­shops.

					Soon af­ter my re­turn to camp we re­ceived a vis­it from an In­di­an, prob­a­bly one of the hunters whose camp I had dis­cov­ered. He came from Mono, he said, with oth­ers of his tribe, to hunt deer. One that he had killed a short dis­tance from here he was car­ry­ing on his back, its legs tied to­geth­er in an or­na­men­tal bunch on his fore­head. Throw­ing down his bur­den, he gazed stolid­ly for a few min­utes in silent In­di­an fash­ion, then cut off eight or ten pounds of veni­son for us, and begged a “lill” (lit­tle) of ev­ery­thing he saw or could think of—flour, bread, sug­ar, to­bac­co, whiskey, nee­dles, etc. We gave a fair price for the meat in flour and sug­ar and added a few nee­dles. A strange­ly dirty and ir­reg­u­lar life these dark-eyed, dark-haired, half-hap­py sav­ages lead in this clean wilder­ness—star­va­tion and abun­dance, death­like calm, in­do­lence, and ad­mirable, in­de­fati­ga­ble ac­tion suc­ceed­ing each oth­er in stormy rhythm like win­ter and sum­mer. Two things they have that civ­i­lized toil­ers might well en­vy them—pure air and pure wa­ter. These go far to cov­er and cure the gross­ness of their lives. Their food is most­ly good berries, pine nuts, clover, lily bulbs, wild sheep, an­te­lope, deer, grouse, sage hens, and the lar­vae of ants, wasps, bees, and oth­er in­sects.

				

				
					Au­gust 13.

					Day all sun­shine, dawn and evening pur­ple, noon gold, no clouds, air mo­tion­less. Mr. De­laney ar­rived with two shep­herds, one of them an In­di­an. On his way up from the plains he left some pro­vi­sions at the Por­tuguese camp on Por­cu­pine Creek near our old Yosemite camp, and I set out this morn­ing with one of the pack an­i­mals to fetch them. Ar­rived at the Por­cu­pine camp at noon, and might have re­turned to the Tuolumne late in the evening, but con­clud­ed to stay over night with the Por­tuguese shep­herds at their press­ing in­vi­ta­tion. They had sad sto­ries to tell of loss­es from the Yosemite bears, and were so dis­cour­aged they seemed on the point of leav­ing the moun­tains; for the bears came ev­ery night and helped them­selves to one or sev­er­al of the flock in spite of all their ef­forts to keep them off.

					I spent the af­ter­noon in a grand ram­ble along the Yosemite walls. From the high­est of the rocks called the Three Broth­ers, I en­joyed a mag­nif­i­cent view com­pre­hend­ing all the up­per half of the floor of the val­ley and near­ly all the rocks of the walls on both sides and at the head, with snowy peaks in the back­ground. Saw al­so the Ver­nal and Neva­da Falls, a tru­ly glo­ri­ous pic­ture—rocky strength and per­ma­nence com­bined with beau­ty of plants frail and fine and evanes­cent; wa­ter de­scend­ing in thun­der, and the same wa­ter glid­ing through mead­ows and groves in gen­tlest beau­ty. This stand­point is about eight thou­sand feet above the sea, or four thou­sand feet above the floor of the val­ley, and ev­ery tree, though look­ing small and feath­ery, stands in ad­mirable clear­ness, and the shad­ows they cast are as dis­tinct in out­line as if seen at a dis­tance of a few yards. They ap­peared even more so. No words will ev­er de­scribe the ex­quis­ite beau­ty and charm of this moun­tain park—Na­ture’s land­scape gar­den at once ten­der­ly beau­ti­ful and sub­lime. No won­der it draws na­ture-lovers from all over the world.

					Glacial ac­tion even on this lofty sum­mit is plain­ly dis­played. Not on­ly has all the love­ly val­ley now smil­ing in sun­shine been filled to the brim with ice, but it has been deeply over­flowed.

					I vis­it­ed our old Yosemite camp­ground on the head of In­di­an Creek, and found it fair­ly pat­ted and smoothed down with bear-tracks. The bears had eat­en all the sheep that were smoth­ered in the cor­ral, and some of the grand an­i­mals must have died, for Mr. De­laney, be­fore leav­ing camp, put a large quan­ti­ty of poi­son in the car­cass­es. All sheep-men car­ry strych­nine to kill coy­otes, bears, and pan­thers, though nei­ther coy­otes nor pan­thers are at all nu­mer­ous in the up­per moun­tains. The lit­tle dog­like wolves are far more nu­mer­ous in the foothill re­gion and on the plains, where they find a bet­ter sup­ply of food—saw on­ly one pan­ther-track above eight thou­sand feet.

					
						[image: A photograph of a large rock formation that consists of a cluster of three triangular peaks at the edge of a glacial valley. Evergreen and deciduous trees grow in the valley at the base of the peaks.]
						The Three Broth­ers, Yosemite Na­tion­al Park.
					
					On my re­turn af­ter sun­set to the Por­tuguese camp I found the shep­herds great­ly ex­cit­ed over the be­hav­ior of the bears that have learned to like mut­ton. “They are get­ting worse and worse,” they lament­ed. Not will­ing to wait de­cent­ly un­til af­ter dark for their sup­pers, they come and kill and eat their fill in broad day­light. The evening be­fore my ar­rival, when the two shep­herds were leisure­ly driv­ing the flock to­ward camp half an hour be­fore sun­set, a hun­gry bear came out of the chap­ar­ral with­in a few yards of them and shuf­fled de­lib­er­ate­ly to­ward the flock. “Por­tuguese Joe,” who al­ways car­ried a gun load­ed with buck­shot, fired ex­cit­ed­ly, threw down his gun, fled to the near­est suit­able tree, and climbed to a safe height with­out wait­ing to see the ef­fect of his shot. His com­pan­ion al­so ran, but said that he saw the bear rise on its hind legs and throw out its arms as if feel­ing for some­body, and then go in­to the brush as if wound­ed.

					At an­oth­er of their camps in this neigh­bor­hood, a bear with two cubs at­tacked the flock be­fore sun­set, just as they were ap­proach­ing the cor­ral. Joe prompt­ly climbed a tree out of dan­ger, while An­tone, re­buk­ing his com­pan­ion for cow­ardice in aban­don­ing his charge, said that he was not go­ing to let bears “eat up his sheeps” in day­light, and rushed to­wards the bears, shout­ing and set­ting his dog on them. The fright­ened cubs climbed a tree, but the moth­er ran to meet the shep­herd and seemed anx­ious to fight. An­tone stood as­ton­ished for a mo­ment, eye­ing the on­com­ing bear, then turned and fled, close­ly pur­sued. Un­able to reach a suit­able tree for climb­ing, he ran to the camp and scram­bled up to the roof of the lit­tle cab­in; the bear fol­lowed, but did not climb to the roof—on­ly stood glar­ing up at him for a few min­utes, threat­en­ing him and hold­ing him in mor­tal ter­ror, then went to her cubs, called them down, went to the flock, caught a sheep for sup­per, and van­ished in the brush. As soon as the bear left the cab­in, the trem­bling An­tone begged Joe to show him a good safe tree, up which he climbed like a sailor climb­ing a mast, and re­mained as long as he could hold on, the tree be­ing al­most branch­less. Af­ter these dis­as­trous ex­pe­ri­ences the two shep­herds chopped and gath­ered large piles of dry wood and made a ring of fire around the cor­ral ev­ery night, while one with a gun kept watch from a com­fort­able stage built on a neigh­bor­ing pine that com­mand­ed a view of the cor­ral. This evening the show made by the cir­cle of fire was very fine, bring­ing out the sur­round­ing trees in most im­pres­sive re­lief, and mak­ing the thou­sands of sheep eyes glow like a glo­ri­ous bed of di­a­monds.

				

				
					Au­gust 14.

					Up to the time I went to bed last night all was qui­et, though we ex­pect­ed the shag­gy free­boot­ers ev­ery minute. They did not come till near mid­night, when a pair walked bold­ly to the cor­ral be­tween two of the great fires, climbed in, killed two sheep and smoth­ered ten, while the fright­ened watch­er in the tree did not fire a sin­gle shot, say­ing that he was afraid he might kill some of the sheep, for the bears got in­to the cor­ral be­fore he got a good clear view of them. I told the shep­herds they should at once move the flock to an­oth­er camp. “Oh, no use, no use,” they lament­ed; “where we go, the bears go too. See my poor dead sheeps—soon all dead. No use try an­oth­er camp. We go down to the plains.” And as I af­ter­wards learned, they were driv­en out of the moun­tains a month be­fore the usu­al time. Were bears much more nu­mer­ous and de­struc­tive, the sheep would be kept away al­to­geth­er.

					It seems strange that bears, so fond of all sorts of flesh, run­ning the risks of guns and fires and poi­son, should nev­er at­tack men ex­cept in de­fense of their young. How eas­i­ly and safe­ly a bear could pick us up as we lie asleep! On­ly wolves and tigers seem to have learned to hunt man for food, and per­haps sharks and croc­o­diles. Mos­qui­toes and oth­er in­sects would, I sup­pose, de­vour a help­less man in some parts of the world, and so might li­ons, leop­ards, wolves, hye­nas, and pan­thers at times if pressed by hunger—but un­der or­di­nary cir­cum­stances, per­haps, on­ly the tiger among land an­i­mals may be said to be a man-eater—un­less we add man him­self.

					Clouds as usu­al about .05. An­oth­er glo­ri­ous Sier­ra day, warm, crisp, fra­grant, and clear. Many of the flow­er­ing plants have gone to seed, but many oth­ers are un­fold­ing their petals ev­ery day, and the firs and pines are more fra­grant than ev­er. Their seeds are near­ly ripe, and will soon be fly­ing in the mer­ri­est flocks that ev­er spread a wing.

					On the way back to our Tuolumne camp, I en­joyed the scenery if pos­si­ble more than when it first came to view. Ev­ery fea­ture al­ready seems fa­mil­iar as if I had lived here al­ways. I nev­er weary gaz­ing at the won­der­ful Cathe­dral. It has more in­di­vid­u­al char­ac­ter than any oth­er rock or moun­tain I ev­er saw, ex­cept­ing per­haps the Yosemite South Dome. The forests, too, seem kind­ly fa­mil­iar, and the lakes and mead­ows and glad singing streams. I should like to dwell with them for­ev­er. Here with bread and wa­ter I should be con­tent. Even if not al­lowed to roam and climb, teth­ered to a stake or tree in some mead­ow or grove, even then I should be con­tent for­ev­er. Bathed in such beau­ty, watch­ing, the ex­pres­sions ev­er vary­ing on the faces of the moun­tains, watch­ing the stars, which here have a glo­ry that the low­lan­der nev­er dreams of, watch­ing the cir­cling sea­sons, lis­ten­ing to the songs of the wa­ters and winds and birds, would be end­less plea­sure. And what glo­ri­ous cloud­lands I should see, storms and calms—a new heav­en and a new earth ev­ery day, aye and new in­hab­i­tants. And how many vis­i­tors I should have. I feel sure I should not have one dull mo­ment. And why should this ap­pear ex­trav­a­gant? It is on­ly com­mon sense, a sign of health, gen­uine, nat­u­ral, all-awake health. One would be at an end­less God­ful play, and what speech­es and mu­sic and act­ing and scenery and lights!—sun, moon, stars, au­ro­ras. Cre­ation just be­gin­ning, the morn­ing stars “still singing to­geth­er and all the sons of God shout­ing for joy.”
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				Bloody Canyon and Mono Lake

			
			
				
					Au­gust 21.

					Have just re­turned from a fine wild ex­cur­sion across the range to Mono Lake, by way of the Mono or Bloody Canyon Pass. Mr. De­laney has been good to me all sum­mer, lend­ing a help­ing, sym­pa­thiz­ing hand at ev­ery op­por­tu­ni­ty, as if my wild no­tions and ram­bles and stud­ies were his own. He is one of those re­mark­able Cal­i­for­nia men who have been over­flowed and de­nud­ed and re­mod­eled by the ex­cite­ments of the gold fields, like the Sier­ra land­scapes by grind­ing ice, bring­ing the hard­er boss­es and ridges of char­ac­ter in­to re­lief—a tall, lean, big-boned, big­heart­ed Irish­man, ed­u­cat­ed for a priest in Maynooth Col­lege—lots of good in him, shin­ing out now and then in this moun­tain light. Rec­og­niz­ing my love of wild places, he told me one evening that I ought to go through Bloody Canyon, for he was sure I should find it wild enough. He had not been there him­self, he said, but had heard many of his min­ing friends speak of it as the wildest of all the Sier­ra pass­es. Of course I was glad to go. It lies just to the east of our camp and swoops down from the sum­mit of the range to the edge of the Mono Desert, mak­ing a de­scent of about four thou­sand feet in a dis­tance of about four miles. It was known and trav­eled as a pass by wild an­i­mals and the In­di­ans long be­fore its dis­cov­ery by white men in the gold year of 1858, as is shown by old trails which come to­geth­er at the head of it. The name may have been sug­gest­ed by the red col­or of the meta­mor­phic slates in which the canyon abounds, or by the blood stains on the rocks from the un­for­tu­nate an­i­mals that were com­pelled to slide and shuf­fle over the sharp-an­gled boul­ders.

					Ear­ly in the morn­ing I tied my note­book and some bread to my belt, and strode away full of ea­ger hope, feel­ing that I was go­ing to have a glo­ri­ous rev­el. The glacier mead­ows that lay along my way served to soothe my morn­ing speed, for the sod was full of blue gen­tians and daisies, kalmia and dwarf vac­cini­um, call­ing for recog­ni­tion as old friends, and I had to stop many times to ex­am­ine the shin­ing rocks over which the an­cient glacier had passed with tremen­dous pres­sure, pol­ish­ing them so well that they re­flect­ed the sun­light like glass in some places, while fine stri­ae, seen clear­ly through a lens, in­di­cat­ed the di­rec­tion in which the ice had flowed. On some of the slop­ing pol­ished pave­ments abrupt steps oc­cur, show­ing that oc­ca­sion­al­ly large mass­es of the rock had giv­en way be­fore the glacial pres­sure, as well as small par­ti­cles; moraines, too, some scat­tered, oth­ers reg­u­lar like long curv­ing em­bank­ments and dams, oc­cur here and there, giv­ing the gen­er­al sur­face of the re­gion a young, new-made ap­pear­ance. I watched the grad­u­al dwarf­ing of the pines as I as­cend­ed, and the cor­re­spond­ing dwarf­ing of near­ly all the rest of the veg­e­ta­tion. On the slopes of Mam­moth Moun­tain, to the south of the pass, I saw many gaps in the woods reach­ing from the up­per edge of the tim­ber­line down to the lev­el mead­ows, where avalanch­es of snow had de­scend­ed, sweep­ing away ev­ery tree in their paths as well as the soil they were grow­ing in, leav­ing the bedrock bare. The trees are near­ly all up­root­ed, but a few that had been ex­treme­ly well an­chored in clefts of the rock were bro­ken off near the ground. It seems strange at first sight that trees that had been al­lowed to grow for a cen­tu­ry or more undis­turbed should in their old age be thus swished away at a stroke. Such avalanch­es can on­ly oc­cur un­der rare con­di­tions of weath­er and snow­fall. No doubt on some po­si­tions of the moun­tain slopes the in­cli­na­tion and smooth­ness of the sur­face is such that avalanch­es must oc­cur ev­ery win­ter, or even af­ter ev­ery heavy snow­storm, and of course no trees or even bush­es can grow in their chan­nels. I no­ticed a few clean-swept slopes of this kind. The up­root­ed trees that had grown in the path­way of what might be called “cen­tu­ry avalanch­es” were piled in windrows, and tucked snug­ly against the wall-trees of the gaps, heads down­ward, ex­cept­ing a few that were car­ried out in­to the open ground of the mead­ows, where the heads of the avalanch­es had stopped. Young pines, most­ly the two-leaved and the white-barked, are al­ready spring­ing up in these cleared gaps. It would be in­ter­est­ing to as­cer­tain the age of these saplings, for thus we should gain a fair ap­prox­i­ma­tion to the year that the great avalanch­es oc­curred. Per­haps most or all of them oc­curred the same win­ter. How glad I should be if free to pur­sue such stud­ies!

					Near the sum­mit at the head of the pass I found a species of dwarf wil­low ly­ing per­fect­ly flat on the ground, mak­ing a nice, soft, silky gray car­pet, not a sin­gle stem or branch more than three inch­es high; but the catkins, which are now near­ly ripe, stand erect and make a close, near­ly reg­u­lar gray growth, be­ing larg­er than all the rest of the plants. Some of these in­ter­est­ing dwarfs have on­ly one catkin—wil­low bush­es re­duced to their low­est terms. I found patch­es of dwarf vac­cini­um al­so form­ing smooth car­pets, close­ly pressed to the ground or against the sides of stones, and cov­ered with round pink flow­ers in lav­ish abun­dance as if they had fall­en from the sky like hail. A lit­tle high­er, al­most at the very head of the pass, I found the blue arc­tic daisy and pur­ple-flow­ered bryan­thus, the moun­tain’s own dar­lings, gen­tle moun­taineers face to face with the sky, kept safe and warm by a thou­sand mir­a­cles, seem­ing al­ways the fin­er and pur­er the wilder and stormi­er their homes. The trees, tough and resiny, seem un­able to go a step far­ther; but up and up, far above the tree-line, these ten­der plants climb, cheer­i­ly spread­ing their gray and pink car­pets right up to the very edges of the snow­banks in deep hol­lows and shad­ows. Here, too, is the fa­mil­iar robin, trip­ping on the flow­ery lawns, brave­ly singing the same cheery song I first heard when a boy in Wis­con­sin new­ly ar­rived from old Scot­land. In this fine com­pa­ny saun­ter­ing en­chant­ed, tak­ing no heed of time, I at length en­tered the gate of the pass, and the huge rocks be­gan to close around me in all their mys­te­ri­ous im­pres­sive­ness. Just then I was star­tled by a lot of queer, hairy, muf­fled crea­tures com­ing shuf­fling, sham­bling, wal­low­ing to­ward me as if they had no bones in their bod­ies. Had I dis­cov­ered them while they were yet a good way off, I should have tried to avoid them. What a pic­ture they made con­trast­ed with the oth­ers I had just been ad­mir­ing. When I came up to them, I found that they were on­ly a band of In­di­ans from Mono on their way to Yosemite for a load of acorns. They were wrapped in blan­kets made of the skins of sage-rab­bits. The dirt on some of the faces seemed al­most old enough and thick enough to have a ge­o­log­i­cal sig­nif­i­cance; some were strange­ly blurred and di­vid­ed in­to sec­tions by seams and wrin­kles that looked like cleav­age joints, and had a worn abrad­ed look as if they had lain ex­posed to the weath­er for ages. I tried to pass them with­out stop­ping, but they wouldn’t let me; form­ing a dis­mal cir­cle about me, I was close­ly be­sieged while they begged whiskey or to­bac­co, and it was hard to con­vince them that I hadn’t any. How glad I was to get away from the gray, grim crowd and see them van­ish down the trail! Yet it seems sad to feel such des­per­ate re­pul­sion from one’s fel­low be­ings, how­ev­er de­grad­ed. To pre­fer the so­ci­ety of squir­rels and wood­chucks to that of our own species must sure­ly be un­nat­u­ral. So with a fresh breeze and a hill or moun­tain be­tween us I must wish them God­speed and try to pray and sing with Burns, “It’s com­ing yet, for a’ that, that man to man, the warld o’er, shall broth­ers be for a’ that.”

					How the day passed I hard­ly know. By the map I have come on­ly about ten or twelve miles, though the sun is al­ready low in the west, show­ing how long I must have lin­gered, ob­serv­ing, sketch­ing, tak­ing notes among the glaciat­ed rocks and moraines and Alpine flowerbeds.

					At sun­down the somber crags and peaks were in­spired with the in­ef­fa­ble beau­ty of the alpen­glow, and a solemn, aw­ful still­ness hushed ev­ery­thing in the land­scape. Then I crept in­to a hol­low by the side of a small lake near the head of the canyon, smoothed a shel­tered spot, and gath­ered a few pine tas­sels for a bed. Af­ter the short twi­light be­gan to fade I kin­dled a sun­ny fire, made a tin cup­ful of tea, and lay down to watch the stars. Soon the night-wind be­gan to flow from the snowy peaks over­head, at first on­ly a gen­tle breath­ing, then gain­ing strength, in less than an hour rum­bled in mas­sive vol­ume some­thing like a bois­ter­ous stream in a boul­der-choked chan­nel, roar­ing and moan­ing down the canyon as if the work it had to do was tremen­dous­ly im­por­tant and fate­ful; and min­gled with these storm tones were those of the wa­ter­falls on the north side of the canyon, now sound­ing dis­tinct­ly, now smoth­ered by the heav­ier cataracts of air, mak­ing a glo­ri­ous psalm of sav­age wild­ness. My fire squirmed and strug­gled as if ill at ease, for though in a shel­tered nook, de­tached mass­es of icy wind of­ten fell like ice­bergs on top of it, scat­ter­ing sparks and coals, so that I had to keep well back to avoid be­ing burned. But the big resiny roots and knots of the dwarf pine could nei­ther be beat­en out nor blown away, and the flames, now rush­ing up in long lances, now flat­tened and twist­ed on the rocky ground, roared as if try­ing to tell the storm sto­ries of the trees they be­longed to, as the light giv­en out was telling the sto­ry of the sun­shine they had gath­ered in cen­turies of sum­mers.

					The stars shone clear in the strip of sky be­tween the huge dark cliffs; and as I lay re­call­ing the lessons of the day, sud­den­ly the full moon looked down over the canyon wall, her face ap­par­ent­ly filled with ea­ger con­cern, which had a star­tling ef­fect, as if she had left her place in the sky and had come down to gaze on me alone, like a per­son en­ter­ing one’s bed­room. It was hard to re­al­ize that she was in her place in the sky, and was look­ing abroad on half the globe, land and sea, moun­tains, plains, lakes, rivers, oceans, ships, cities with their myr­i­ads of in­hab­i­tants sleep­ing and wak­ing, sick and well. No, she seemed to be just on the rim of Bloody Canyon and look­ing on­ly at me. This was in­deed get­ting near to Na­ture. I re­mem­ber watch­ing the har­vest moon ris­ing above the oak trees in Wis­con­sin ap­par­ent­ly as big as a cart­wheel and not far­ther than half a mile dis­tant. With these ex­cep­tions I might say I nev­er be­fore had seen the moon, and this night she seemed so full of life and so near, the ef­fect was mar­velous­ly im­pres­sive and made me for­get the In­di­ans, the great black rocks above me, and the wild up­roar of the winds and wa­ters mak­ing their way down the huge jagged gorge. Of course I slept but lit­tle and glad­ly wel­comed the dawn over the Mono Desert. By the time I had made a cup­ful of tea the sun­beams were pour­ing through the canyon, and I set forth, gaz­ing ea­ger­ly at the tremen­dous walls of red slates sav­age­ly hacked and scarred and ap­par­ent­ly ready to fall in avalanch­es great enough to choke the pass and fill up the chain of lakelets. But soon its beau­ties came to view, and I bound­ed light­ly from rock to rock, ad­mir­ing the pol­ished boss­es shin­ing in the slant sun­shine with glo­ri­ous ef­fect in the gen­er­al rough­ness of moraines and avalanche talus­es, even to­ward the head of the canyon near the high­est foun­tains of the ice. Here, too, are most of the low­ly plant peo­ple seen yes­ter­day on the oth­er side of the di­vide now open­ing their beau­ti­ful eyes. None could fail to glo­ry in Na­ture’s ten­der care for them in so wild a place. The lit­tle ouzel is flit­ting from rock to rock along the rapid swirling Canyon Creek, div­ing for break­fast in icy pools, and mer­ri­ly singing as if the huge rugged avalanche-swept gorge was the most de­light­ful of all its moun­tain homes. Be­sides a high fall on the north wall of the canyon, ap­par­ent­ly com­ing di­rect from the sky, there are many nar­row cas­cades, bright sil­very rib­bons zigzag­ging down the red cliffs, trac­ing the di­ag­o­nal cleav­age joints of the meta­mor­phic slates, now con­tract­ed and out of sight, now leap­ing from ledge to ledge in filmy sheets through which the sun­beams sift. And on the main Canyon Creek, to which all these are trib­u­tary, is a se­ries of small falls, cas­cades, and rapids ex­tend­ing all the way down to the foot of the canyon, in­ter­rupt­ed on­ly by the lakes in which the tossed and beat­en wa­ters rest. One of the finest of the cas­cades is out­spread on the face of a precipice, its wa­ters sep­a­rat­ed in­to rib­bon-like strips, and wo­ven in­to a di­a­mond-like pat­tern by trac­ing the cleav­age joints of the rock, while tufts of bryan­thus, grass, sedge, sax­ifrage form beau­ti­ful fringes. Who could imag­ine beau­ty so fine in so sav­age a place? Gar­dens are bloom­ing in all sorts of nooks and hol­lows—at the head alpine eri­o­gon­ums, erigerons, sax­ifrages, gen­tians, cow­a­nia, bush prim­u­la; in the mid­dle re­gion lark­spur, columbine, or­tho­car­pus, castilleia, hare­bell, epi­lo­bi­um, vi­o­lets, mints, yarrow; near the foot sun­flow­ers, lilies, brier rose, iris, lonicera, clema­tis.

					One of the small­est of the cas­cades, which I name the Bow­er Cas­cade, is in the low­er re­gion of the pass, where the veg­e­ta­tion is snowy and lux­u­ri­ant. Wild rose and dog­wood form dense mass­es over­ar­ch­ing the stream, and out of this bow­er the creek, grown strong with many in­dash­ing trib­u­taries, leaps forth in­to the light, and de­scends in a flut­ed curve thick-sown with crisp flash­ing spray. At the foot of the canyon there is a lake formed in part at least by the damming of the stream by a ter­mi­nal moraine. The three oth­er lakes in the canyon are in basins erod­ed from the sol­id rock, where the pres­sure of the glacier was great­est, and the most re­sist­ing por­tions of the basin rims are beau­ti­ful­ly, telling­ly pol­ished. Be­low Moraine Lake at the foot of the canyon there are sev­er­al old lake-basins ly­ing be­tween the large lat­er­al moraines which ex­tend out in­to the desert. These basins are now com­plete­ly filled up by the ma­te­ri­al car­ried in by the streams, and changed to dry sandy flats cov­ered most­ly by grass and artemisia and sun-lov­ing flow­ers. All these low­er lake-basins were ev­i­dent­ly formed by ter­mi­nal moraine dams de­posit­ed where the re­ced­ing glacier had lin­gered dur­ing short pe­ri­ods of less waste, or greater snow­fall, or both.

					Look­ing up the canyon from the warm sun­ny edge of the Mono plain my morn­ing ram­ble seems a dream, so great is the change in the veg­e­ta­tion and cli­mate. The lilies on the bank of Moraine Lake are high­er than my head, and the sun­shine is hot enough for palms. Yet the snow round the arc­tic gar­dens at the sum­mit of the pass is plain­ly vis­i­ble, on­ly about four miles away, and be­tween lie spec­i­men zones of all the prin­ci­pal cli­mates of the globe. In lit­tle more than an hour one may swoop down from win­ter to sum­mer, from an Arc­tic to a tor­rid re­gion, through as great changes of cli­mate as one would en­counter in trav­el­ing from Labrador to Flor­i­da.

					The In­di­ans I had met near the head of the canyon had camped at the foot of it the night be­fore they made the as­cent, and I found their fire still smok­ing on the side of a small trib­u­tary stream near Moraine Lake; and on the edge of what is called the Mono Desert, four or five miles from the lake, I came to a patch of ely­mus, or wild rye, grow­ing in mag­nif­i­cent wav­ing clumps six or eight feet high, bear­ing heads six to eight inch­es long. The crop was ripe, and In­di­an wom­en were gath­er­ing the grain in bas­kets by bend­ing down large hand­fuls, beat­ing out the seed, and fan­ning it in the wind. The grains are about five eighths of an inch long, dark-col­ored and sweet. I fan­cy the bread made from it must be as good as wheat bread. A fine squir­rel­ish em­ploy­ment this wild grain gath­er­ing seems, and the wom­en were ev­i­dent­ly en­joy­ing it, laugh­ing and chat­ter­ing and look­ing al­most nat­u­ral, though most In­di­ans I have seen are not a whit more nat­u­ral in their lives than we civ­i­lized whites. Per­haps if I knew them bet­ter I should like them bet­ter. The worst thing about them is their un­clean­li­ness. Noth­ing tru­ly wild is un­clean. Down on the shore of Mono Lake I saw a num­ber of their flim­sy huts on the banks of streams that dash swift­ly in­to that dead sea—mere brush tents where they lie and eat at their ease. Some of the men were feast­ing on buf­fa­lo berries, ly­ing be­neath the tall bush­es now red with fruit. The berries are rather in­sipid, but they must needs be whole­some, since for days and weeks the In­di­ans, it is said, eat noth­ing else. In the sea­son they in like man­ner de­pend chiefly on the fat lar­vae of a fly that breeds in the salt wa­ter of the lake, or on the big fat cor­ru­gat­ed cater­pil­lars of a species of silk­worm that feeds on the leaves of the yel­low pine. Oc­ca­sion­al­ly a grand rab­bit-drive is or­ga­nized and hun­dreds are slain with clubs on the lake shore, chased and fright­ened in­to a dense crowd by dogs, boys, girls, men and wom­en, and rings of sage brush fire, when of course they are quick­ly killed. The skins are made in­to blan­kets. In the au­tumn the more en­ter­pris­ing of the hunters bring in a good many deer, and rarely a wild sheep from the high peaks. An­telopes used to be abun­dant on the desert at the base of the in­te­ri­or moun­tain-ranges. Sage hens, grouse, and squir­rels help to vary their wild di­et of worms; pine nuts al­so from the small in­ter­est­ing Pi­nus mono­phyl­la, and good bread and good mush are made from acorns and wild rye. Strange to say, they seem to like the lake lar­vae best of all. Long windrows are washed up on the shore, which they gath­er and dry like grain for win­ter use. It is said that wars, on ac­count of en­croach­ments on each oth­er’s worm-grounds, are of com­mon oc­cur­rence among the var­i­ous tribes and fam­i­lies. Each claims a cer­tain marked por­tion of the shore. The pine nuts are de­li­cious—large quan­ti­ties are gath­ered ev­ery au­tumn. The tribes of the west flank of the range trade acorns for worms and pine nuts. The squaws car­ry im­mense loads on their backs across the rough pass­es and down the range, mak­ing jour­neys of about forty or fifty miles each way.

					The desert around the lake is sur­pris­ing­ly flow­ery. In many places among the sage bush­es I saw mentzelia, abro­nia, aster, bigelovia, and gilia, all of which seemed to en­joy the hot sun­shine. The abro­nia, in par­tic­u­lar, is a del­i­cate, fra­grant, and most charm­ing plant.

					
						[image: A sketch of a mountain lake surrounded by alpine vegetation and distant rolling hills, volcanic cones, and mountain peaks.]
						Mono Lake and Vol­canic Cones, look­ing south.
					
					
						[image: A sketch of several large, barren volcanic cones next to an alpine meadow that consists of a scattering of shrubs and other small plants.]
						The high­est Mono Vol­canic Cones, near view.
					
					Op­po­site the mouth of the canyon a range of vol­canic cones ex­tends south­ward from the lake, ris­ing abrupt­ly out of the desert like a chain of moun­tains. The largest of the cones are about twen­ty-five hun­dred feet high above the lake lev­el, have well-formed craters, and all of them are ev­i­dent­ly com­par­a­tive­ly re­cent ad­di­tions to the land­scape. At a dis­tance of a few miles they look like heaps of loose ash­es that have nev­er been blest by ei­ther rain or snow, but, for a’ that and a’ that, yel­low pines are climb­ing their gray slopes, try­ing to clothe them and give beau­ty for ash­es. A coun­try of won­der­ful con­trasts. Hot deserts bound­ed by snow-laden moun­tains—cin­ders and ash­es scat­tered on glacier-pol­ished pave­ments—frost and fire work­ing to­geth­er in the mak­ing of beau­ty. In the lake are sev­er­al vol­canic is­lands, which show that the wa­ters were once min­gled with fire.

					Glad to get back to the green side of the moun­tains, though I have great­ly en­joyed the gray east side and hope to see more of it. Read­ing these grand moun­tain manuscripts dis­played through ev­ery vi­cis­si­tude of heat and cold, calm and storm, up­heav­ing vol­ca­noes and down-grind­ing glaciers, we see that ev­ery­thing in Na­ture called de­struc­tion must be cre­ation—a change from beau­ty to beau­ty.

					Our glacier mead­ow camp north of the So­da Springs seems more beau­ti­ful ev­ery day. The grass cov­ers all the ground though the leaves are thread­like in fine­ness, and in walk­ing on the sod it seems like a plush car­pet of mar­velous rich­ness and soft­ness, and the pur­ple pan­i­cles brush­ing against one’s feet are not felt. This is a typ­i­cal glacier mead­ow, oc­cu­py­ing the basin of a van­ished lake, very def­i­nite­ly bound­ed by walls of the ar­rowy two-leaved pines drawn up in a hand­some or­der­ly ar­ray like sol­diers on pa­rade. There are many oth­er mead­ows of the same kind here­abouts imbed­ded in the woods. The main big mead­ows along the riv­er are the same in gen­er­al and ex­tend with but lit­tle in­ter­rup­tion for ten or twelve miles, but none I have seen are so fine­ly fin­ished and per­fect as this one. It is rich­er in flow­er­ing plants than the prairies of Wis­con­sin and Illi­nois were when in all their wild glo­ry. The showy flow­ers are most­ly three species of gen­tian, a pur­ple and yel­low or­tho­car­pus, a gold­en­rod or two, a small blue pentste­mon al­most like a gen­tian, po­ten­til­la, ivesia, pedic­u­laris, white vi­o­let, kalmia, and bryan­thus. There are no coarse weedy plants. Through this flow­ery lawn flows a stream silent­ly glid­ing, swirling, slip­ping as if care­ful not to make the slight­est noise. It is on­ly about three feet wide in most places, widen­ing here and there in­to pools six or eight feet in di­am­e­ter with no ap­par­ent cur­rent, the banks boss­i­ly round­ed by the down-curv­ing mossy sod, grass pan­i­cles over-lean­ing like minia­ture pine trees, and rugs of bryan­thus spread­ing here and there over sunken boul­ders. At the foot of the mead­ow the stream, rich with the juices of the plants it has re­freshed, sings mer­ri­ly down over shelv­ing rock ledges on its way to the Tuolumne Riv­er. The sub­lime, mas­sive Mount Dana and its com­pan­ions, green, red, and white, loom im­pres­sive­ly above the pines along the east­ern hori­zon; a range or spur of gray rugged gran­ite crags and moun­tains on the north; the cu­ri­ous­ly crest­ed and bat­tle­ment­ed Mount Hoff­man on the west; and the Cathe­dral Range on the south with its grand Cathe­dral Peak, Cathe­dral Spires, Uni­corn Peak, and sev­er­al oth­ers, gray and point­ed or mas­sive­ly round­ed.
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				The Tuolumne Camp

			
			
				
					Au­gust 22.

					Clouds none, cool west wind, slight hoar­frost on the mead­ows. Car­lo is miss­ing; have been seek­ing him all day. In the thick woods be­tween camp and the riv­er, among tall grass and fall­en pines, I dis­cov­ered a ba­by fawn. At first it seemed in­clined to come to me; but when I tried to catch it, and got with­in a rod or two, it turned and walked soft­ly away, choos­ing its steps like a cau­tious, stealthy, hunt­ing cat. Then, as if sud­den­ly called or alarmed, it be­gan to buck and run like a grown deer, jump­ing high above the fall­en trunks, and was soon out of sight. Pos­si­bly its moth­er may have called it, but I did not hear her. I don’t think fawns ev­er leave the home thick­et or fol­low their moth­ers un­til they are called or fright­ened. I am dis­tressed about Car­lo. There are sev­er­al oth­er camps and dogs not many miles from here, and I still hope to find him. He nev­er left me be­fore. Pan­thers are very rare here, and I don’t think any of these cats would dare touch him. He knows bears too well to be caught by them, and as for In­di­ans, they don’t want him.

				

				
					Au­gust 23.

					Cool, bright day, hint­ing In­di­an sum­mer. Mr. De­laney has gone to the Smith Ranch, on the Tuolumne be­low Hetch-Hetchy Val­ley, thir­ty-five or forty miles from here, so I’ll be alone for a week or more—not re­al­ly alone, for Car­lo has come back. He was at a camp a few miles to the north­west­ward. He looked sheep­ish and ashamed when I asked him where he had been and why he had gone away with­out leave. He is now try­ing to get me to ca­ress him and show signs of for­give­ness. A won­drous wise dog. A great load is off my mind. I could not have left the moun­tains with­out him. He seems very glad to get back to me.

					Rose and crim­son sun­set, and soon af­ter the stars ap­peared the moon rose in most im­pres­sive majesty over the top of Mount Dana. I saun­tered up the mead­ow in the white light. The jet-black tree-shad­ows were so won­der­ful­ly dis­tinct and sub­stan­tial look­ing, I of­ten stepped high in cross­ing them, tak­ing them for black charred logs.

				

				
					Au­gust 24.

					An­oth­er charm­ing day, warm and calm soon af­ter sun­rise, clouds on­ly about .01—faint, silky cir­rus wisps, scarce­ly vis­i­ble. Slight frost, In­di­an sum­mer­ish, the moun­tains grow­ing soft­er in out­line and dreamy look­ing, their rough an­gles melt­ed off, ap­par­ent­ly. Sky at evening with fine, dark, sub­dued pur­ple, al­most like the evening pur­ple of the San Joaquin plains in set­tled weath­er. The moon is now gaz­ing over the sum­mit of Dana. Glo­ri­ous ex­hil­a­rat­ing air. I won­der if in all the world there is an­oth­er moun­tain range of equal height blessed with weath­er so fine, and so open­ly kind and hos­pitable and ap­proach­able.

				

				
					Au­gust 25.

					Cool as usu­al in the morn­ing, quick­ly chang­ing to the or­di­nary serene gen­er­ous warmth and bright­ness. To­ward evening the west wind was cool and sent us to the camp­fire. Of all Na­ture’s flow­ery car­pet­ed moun­tain halls none can be fin­er than this glacier mead­ow. Bees and but­ter­flies seem as abun­dant as ev­er. The birds are still here, show­ing no sign of leav­ing for win­ter quar­ters though the frost must bring them to mind. For my part I should like to stay here all win­ter or all my life or even all eter­ni­ty.

				

				
					Au­gust 26.

					Frost this morn­ing; all the mead­ow grass and some of the pine nee­dles sparkling with irised crys­tals—flow­ers of light. Large pic­turesque clouds, crag­gy like rocks, are piled on Mount Dana, red­dish in col­or like the moun­tain it­self; the sky for a few de­grees around the hori­zon is pale pur­ple, in­to which the pines dip their spires with fine ef­fect. Spent the day as usu­al look­ing about me, watch­ing the chang­ing lights, the ripen­ing au­tumn col­ors of the grass, seeds, late-bloom­ing gen­tians, asters, gold­en­rods; part­ing the mead­ow grass here and there and look­ing down in­to the un­der­world of moss­es and liv­er­worts; watch­ing the busy ants and bee­tles and oth­er small peo­ple at work and play like squir­rels and bears in a for­est; study­ing the for­ma­tion of lakes and mead­ows, moraines, moun­tain sculp­ture; mak­ing small be­gin­nings in these di­rec­tions, charmed by the serene beau­ty of ev­ery­thing.

					The day has been ex­tra cloudy, though bright on the whole, for the clouds were brighter than com­mon. Clouds about .15, which in Switzer­land would be con­sid­ered ex­tra clear. Prob­a­bly more free sun­shine falls on this ma­jes­tic range than on any oth­er in the world I’ve ev­er seen or heard of. It has the bright­est weath­er, bright­est glacier-pol­ished rocks, the great­est abun­dance of irised spray from its glo­ri­ous wa­ter­falls, the bright­est forests of sil­ver firs and sil­ver pines, more star-shine, moon­shine, and per­haps more crys­tal-shine than any oth­er moun­tain chain, and its count­less mir­ror lakes, hav­ing more light poured in­to them, glow and span­gle most. And how glo­ri­ous the shin­ing af­ter the short sum­mer show­ers and af­ter frosty nights when the morn­ing sun­beams are pour­ing through the crys­tals on the grass and pine nee­dles, and how in­ef­fa­bly spir­i­tu­al­ly fine is the morn­ing-glow on the moun­tain-tops and the alpen­glow of evening. Well may the Sier­ra be named, not the Snowy Range, but the Range of Light.

				

				
					Au­gust 27.

					Clouds on­ly .05—most­ly white and pink cu­muli over the Hoff­man spur to­wards evening—frosty morn­ing. Crys­tals grow in mar­velous beau­ty and per­fec­tion of form these still nights, ev­ery­one built as care­ful­ly as the grand­est holi­est tem­ple, as if planned to en­dure for­ev­er.

					Con­tem­plat­ing the lace-like fab­ric of streams out­spread over the moun­tains, we are re­mind­ed that ev­ery­thing is flow­ing—go­ing some­where, an­i­mals and so-called life­less rocks as well as wa­ter. Thus the snow flows fast or slow in grand beau­ty-mak­ing glaciers and avalanch­es; the air in ma­jes­tic floods car­ry­ing min­er­als, plant leaves, seeds, spores, with streams of mu­sic and fra­grance; wa­ter streams car­ry­ing rocks both in so­lu­tion and in the form of mud par­ti­cles, sand, peb­bles, and boul­ders. Rocks flow from vol­ca­noes like wa­ter from springs, and an­i­mals flock to­geth­er and flow in cur­rents mod­i­fied by step­ping, leap­ing, glid­ing, fly­ing, swim­ming, etc. While the stars go stream­ing through space pulsed on and on for­ev­er like blood glob­ules in Na­ture’s warm heart.

				

				
					Au­gust 28.

					The dawn a glo­ri­ous song of col­or. Sky ab­so­lute­ly cloud­less. A fine crop hoar­frost. Warm af­ter ten o’clock. The gen­tians don’t mind the first frost though their petals seem so del­i­cate; they close ev­ery night as if go­ing to sleep, and awake fresh as ev­er in the morn­ing sun-glo­ry. The grass is a shade brown­er since last week, but there are no nipped wilt­ed plants of any sort as far as I have seen. But­ter­flies and the grand host of small­er flies are be­numbed ev­ery night, but they hov­er and dance in the sun­beams over the mead­ows be­fore noon with no ap­par­ent lack of play­ful, joy­ful life. Soon they must all fall like petals in an or­chard, dry and wrin­kled, not a wing of all the mighty host left to tin­gle the air. Nev­er­the­less new myr­i­ads will arise in the spring, re­joic­ing, ex­ult­ing, as if laugh­ing cold death to scorn.

				

				
					Au­gust 29.

					Clouds about .05, slight frost. Bland serene In­di­an sum­mer weath­er. Have been gaz­ing all day at the moun­tains, watch­ing the chang­ing lights. More and more plain­ly are they clothed with light as a gar­ment, white tinged with pale pur­ple, palest dur­ing the mid­day hours, rich­est in the morn­ing and evening. Ev­ery­thing seems con­scious­ly peace­ful, thought­ful, faith­ful­ly wait­ing God’s will.

				

				
					Au­gust 30.

					This day just like yes­ter­day. A few clouds mo­tion­less and ap­par­ent­ly with no work to do be­yond look­ing beau­ti­ful. Frost enough for crys­tal build­ing—glo­ri­ous fields of ice-di­a­monds des­tined to last but a night. How lav­ish is Na­ture build­ing, pulling down, cre­at­ing, de­stroy­ing, chas­ing ev­ery ma­te­ri­al par­ti­cle from form to form, ev­er chang­ing, ev­er beau­ti­ful.

					Mr. De­laney ar­rived this morn­ing. Felt not a trace of lone­li­ness while he was gone. On the con­trary, I nev­er en­joyed grander com­pa­ny. The whole wilder­ness seems to be alive and fa­mil­iar, full of hu­man­i­ty. The very stones seem talk­a­tive, sym­pa­thet­ic, broth­er­ly. No won­der when we con­sid­er that we all have the same Fa­ther and Moth­er.

				

				
					Au­gust 31.

					Clouds .05. Silky cir­rus wisps and fringes so fine they al­most es­cape no­tice. Frost enough for an­oth­er crop of crys­tals on the mead­ows but none on the forests. The gen­tians, gold­en­rods, asters, etc., don’t seem to feel it; nei­ther petals nor leaves are touched though they seem so ten­der. Ev­ery day opens and clos­es like a flow­er, noise­less, ef­fort­less. Di­vine peace glows on all the ma­jes­tic land­scape like the silent en­thu­si­as­tic joy that some­times trans­fig­ures a no­ble hu­man face.

				

				
					Sep­tem­ber 1.

					Clouds .05—mo­tion­less, of no par­tic­u­lar col­or—or­na­ments with no hint of rain or snow in them. Day all calm—an­oth­er grand throb of Na­ture’s heart, ripen­ing late flow­ers and seeds for next sum­mer, full of life and the thoughts and plans of life to come, and full of ripe and ready death beau­ti­ful as life, telling di­vine wis­dom and good­ness and im­mor­tal­i­ty. Have been up Mount Dana, mak­ing haste to see as much as I can now that the time of de­par­ture is draw­ing nigh. The views from the sum­mit reach far and wide, east­ward over the Mono Lake and Desert; moun­tains be­yond moun­tains look­ing strange­ly bar­ren and gray and bare like heaps of ash­es dumped from the sky. The lake, eight or ten miles in di­am­e­ter, shines like a bur­nished disk of sil­ver, no trees about its gray, ashy, cin­dery shores. Look­ing west­ward, the glo­ri­ous forests are seen sweep­ing over count­less ridges and hills, girdling domes and sub­or­di­nate moun­tains, fring­ing in long curv­ing lines the di­vid­ing ridges, and fill­ing ev­ery hol­low where the glaciers have spread soil-beds how­ev­er rocky or smooth. Look­ing north­ward and south­ward along the ax­is of the range, you see the glo­ri­ous ar­ray of high moun­tains, crags and peaks and snow, the foun­tain­heads of rivers that are flow­ing west to the sea through the fa­mous Gold­en Gate, and east to hot salt lakes and deserts to evap­o­rate and hur­ry back in­to the sky. In­nu­mer­able lakes are shin­ing like eyes be­neath heavy rock brows, bare or tree fringed, or imbed­ded in black forests. Mead­ow open­ings in the woods seem as nu­mer­ous as the lakes or per­haps more so. Far up the moraine-cov­ered slopes and among crum­bling rocks I found many del­i­cate hardy plants, some of them still in flow­er. The best gains of this trip were the lessons of uni­ty and in­ter­re­la­tion of all the fea­tures of the land­scape re­vealed in gen­er­al views. The lakes and mead­ows are lo­cat­ed just where the an­cient glaciers bore heav­i­est at the foot of the steep­est parts of their chan­nels, and of course their long­est di­am­e­ters are ap­prox­i­mate­ly par­al­lel with each oth­er and with the belts of forests grow­ing in long curv­ing lines on the lat­er­al and me­di­al moraines, and in broad out­spread­ing fields on the ter­mi­nal beds de­posit­ed to­ward the end of the ice pe­ri­od when the glaciers were re­ced­ing. The domes, ridges, and spurs al­so show the in­flu­ence of glacial ac­tion in their forms, which ap­prox­i­mate­ly seem to be the forms of great­est strength with ref­er­ence to the stress of over­sweep­ing, past-sweep­ing, down-grind­ing ice-streams; sur­vivals of the most re­sist­ing mass­es, or those most fa­vor­ably sit­u­at­ed. How in­ter­est­ing ev­ery­thing is! Ev­ery rock, moun­tain, stream, plant, lake, lawn, for­est, gar­den, bird, beast, in­sect seems to call and in­vite us to come and learn some­thing of its his­to­ry and re­la­tion­ship. But shall the poor ig­no­rant schol­ar be al­lowed to try the lessons they of­fer? It seems too great and good to be true. Soon I’ll be go­ing to the low­lands. The bread camp must soon be re­moved. If I had a few sacks of flour, an axe, and some match­es, I would build a cab­in of pine logs, pile up plen­ty of fire­wood about it and stay all win­ter to see the grand fer­tile snow­storms, watch the birds and an­i­mals that win­ter thus high, how they live, how the forests look snow-laden or buried, and how the avalanch­es look and sound on their way down the moun­tains. But now I’ll have to go, for there is noth­ing to spare in the way of pro­vi­sions. I’ll sure­ly be back, how­ev­er, sure­ly I’ll be back. No oth­er place has ev­er so over­whelm­ing­ly at­tract­ed me as this hos­pitable, God­ful wilder­ness.

					
						[image: A sketch of numerous mountain peaks with dark jagged ridgelines that surround several large ice fields.]
						One of the high­est Mount Rit­ter Foun­tains.
					
				

				
					Sep­tem­ber 2.

					A grand, red, rosy, crim­son day—a per­fect glo­ry of a day. What it means I don’t know. It is the first marked change from tran­quil sun­shine with pur­ple morn­ings and evenings and still, white noons. There is noth­ing like a storm, how­ev­er. The av­er­age cloudi­ness on­ly about .08, and there is no sigh­ing in the woods to be­to­ken a big weath­er change. The sky was red in the morn­ing and evening, the col­or not dif­fused like the or­di­nary pur­ple glow, but load­ed up­on sep­a­rate well-de­fined clouds that re­mained mo­tion­less, as if an­chored around the jagged moun­tain-fenced hori­zon. A deep-red cap, bluffy around its sides, lin­gered a long time on Mount Dana and Mount Gibbs, droop­ing so low as to hide most of their bases, but leav­ing Dana’s round sum­mit free, which seemed to float sep­a­rate and alone over the big crim­son cloud. Mam­moth Moun­tain, to the south of Gibbs and Bloody Canyon, striped and spot­ted with snow­banks and clumps of dwarf pine, was al­so fa­vored with a glo­ri­ous crim­son cap, in the mak­ing of which there was no trace of econ­o­my—a huge bossy pile col­ored with a per­fect pas­sion of crim­son that seemed im­por­tant enough to be sent off to burn among the stars in ma­jes­tic in­de­pen­dence. One is con­stant­ly re­mind­ed of the in­fi­nite lav­ish­ness and fer­til­i­ty of Na­ture—in­ex­haustible abun­dance amid what seems enor­mous waste. And yet when we look in­to any of her op­er­a­tions that lie with­in reach of our minds, we learn that no par­ti­cle of her ma­te­ri­al is wast­ed or worn out. It is eter­nal­ly flow­ing from use to use, beau­ty to yet high­er beau­ty; and we soon cease to lament waste and death, and rather re­joice and ex­ult in the im­per­ish­able, un­spend­able wealth of the uni­verse, and faith­ful­ly watch and wait the reap­pear­ance of ev­ery­thing that melts and fades and dies about us, feel­ing sure that its next ap­pear­ance will be bet­ter and more beau­ti­ful than the last.

					I watched the growth of these red-lands of the sky as ea­ger­ly as if new moun­tain ranges were be­ing built. Soon the group of snowy peaks in whose re­cess­es lie the high­est foun­tains of the Tuolumne, Merced, and North Fork of the San Joaquin were dec­o­rat­ed with ma­jes­tic col­ored clouds like those al­ready de­scribed, but more com­pli­cat­ed, to cor­re­spond with the grand foun­tain­heads of the rivers they over­shad­owed. The Sier­ra Cathe­dral, to the south of camp, was over­shad­owed like Sinai. Nev­er be­fore no­ticed so fine a union of rock and cloud in form and col­or and sub­stance, draw­ing earth and sky to­geth­er as one; and so hu­man is it, ev­ery fea­ture and tint of col­or goes to one’s heart, and we shout, ex­ult­ing in wild en­thu­si­asm as if all the di­vine show were our own. More and more, in a place like this, we feel our­selves part of wild Na­ture, kin to ev­ery­thing. Spent most of the day high up on the north rim of the val­ley, com­mand­ing views of the clouds in all their red glo­ry spread­ing their won­der­ful light over all the basin, while the rocks and trees and small Alpine plants at my feet seemed hushed and thought­ful, as if they al­so were con­scious spec­ta­tors of the glo­ri­ous new cloud-world.

					Here and there, as I plod­ded far­ther and high­er, I came to small gar­den-patch­es and ferner­ies just where one would nat­u­ral­ly de­cide that no plant-crea­ture could pos­si­bly live. But, as in the re­gion about the head of Mono Pass and the top of Dana, it was in the wildest, high­est places that the most beau­ti­ful and ten­der and en­thu­si­as­tic plant-peo­ple were found. Again and again, as I lin­gered over these charm­ing plants, I said, How came you here? How do you live through the win­ter? Our roots, they ex­plained, reach far down the joints of the sum­mer-warmed rocks, and be­neath our fine snow man­tle killing frosts can­not reach us, while we sleep away the dark half of the year dream­ing of spring.

					Ev­er since I was al­lowed en­trance in­to these moun­tains I have been look­ing for cas­siope, said to be the most beau­ti­ful and best loved of the heath­worts, but, strange to say, I have not yet found it. On my high moun­tain walks I keep mut­ter­ing, “Cas­siope, cas­siope.” This name, as Calvin­ists say, is driv­en in up­on me, not­with­stand­ing the glo­ri­ous host of plants that come about me un­called as soon as I show my­self. Cas­siope seems the high­est name of all the small moun­tain-heath peo­ple, and as if con­scious of her worth, keeps out of my way. I must find her soon, if at all this year.

				

				
					Sep­tem­ber 4.

					All the vast sky dome is clear, filled on­ly with mel­low In­di­an sum­mer light. The pine and hem­lock and fir cones are near­ly ripe and are fall­ing fast from morn­ing to night, cut off and gath­ered by the busy squir­rels. Al­most all the plants have ma­tured their seeds, their sum­mer work done; and the sum­mer crop of birds and deer will soon be able to fol­low their par­ents to the foothills and plains at the ap­proach of win­ter, when the snow be­gins to fly.

				

				
					Sep­tem­ber 5.

					No clouds. Weath­er cool, calm, bright as if no great thing was yet ready to be done. Have been sketch­ing the North Tuolumne Church. The sun­set glo­ri­ous­ly col­ored.

				

				
					Sep­tem­ber 6.

					Still an­oth­er per­fect­ly cloud­less day, pur­ple evening and morn­ing, all the mid­dle hours one mass of pure serene sun­shine. Soon af­ter sun­rise the air grew warm, and there was no wind. One nat­u­ral­ly halt­ed to see what Na­ture in­tend­ed to do. There is a sug­ges­tion of re­al In­di­an sum­mer in the hushed brood­ing, faint­ly hazy weath­er. The yel­low at­mos­phere, though thin, is still plain­ly of the same gen­er­al char­ac­ter as that of east­ern In­di­an sum­mer. The pe­cu­liar mel­low­ness is per­haps in part caused by myr­i­ads of ripe spores adrift in the sky.

					Mr. De­laney now keeps up a solemn talk about the need of get­ting away from these high moun­tains, telling sad sto­ries of flocks that per­ished in storms that broke sud­den­ly in­to the midst of fine in­no­cent weath­er like this we are now en­joy­ing. “In no case,” said he, “will I ven­ture to stay so high and far back in the moun­tains as we now are lat­er than the mid­dle of this month, no mat­ter how warm and sun­ny it may be.” He would move the flock slow­ly at first, a few miles a day un­til the Yosemite Creek basin was reached and crossed, then while lin­ger­ing in the heavy pine woods should the weath­er threat­en he could hur­ry down to the foothills, where the snow nev­er falls deep enough to smoth­er a sheep. Of course I am anx­ious to see as much of the wilder­ness as pos­si­ble in the few days left me, and I say again—May the good time come when I can stay as long as I like with plen­ty of bread, far and free from tram­pling flocks, though I may well be thank­ful for this gen­er­ous food­ful in­spir­ing sum­mer. Any­how we nev­er know where we must go nor what guides we are to get—men, storms, guardian an­gels, or sheep. Per­haps al­most ev­ery­body in the least nat­u­ral is guard­ed more than he is ev­er aware of. All the wilder­ness seems to be full of tricks and plans to drive and draw us up in­to God’s Light.

					Have been busy plan­ning, and bak­ing bread for at least one more good wild ex­cur­sion among the high peaks, and sure­ly none, how­ev­er hope­ful­ly aim­ing at for­tune or fame, ev­er felt so glo­ri­ous­ly hap­pi­ly ex­cit­ed by the out­look.

				

				
					Sep­tem­ber 7.

					Left camp at day­break and made di­rect for Cathe­dral Peak, in­tend­ing to strike east­ward and south­ward from that point among the peaks and ridges at the heads of the Tuolumne, Merced, and San Joaquin Rivers. Down through the pine woods I made my way, across the Tuolumne Riv­er and mead­ows, and up the heav­i­ly tim­bered slope form­ing the south bound­ary of the up­per Tuolumne basin, along the east side of Cathe­dral Peak, and up to its top­most spire, which I reached at noon, hav­ing loi­tered by the way to study the fine trees—two-leaved pine, moun­tain pine, al­bi­caulis pine, sil­ver fir, and the most charm­ing, most grace­ful of all the ev­er­greens, the moun­tain hem­lock. High, cool, late-flow­er­ing mead­ows al­so de­tained me, and lakelets and avalanche tracks and huge quar­ries of moraine rocks above the forests.

					
						[image: A sketch of an alpine meadow strewn with moraine boulders and surrounded by a thick forest of evergreens.]
						Glacier mead­ow strewn with moraine boul­ders at 10,000 feet above the sea, near Mount Dana.
					
					
						[image: A sketch of a large, ragged-edged granite pinnacle with rolling hills in the distance and sparse vegetation in the foreground.]
						View of the front of Cathe­dral Peak.
					
					All the way up from the Big Mead­ows to the base of the Cathe­dral the ground is cov­ered with moraine ma­te­ri­al, the left lat­er­al moraine of the great glacier that must have com­plete­ly filled this up­per Tuolumne basin. High­er there are sev­er­al small ter­mi­nal moraines of resid­u­al glaciers shoved for­ward at right an­gles against the grand sim­ple lat­er­al of the main Tuolumne Glacier. A fine place to study moun­tain sculp­ture and soil mak­ing. The view from the Cathe­dral Spires is very fine and telling in ev­ery di­rec­tion. In­nu­mer­able peaks, ridges, domes, mead­ows, lakes, and woods; the forests ex­tend­ing in long curv­ing lines and broad fields wher­ev­er the glaciers have left soil for them to grow on, while the sides of the high­est moun­tains show a strag­gling dwarf growth cling­ing to rifts in the rocks ap­par­ent­ly in­de­pen­dent of soil. The dark heath-like growth on the Cathe­dral roof I found to be dwarf snow-pressed al­bi­caulis pine, about three or four feet high, but very old look­ing. Many of them are bear­ing cones, and the noisy Clarke crow is eat­ing the seeds, us­ing his long bill like a wood­peck­er in dig­ging them out of the cones. A good many flow­ers are still in bloom about the base of the peak, and even on the roof among the lit­tle pines, es­pe­cial­ly a woody yel­low-flow­ered eri­o­gon­um and a hand­some aster. The body of the Cathe­dral is near­ly square, and the roof slopes are won­der­ful­ly reg­u­lar and sym­met­ri­cal, the ridge trend­ing north­east and south­west. This di­rec­tion has ap­par­ent­ly been de­ter­mined by struc­ture joints in the gran­ite. The gable on the north­east end is mag­nif­i­cent in size and sim­plic­i­ty, and at its base there is a big snow­bank pro­tect­ed by the shad­ow of the build­ing. The front is adorned with many pin­na­cles and a tall spire of cu­ri­ous work­man­ship. Here too the joints in the rock are seen to have played an im­por­tant part in de­ter­min­ing their forms and size and gen­er­al ar­range­ment. The Cathe­dral is said to be about eleven thou­sand feet above the sea, but the height of the build­ing it­self above the lev­el of the ridge it stands on is about fif­teen hun­dred feet. A mile or so to the west­ward there is a hand­some lake, and the glacier-pol­ished gran­ite about it is shin­ing so bright­ly it is not easy in some places to trace the line be­tween the rock and wa­ter, both shin­ing alike. Of this lake with its sil­very basin and bits of mead­ow and groves I have a fine view from the spires; al­so of Lake Tenaya, Cloud’s Rest and the South Dome of Yosemite, Mount Starr King, Mount Hoff­man, the Merced peaks, and the vast mul­ti­tude of snowy foun­tain peaks ex­tend­ing far north and south along the ax­is of the range. No fea­ture, how­ev­er, of all the no­ble land­scape as seen from here seems more won­der­ful than the Cathe­dral it­self, a tem­ple dis­play­ing Na­ture’s best ma­son­ry and ser­mons in stones. How of­ten I have gazed at it from the tops of hills and ridges, and through open­ings in the forests on my many short ex­cur­sions, de­vout­ly won­der­ing, ad­mir­ing, long­ing! This I may say is the first time I have been at church in Cal­i­for­nia, led here at last, ev­ery door gra­cious­ly opened for the poor lone­ly wor­shiper. In our best times ev­ery­thing turns in­to re­li­gion, all the world seems a church and the moun­tains al­tars. And lo, here at last in front of the Cathe­dral is blessed cas­siope, ring­ing her thou­sands of sweet-toned bells, the sweet­est church mu­sic I ev­er en­joyed. Lis­ten­ing, ad­mir­ing, un­til late in the af­ter­noon I com­pelled my­self to has­ten away east­ward back of rough, sharp, spiry, splin­tery peaks, all of them gran­ite like the Cathe­dral, sparkling with crys­tals—feldspar, quartz, horn­blende, mi­ca, tour­ma­line. Had a rather dif­fi­cult walk and creep across an im­mense snow and ice cliff which grad­u­al­ly in­creased in steep­ness as I ad­vanced un­til it was al­most im­pass­able. Slipped on a dan­ger­ous place, but man­aged to stop by dig­ging my heels in­to the thaw­ing sur­face just on the brink of a yawn­ing ice gulf. Camped be­side a lit­tle pool and a group of crin­kled dwarf pines; and as I sit by the fire try­ing to write notes the shal­low pool seems fath­om­less with the in­fi­nite star­ry heav­ens in it, while the on­look­ing rocks and trees, tiny shrubs and daisies and sedges, brought for­ward in the fire-glow, seem full of thought as if about to speak aloud and tell all their wild sto­ries. A mar­velous­ly im­pres­sive meet­ing in which ev­ery­one has some­thing worth while to tell. And be­yond the fire-beams out in the solemn dark­ness, how im­pres­sive is the mu­sic of a choir of rills singing their way down from the snow to the riv­er! And when we call to mind that thou­sands of these re­joic­ing rills are as­sem­bled in each one of the main streams, we won­der the less that our Sier­ra rivers are song­ful all the way to the sea.

					About sun­down saw a flock of dun gray­ish spar­rows go­ing to roost in crevices of a crag above the big snow­field. Charm­ing lit­tle moun­taineers! Found a species of sedge in flow­er with­in eight or ten feet of a snow­bank. Judg­ing by the looks of the ground, it can hard­ly have been out in the sun­shine much longer than a week, and it is like­ly to be buried again in fresh snow in a month or so, thus mak­ing a win­ter about ten months long, while spring, sum­mer, and au­tumn are crowd­ed and hur­ried in­to two months. How de­light­ful it is to be alone here! How wild ev­ery­thing is—wild as the sky and as pure! Nev­er shall I for­get this big, di­vine day—the Cathe­dral and its thou­sands of cas­siope bells, and the land­scapes around them, and this camp in the gray crags above the woods, with its stars and streams and snow.

					
						[image: A sketch of a mountain landscape with a small clearing that is surrounded by thick forest. In the distance is a ridge of high ground and a cluster of jagged peaks.]
						View of the Up­per Tuolumne Val­ley.
					
				

				
					Sep­tem­ber 8.

					Day of climb­ing, scram­bling, slid­ing on the peaks around the high­est source of the Tuolumne and Merced. Climbed three of the most com­mand­ing of the moun­tains, whose names I don’t know; crossed streams and huge beds of ice and snow more than I could keep count of. Nei­ther could I keep count of the lakes scat­tered on table­lands and in the cirques of the peaks, and in chains in the canyons, linked to­geth­er by the streams—a tremen­dous­ly wild gray wilder­ness of hacked, shat­tered crags, ridges, and peaks, a few clouds drift­ing over and through the midst of them as if look­ing for work. In gen­er­al views all the im­mense round land­scape seems raw and life­less as a quar­ry, yet the most charm­ing flow­ers were found re­joic­ing in count­less nooks and gar­den-like patch­es ev­ery­where. I must have done three or four days’ climb­ing work in this one. Limbs per­fect­ly tire­less un­til near sun­down, when I de­scend­ed in­to the main up­per Tuolumne val­ley at the foot of Mount Lyell, the camp still eight or ten miles dis­tant. Go­ing up through the pine woods past the So­da Springs Dome in the dark, where there is much fall­en tim­ber, and when all the ex­cite­ment of see­ing things was want­ing, I was tired. Ar­rived at the main camp at nine o’clock, and soon was sleep­ing sound as death.
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				Back to the Low­lands

			
			
				
					Sep­tem­ber 9.

					Weari­ness rest­ed away and I feel ea­ger and ready for an­oth­er ex­cur­sion a month or two long in the same won­der­ful wilder­ness. Now, how­ev­er, I must turn to­ward the low­lands, pray­ing and hop­ing Heav­en will shove me back again.

					The most telling thing learned in these moun­tain ex­cur­sions is the in­flu­ence of cleav­age joints on the fea­tures sculp­tured from the gen­er­al mass of the range. Ev­i­dent­ly the de­nuda­tion has been enor­mous, while the in­evitable out­come is sub­tle bal­anced beau­ty. Com­pre­hend­ed in gen­er­al views, the fea­tures of the wildest land­scape seem to be as har­mo­nious­ly re­lat­ed as the fea­tures of a hu­man face. In­deed, they look hu­man and ra­di­ate spir­i­tu­al beau­ty, di­vine thought, how­ev­er cov­ered and con­cealed by rock and snow.

					Mr. De­laney has hard­ly had time to ask me how I en­joyed my trip, though he has fa­cil­i­tat­ed and en­cour­aged my plans all sum­mer, and de­clares I’ll be fa­mous some day, a kind guess that seems strange and in­cred­i­ble to a wan­der­ing wilder­ness-lover with nev­er a thought or dream of fame while humbly try­ing to trace and learn and en­joy Na­ture’s lessons.

					The camp stuff is now packed on the hors­es, and the flock is head­ed for the home ranch. Away we go, down through the pines, leav­ing the love­ly lawn where we have camped so long. I won­der if I’ll ev­er see it again. The sod is so tough and close it is scarce­ly at all in­jured by the sheep. For­tu­nate­ly they are not fond of silky glacier mead­ow grass. The day is per­fect­ly clear, not a cloud or the faintest hint of a cloud is vis­i­ble, and there is no wind. I won­der if in all the world, at a height of nine thou­sand feet, weath­er so steadi­ly, faith­ful­ly calm and bright and hos­pitable may any­where else be found. We are go­ing away fear­ing de­struc­tive storms, though it is dif­fi­cult to con­ceive weath­er changes so great.

					Though the wa­ter is now low in the riv­er, the usu­al dif­fi­cul­ty oc­curred in get­ting the flock across it. Ev­ery sheep seemed to be in­vin­ci­bly de­ter­mined to die any sort of dry death rather than wet its feet. Car­lo has learned the sheep busi­ness as per­fect­ly as the best shep­herd, and it is in­ter­est­ing to watch his in­tel­li­gent ef­forts to push or fright­en the sil­ly crea­tures in­to the wa­ter. They had to be fair­ly crowd­ed and shoved over the bank; and when at last one crossed be­cause it could not push its way back, the whole flock sud­den­ly plunged in head­long to­geth­er, as if the riv­er was the on­ly de­sir­able part of the world. Aside from mere mon­ey prof­it one would rather herd wolves than sheep. As soon as they clam­bered up the op­po­site bank, they be­gan baaing and feed­ing as if noth­ing un­usu­al had hap­pened. We crossed the mead­ows and drove slow­ly up the south rim of the val­ley through the same woods I had passed on my way to Cathe­dral Peak, and camped for the night by the side of a small pond on top of the big lat­er­al moraine.

				

				
					Sep­tem­ber 10.

					In the morn­ing at day­break not one of the two thou­sand sheep was in sight. Ex­am­in­ing the tracks, we dis­cov­ered that they had been scat­tered, per­haps by a bear. In a few hours all were found and gath­ered in­to one flock again. Had fine view of a deer. How grace­ful and per­fect in ev­ery way it seemed as com­pared with the sil­ly, dusty, tou­sled sheep! From the high ground here­abouts had an­oth­er grand view to the north­ward—a heav­ing, swelling sea of domes and round-backed ridges fringed with pines, and bound­ed by in­nu­mer­able sharp-point­ed peaks, gray and bar­ren-look­ing, though so full of beau­ti­ful life. An­oth­er day of the calm, cloud­less kind, pur­ple in the morn­ing and evening. The evening glow has been very marked for the last two or three weeks. Per­haps the “zo­di­a­cal light.”

				

				
					Sep­tem­ber 11.

					Cloud­less. Slight frost. Calm. Fair­ly start­ed down­hill, and now are camped at the west end mead­ows of Lake Tenaya—a charm­ing place. Lake smooth as glass, mir­ror­ing its miles of glacier-pol­ished pave­ments and bold moun­tain walls. Find aster still in flow­er. Here is about the up­per lim­it of the dwarf form of the gold­cup oak—eight thou­sand feet above sea-lev­el—reach­ing about two thou­sand feet high­er than the Cal­i­for­nia black oak (Quer­cus cal­i­for­ni­ca). Love­ly evening, the lake re­flec­tions af­ter dark mar­velous­ly im­pres­sive.

				

				
					Sep­tem­ber 12.

					Cloud­less day, all pure sun-gold. Among the mag­nif­i­cent sil­ver firs once more, with­in two miles of the brink of Yosemite, at the fa­mous Por­tuguese bear camp. Chap­ar­ral of gold­cup oak, man­zani­ta, and cean­oth­us abun­dant here­abouts, want­ing about the Tuolumne mead­ows, al­though the el­e­va­tion is but lit­tle high­er there. The two-leaved pine, though far more abun­dant about the Tuolumne mead­ow re­gion, reach­es its great­est size on stream-sides here­abouts and around mead­ows that are rather bog­gy. All the best dry ground is tak­en by the mag­nif­i­cent sil­ver fir, which here reach­es its great­est size and forms a well-de­fined belt. A glo­ri­ous tree. Have fine bed of its boughs tonight.

				

				
					Sep­tem­ber 13.

					Camp this evening at Yosemite Creek, close to the stream, on a lit­tle sand flat near our old camp­ground. The veg­e­ta­tion is al­ready brown and yel­low and dry; the creek al­most dry al­so. The slen­der form of the two-leaved pine on its banks is, I think, the hand­somest I have any­where seen. It might eas­i­ly pass at first sight for a dis­tinct species, though sure­ly on­ly a va­ri­ety (Mur­rayana), due to crowd­ed and rapid growth on good soil. The yel­low pine is as vari­able, or per­haps more so. The form here and a thou­sand feet high­er, on crum­bling rocks, is broad branch­ing, with close­ly fur­rowed, red­dish bark, large cones, and long leaves. It is one of the hardi­est of pines, and has won­der­ful vi­tal­i­ty. The tas­sels of long, stout nee­dles shin­ing sil­very in the sun, when the wind is blow­ing them all in the same di­rec­tion, is one of the most splen­did spec­ta­cles these glo­ri­ous Sier­ra forests have to show. This va­ri­ety of Pi­nus pon­derosa is re­gard­ed as a dis­tinct species, Pi­nus jef­freyi, by some botanists. The basin of this fa­mous Yosemite stream is ex­treme­ly rocky—seems fair­ly to be paved with domes like a street with big cob­ble­stones. I won­der if I shall ev­er be al­lowed to ex­plore it. It draws me so strong­ly, I would make any sac­ri­fice to try to read its lessons. I thank God for this glimpse of it. The charms of these moun­tains are be­yond all com­mon rea­son, un­ex­plain­able and mys­te­ri­ous as life it­self.

				

				
					Sep­tem­ber 14.

					Near­ly all day in mag­nif­i­cent fir for­est, the top branch­es laden with su­perb erect gray cones shin­ing with beads of pure bal­sam. The squir­rels are cut­ting them off at a great rate. Bump, bump, I hear them fall­ing, soon to be gath­ered and stored for win­ter bread. Those that chance to be left by the in­dus­tri­ous har­vesters drop the scales and bracts when ful­ly ripe, and it is fine to see the pur­ple-winged seeds fly­ing in swirling, mer­ry-look­ing flocks seek­ing their for­tunes. The bole and dead limbs of near­ly ev­ery tree in the main for­est-belt are or­na­ment­ed by con­spic­u­ous tufts and strips of a yel­low lichen.

					Camped for the night at Cas­cade Creek, near the Mono Trail cross­ing. Man­zani­ta berries now ripe. Cloudi­ness to­day about .10. The sun­set very rich, flam­ing pur­ple and crim­son show­ing glo­ri­ous­ly through the aisles of the woods.

				

				
					Sep­tem­ber 15.

					The weath­er pure gold, cloudi­ness about .05, white cir­rus flects and pen­cil­ings around the hori­zon. Move two or three miles and camp at Tama­rack Flat. Wan­der­ing in the woods here back of the pines which bound the mead­ows, I found very no­ble spec­i­mens of the mag­nif­i­cent sil­ver fir, the tallest about two hun­dred and forty feet high and five feet in di­am­e­ter four feet from the ground.

				

				
					Sep­tem­ber 16.

					Crawled slow­ly four or five miles to­day through the glo­ri­ous for­est to Crane Flat, where we are camped for the night. The forests we so ad­mired in sum­mer seem still more beau­ti­ful and sub­lime in this mel­low au­tumn light. Love­ly star­ry night, the tall, spir­ing tree­tops re­lieved in jet black against the sky. I linger by the fire, loath to go to bed.

				

				
					Sep­tem­ber 17.

					Left camp ear­ly. Ran over the Tuolumne di­vide and down a few miles to a grove of se­quoias that I had heard of, di­rect­ed by the Don. They oc­cu­py an area of per­haps less than a hun­dred acres. Some of the trees are no­ble, colos­sal old gi­ants, sur­round­ed by mag­nif­i­cent sug­ar pines and Dou­glas spruces. The per­fect spec­i­mens not burned or bro­ken are sin­gu­lar­ly reg­u­lar and sym­met­ri­cal, though not at all con­ven­tion­al, show­ing in­fi­nite va­ri­ety in gen­er­al uni­ty and har­mo­ny; the no­ble shafts with rich pur­plish brown flut­ed bark, free of limbs for one hun­dred and fifty feet or so, or­na­ment­ed here and there with leafy rosettes; main branch­es of the old­est trees very large, crooked and rugged, zigzag­ging stiffly out­ward seem­ing­ly law­less, yet un­ex­pect­ed­ly stoop­ing just at the right dis­tance from the trunk and dis­solv­ing in dense bossy mass­es of branch­lets, thus mak­ing a reg­u­lar though great­ly var­ied out­line—a cylin­der of leafy, out­bulging spray mass­es, ter­mi­nat­ing in a no­ble dome, that may be rec­og­nized while yet far off up­heaved against the sky above the dark bed of pines and firs and spruces, the king of all conifers, not on­ly in size but in sub­lime majesty of be­hav­ior and port. I found a black, charred stump about thir­ty feet in di­am­e­ter and eighty or nine­ty feet high—a ven­er­a­ble, im­pres­sive old mon­u­ment of a tree that in its prime may have been the monarch of the grove; seedlings and saplings grow­ing up here and there, thrifty and hope­ful, giv­ing no hint of the dy­ing out of the species. Not any un­fa­vor­able change of cli­mate, but on­ly fire, threat­ens the ex­is­tence of these no­blest of God’s trees. Sor­ry I was not able to get a count of the old mon­u­ment’s an­nu­al rings.

					Camp this evening at Hazel Green, on the broad back of the di­vid­ing ridge near our old camp­ground when we were on the way up the moun­tains in the spring. This ridge has the finest sug­ar-pine groves and finest man­zani­ta and cean­oth­us thick­ets I have yet found on all this won­der­ful sum­mer jour­ney.

				

				
					Sep­tem­ber 18.

					Made a long de­scent on the south side of the di­vide to Brown’s Flat, the grand forests now left above us, though the sug­ar pine still flour­ish­es fair­ly well, and with the yel­low pine, li­bo­ce­drus, and Dou­glas spruce, makes forests that would be con­sid­ered most won­der­ful in any oth­er part of the world.

					The In­di­ans here, with great con­cern, point­ed to an old gar­den patch on the flat and told us to keep away from it. Per­haps some of their tribe are buried here.

				

				
					Sep­tem­ber 19.

					Camped this evening at Smith’s Mill, on the first broad moun­tain bench or plateau reached in as­cend­ing the range, where pines grow large enough for good lum­ber. Here wheat, ap­ples, peach­es, and grapes grow, and we were treat­ed to wine and ap­ples. The wine I didn’t like, but Mr. De­laney and the In­di­an driv­er and the shep­herd seemed to think the stuff di­vine. Com­pared to sparkling Sier­ra wa­ter fresh from the heav­ens, it seemed a dull, mud­dy, stupid drink. But the ap­ples, best of fruits, how de­li­cious they were—fit for gods or men.

					On the way down from Brown’s Flat we stopped at Bow­er Cave, and I spent an hour in it—one of the most nov­el and in­ter­est­ing of all Na­ture’s un­der­ground man­sions. Plen­ty of sun­light pours in­to it through the leaves of the four maple trees grow­ing in its mouth, il­lu­mi­nat­ing its clear, calm pool and mar­ble cham­bers—a charm­ing place, rav­ish­ing­ly beau­ti­ful, but the ac­ces­si­ble parts of the walls sad­ly dis­fig­ured with names of van­dals.

				

				
					Sep­tem­ber 20.

					The weath­er still gold­en and calm, but hot. We are now in the foothills, and all the conifers are left be­hind, ex­cept the gray Sabine pine. Camped at the Dutch Boy’s Ranch, where there are ex­ten­sive bar­ley fields now show­ing noth­ing save dusty stub­ble.

				

				
					Sep­tem­ber 21.

					A ter­ri­bly hot, dusty, sun­burned day, and as noth­ing was to be gained by loi­ter­ing where the flock could find noth­ing to eat save thorny twigs and chap­ar­ral, we made a long drive, and be­fore sun­down reached the home ranch on the yel­low San Joaquin plain.

				

				
					Sep­tem­ber 22.

					The sheep were let out of the cor­ral one by one, this morn­ing, and count­ed, and strange to say, af­ter all their ad­ven­tur­ous wan­der­ings in be­wil­der­ing rocks and brush and streams, scat­tered by bears, poi­soned by aza­lea, kalmia, al­ka­li, all are ac­count­ed for. Of the two thou­sand and fifty that left the cor­ral in the spring lean and weak, two thou­sand and twen­ty-five have re­turned fat and strong. The loss­es are: ten killed by bears, one by a rat­tlesnake, one that had to be killed af­ter it had bro­ken its leg on a boul­der slope, and one that ran away in blind ter­ror on be­ing ac­ci­den­tal­ly sep­a­rat­ed from the flock—thir­teen all told. Of the oth­er twelve doomed nev­er to re­turn, three were sold to ranch­men and nine were made camp mut­ton.

					Here ends my for­ev­er mem­o­rable first High Sier­ra ex­cur­sion. I have crossed the Range of Light, sure­ly the bright­est and best of all the Lord has built; and re­joic­ing in its glo­ry, I glad­ly, grate­ful­ly, hope­ful­ly pray I may see it again.

				

				
					[image: A historical USGS map of Yosemite National Park showing the topographic and riparian features of the landscape as they were in 1909.]
					This US­GS map of Yosemite Na­tion­al Park shows the to­po­graph­ic and ri­par­i­an fea­tures of the land­scape as they were in 1909.
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