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Chapter I. Kenmuir.

SOME OF THE most potential episodes of our lives are ushered in by apparently
trivial circumstances. A fancy, a whim, a caprice, even a movement without any sepa-
rate act of volition, an accidental glance across the street, a false step over the stones,
are often the foundations upon which some vitally important bridge of our lives has
to be constructed.

Trifling incidents not infrequently give birth to the most stupendous events.

Thus the life-drama which I am about to narrate fell out in consequence of the
gratification of what might have appeared at the time a very innocent whim.

Caprice had been attributed to me all my life through: as a school-girl, by my
companions, and as a woman, by my husband; until I had come to believe it formed a
part of my character.

Yet any individual exercise of the propensity never warned me at the time, and it
was not until my husband classified my action as a piece of caprice, that I came to
regard it in that light.

The very beginning and root of my story grew out of one of these trifling fancies.
My husband was a Professor of Geology in a College of California, and much of the
pleasantest part of my life was spent in bearing him company in his geological excur-
sions.

We usually spent the vacations in delightful rambles, occasionally accompanied by
a few of the more studious and inquiring of his pupils, sometimes by a fellow Professor,
and sometimes alone.

I used to long for Commencement Day quite as eagerly as any over-worked student.
The city, and everything connected with the city, had by that time become abhorrent
to me. I hated the noise, the dirt, the talk, the dress, my household cares, and the
dry parched look of every-thing, and longed for the fresh green sward, the music of
streams, the song of birds, the sunset rambles and the still hush of moonlight nights;
in fine for all the delights of the country.

For, although a most practical body in the matter of shirt buttons, darning, and
improvised dishes of unctuous flavor, yet there was a la-tent stratum of romance in
my composition which, de temps en temps, would bubble up amid my daily cares and
wrestle for a recognition, and enfranchisement of its own.

What then was my disappointment when the Professor announced that he would
be detained by business for a week or ten days after the term had closed.

“This is a terrible disappointment to you I know, my dear,” said my husband, who
never thwarted me in anything. “But do you not think you could make a start on your
own account, and stop at some pretty place for a few days, when I could join you?”

Of the two evils this seemed to be the least objectionable. And so it was settled
that I should start for Mariposa alone, where I duly arrived, and was enjoying myself
with my usual zest for the country, when the idea, or caprice, seized upon me that it
would be a very pleasant thing to go on a little exploring expedition on my own behalf,



and prospect for the Professor ere he arrived. I thought if I could secure a horse and
guide, I would wander forth in search of that marvelous Valley of Yosemite, so recently
discovered by white men, and already exciting so much interest in the world at large,
as well as in scientific circles.

I knew my husband had some intention of measuring the colossal trees, reported to
be three or four hundred feet in height, and the granite giant, showing a vertical front
of four thousand. I thought it would be pleasant to forestall him. Acting upon this freak
of fancy, I set out with my guide, Horse-shoe Bill, who, as he informed me, derived
his title, like many of the nobility, from having located in, and possessed himself of, a
certain Horse-shoe Bay.

We rode from early morn until eve through the most glorious country it had ever
been my fate to traverse. Mountain rose above mountain, and tower above tower of
rocky peaks; and, away up, mingling with the snowy clouds, peered the no less snowy
caps of the distant Sierra Nevadas. Here and there we could see green valleys nestling
in among the mountains, and deep cafions filled with dark pines.

“O, them’s nowhar to the Valley whar I'm agoin’ to take you; and we can most see
some of it now. Them three peaks as you see a topplin’ over one another, a sort of
playin’ leap-frog, the Indians call Pom-pom-pas-us.”

Looking in the direction to which he pointed, I beheld a chaos of mountain tops and
deep chasms, all seemingly thrown inextricably together, and apparently inaccessible.
My heart began to fail me as to my further progress, when a peculiar looking object
foreign to the scenery caught my eye.

“What on earth is that?” I exclaimed, reining up my not unwilling mustang, and
pointing to the singular creature extending itself as though about to take wing from
the very verge of a pinnacle overhanging a terrific precipice. “Is it a man, or a tree, or
a bird?”

“It’s a man, you bet,” replied my guide, chuckling. “No tree or shrub as big as my
fist ever found footing there. It’s that darned idiot Kenmuir, and the sooner he dashes
out that rum mixture of his he calls brains the sooner his troubles’ll be over, that’s
my idee.”

“It’s not mine though,” I said decisively, “for if he is really crazy we are the more
bound to take care of him. Suppose you give a shrill whistle to attract his attention.”

“He’ll not bother for that, he’ll know it’s me; but if you ride around this here point
he’ll see you belike; that’ll be a novel sight for him,” said the guide, who was by no
means an ill-natured man: only thoroughly imbued with a recklessness of human life,
which years spent in the wildwood seems to engender in the most humane.

Adopting his suggestion, we quickly rounded the point, when the singular figure was
seen swaying to and fro with extended arms as if moved by the wind, the head thrown
back as in swimming, and the long brown hair falling wildly about his face and neck.

The point on which he stood was a smooth jutting rock only a few inches in width,
and a stone thrown over it would fall vertically into the valley five thousand feet below.
My heart heat fast with horrible dread as my guide coolly explained this fact to me. I
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hardly dared to fix my eyes upon the figure lest I should see it disappear, or remove
them, lest it should be gone when I looked again. In my desperation, I exerted that
power of will which is said to convey itself through space without material aid. I strove
to communicate with him by intangible force. The charm seemed to work well. He
turned quickly towards me, and, with a spring like an antelope, was presently on terra
firma and approaching us.

“There, you’ll have plenty on him now,” said Horse-shoe Bill. “He loafs about this
here valley gatherin’ stocks and stones, as I may say, to be Scriptural, and praisin’ the
Lord for makin’ of him sech a born fool. Well some folks is easy satisfied!”

As the lithe figure approached, skipping over the rough boulders, poising with the
balance of an athlete, or skirting a shelf of rock with the cautious activity of a goat,
never losing for a moment the rhythmic motion of his flexile form, I began to think
that his attitude on the over-hanging rock might not, after all, have been so chimerical;
and my resolve, as to how I should treat this phase of insanity, began to waver very
sensibly, and I fell back on that mental rear-guard — good intentions; but when he
stood before me with a pleasant “Good day, madam,” my perplexity increased ten-fold,
for his bright intelligent face revealed no trace of insanity, and his open blue eyes of
honest questioning, and glorious auburn hair might have stood as a portrait of the
angel Raphael. His figure was about five feet nine, well knit, and bespoke that active
grace which only trained muscles can assume.

The guide increased my confusion by exclaiming, “Hallo, Kenmuir! the lady wants
to speak to you.”

I wished the guide at Jericho for giving me such false notions. Why had he induced
me to believe this man a raving maniac, only to compel me, like old Dogberry, to write
myself down an ass. I could have as soon reproached one of the clouds gyrating round
the crest of the mountain with running into danger.

“Can I do anything for you?” asked Kenmuir gently.

“She wants to know what you were doing out on that bloody knob overhanging
eternity?”

“Praising God,” solemnly replied Kenmuir.

“Thought that would start him,” interrupted the guide.

“Praising God, madam, for his mighty works, his glorious earth, and the sublimity of
these fleecy clouds, the majesty of that great roaring torrent,” pointing to the Nevada,
“that leaps from rock to rock in exultant joy, and laves them, and kisses them with
caresses of downiest foam. O, no mother ever pressed her child in tenderer embrace,
or sung to it in more harmonious melody; and my soul joins in with all this shout
of triumphant gladness, this burst of glorious life; this eternity of truth and beauty
and joy; rejoices in the gorgeous canopy above us, in the exquisite carpet with which
the valley is spread of living, palpitating, breathing splendor. Hearken to the hymn of
praise which re-sounds upwards from every tiny sedge, every petal and calyx of myriads
and myriads of flowers, all perfect, all replete with the divine impress of Omnipotent
power. Shall man alone be silent and callous? Come, madam, let me lead you to Pal-

7



li-li-ma, the point I have just left, where you can have a more complete view of this
miracle of nature, for I am sure you also can worship in this temple of our Lord.”

Here was a pretty fix for a Professor’s wife, and a sensible woman! I was about to
put myself in the identical situation which but a few moments before had induced me
to consider the man who occupied it a lunatic.

Horse-shoe Bill remarked my puzzled expression, and laughed, “Ho, he’ll guide you
right enough; he knows every inch of the road as well as I do. You needn’t be afeard;
he’ll take you to the shanty I told you of, where you can locate for the night, and I'll
make tracks back again, if so be you don’t want me.”

One thought of the maniac shot through my mind, not as a fear, but a souvenir.
I looked on the face of Kenmuir, shining with a pure and holy enthusiasm, and it
reminded me of the face of a Christ I had seen years ago in some little old Italian
village; not a picture of any note, but possessing such a tender, loving, benignant
expression, that I had never forgotten it; and had then thought that the artist must
have intended it for the Salvator Mundi before he became the Man of Sorrows.

With this picture brought forcibly to my mind, I resigned myself cheerfully, and
followed his lead to the great projecting rock called the Glacier Point, or Pal-li-li-ma,
where I had first seen him, and where there are still traces of ancient glaciers, which he
said “are no doubt the instruments the Almighty used in the formation of this valley.”

As we proceeded slowly and carefully, my thoughts dwelt with deep interest on the
individual in advance of me. Truly his garments had the tatterdemalion style of a Mad
Tom. The waist of his trousers was eked out with a grass band; a long flowing sedge
rush stuck in the solitary button-hole of his shirt, the sleeves of which were ragged
and forlorn, and his shoes appeared to have known hard and troublous times. What if
he had been, at some previous period, insane, and still retained the curious mania of
believing that human beings might through righteousness float in ambient air? What
if he should insist on our making the experiment this evening together? What would
my husband say if he knew all, and saw me here committed to the sole care of this man
with the beautiful countenance, and with no other guarantee, in a wilderness of mighty
rocks, gigantic trees, and awful precipices, a hundred miles from anywhere! This was
a very awkward thought to deal with, and there was no justification I could think of.
What inconvenient but useful creatures husbands are sometimes! If we should go over
the rocks together, of course there would he an “end of everything,” as Sir Peter Teazle
says; but in case I should survive, and recount the whole matter to him, as I could not
help doing, then he would upbraid me with riding off at the risk of my neck, on my
favorite hobby-horse, Physiognomy.

But, in the course of conversation with my cicerone, I soon divined that his refine-
ment was innate, his education collegiate, not only from his scientific treatment of his
subject, but his correct English. Kenmuir, I decided in my mind, was a gentleman; and
behind this bold rampart I resolved to intrench myself against the sarcastic tiltings of
the Professor.



As we approached the point, Kenmuir said, with a gleeful laugh, “I do not intend to
take you out on the overhanging rock, where I was standing, but to a very nice little
corner, where you can sit your horse comfortably, unless you really want to dismount.”

I thanked him, and, smiling at the arch allusion, said I would remain seated. The
scene from Pal-li-li-ma was a marvel of grandeur and sublimity, and fully warranted
the lavish enthusiasm of my new friend. Around us vast mountains of granite arose one
above another in stupendous proportions, and over them leaped the mighty cataracts
with majestic sweep.

“These are the Lord’s fountains,” said Kenmuir, clasping his hands in the intensity
of his delight, “and away up above, elevated amid clouds, are the crests of the God-like
peaks covered with eternal snows. “These are the reservoirs whence He pours his floods
to cheer the earth, to refresh man and beast, to lave every sedge and tiny moss; from
those exalted pinnacles flow the source of life, and joy, and supreme bliss to millions
of breathing things below; to the dreamy-eyed cattle that you see four thousand feet
in the valley beneath us, standing knee-deep in the limpid pool; to the tiny insects
that are skimming in ecstatic merriment around every glistening ribbon of water as
it falls. Look! and see these silvery threads of water all hurrying down so swiftly, yet
so gracefully, to bathe the upturned face of nature, and varnish with new brilliancy
her enameled breast. Beyond is the Lord’s workshop. With these resistless glaciers he
formed a royal road, — from the heights of the topmost Sierras which you now see
covered with snow, roseate from the sun’s last beams, — into the valley at our feet.
Yet all is lovely in form, and harmonious in color. Look at that ledge of rock — the
hardest of granite — how exquisitely it is tapestried with helianthemum. Would you
like a hunch?”

And before I could reply, the rash man had leapt down, and alighted like a bird on
a perch, and grasped a bunch of ferns, which he stroked affectionately, and carefully
stowed away in the grass cincture, whilst there was but a half foot of rock between
him and “etarnity,” as the guide expressed it.

Chapter II. A Strange Guide.

“NOW,” SAID KENMUIR, “lest you should think I have brought you to this wilder-
ness to make you be food for ghouls and water kelpies, I will point out the spot where
you are to spend the night, and as many more as you wish.”

I looked round in dismay. “We seem a million miles from anywhere.”

“Upwards, yes.” he replied,— “but look down, and you will see a yellow spot, sur-
rounded by what appears a few willow sticks, but which are in reality tall pines, with
the river winding round like a golden cord, — that is the homestead. We will go down
by the trail, which is almost level.”

By which I found he meant a pathway, next thing to stairs, down which my horse
clambered very adroitly.



And thus through forests of gigantic pines, which Kenmuir would climb like a cat
to reach some particular cone, and point out its wonderful structure; through groves of
azalias, making the air heavy with odorous sweetness, where Kenmuir would disappear
altogether, returning with some precious specimen, all which he carried to me like a
faithful dog, going twice the actual distance in his erratic gyrations. Then we came
across a patch of great tiger-lilies which we were both anxious to cull; and at last we
entered on a green sward smooth as any lawn, set round (as in a garden) by Mariposa
lilies, so called from their resemblance to a butterfly.

The piece of level ground was in front of a massive rock resembling an old country
house, with gables and quaint chimneys overgrown with honeysuckle, which completed
the delusion. Kenmuir threw up his arms in ecstasy, and declared it was a fac-simile
of his father’s manse in the braw old country of Perthshire.

“Then you are a Scotchman?” I exclaimed.

“Yes; did you not know that by my name?”

“Names,” I said, “are not so indicative in this country as in yours. There you may
almost tell if a man comes of a good stock, by his name. Whereas, here the greatest
aristocrat might rejoice in the name of Squaddles with impunity. The old country is
more fastidious about euphonious sounds, and I think they are right; for I cannot help
attaching a peculiar quality to peculiar sounds.”

“What would you judge your host of this way to be, — his name is Oswald Naunton?”

“That is a name which requires a great deal of consideration. It is original. I never
heard it before, and I am sure he will not be a common-place man. Then there is
poetic rhythm, which would suggest some-thing harmonious and symmetrical in the
character. Both smartness and pride combined; a man from whom you might safely
ask a favor, but from whom you could extort nothing.”

“Ha! ha!” laughed Kenmuir, “you’re a fine guesser.”

“T am not guessing in the least. You give me a real name and I will give you the
rhythmical interpretation.”

“Then you don’t believe a rose would smell as sweet if it were called a tulip?”

“T will not discuss botany with you; but I say the rose by another name would
not have played the same role in the world, would not have had the same poetical
entourage. Lovers would not have offered it to their belles as emblems of their passion
had it been called catnip!”

The twilight now had deepened to moonlight. For although we could not see any
moon, she had risen, and was taking a ramble behind the cliffs. Yet her light swam
over the whole scenery in magic waves, transforming it to the most unearthly vision of
weird enchantment. Every notch and projection caught the soft loving light which fell
in perfect streams over the mighty Tu-tock-ah-nu-lah, which seemed to have pierced
the pale clear blue of the heavens and let out floods of its glistening moonlight.

“Do you not perceive the balmy odors of the pines? They also mark the height
and distance of these stupendous adamantine bulwarks. What are the towers of Notre
Dame, which they so singularly resemble, compared to these cathedral spires rising in
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proud majesty three thousand feet with the flying buttresses and ancient caryatides
supporting the projecting arches!”

“Yes,” I put in. “I believe I see a procession of monks ascending to the great entrance
of the church.”

“Those are pine-trees two hundred feet high, growing up the ravine. Look at the
rich carving and fretwork on the walls, and the tall minarets dazzling in the moon’s
rays.”

“And I hear the muezzin calling to prayer.”

“That is an owl,” answered Kenmuir; “and he says, ‘Do! do! oh, do do !” Do what, I
wonder?”

“Go on,” I suggested, “for we have stopped here a full quarter of an hour, and our
host will have retired for the night.”

“We will wake him up,” said Kenmuir, “but he will not be asleep such a night as
this, he has too much soul.”

“Still we had better move on,” I said, recollecting what my former guide had turned
back to say in a stage whisper,— “Don’t let him stop, or he’ll talk till judgement day;
and don’t let him stoop to pick up any new specimen, or you’ll never be through with
him for a month.”

So we moved on softly, listening to the crackle of the pine straw which covered the
earth through the park-like forest.

Kenmuir had got one more temptation — the moonflower.

“Did you ever see them open to the moon? They gradually untwist the outer leaves,
then suddenly burst right open like a flash of light. I have watched them many an hour;
they belong to the family oenothera.”

“Stay! I'll hold your horse,” he said, as I made a quiet attempt to keep jogging on.

“Now, my dear sir,” I exclaimed, “How long do you think it will take the flower to
open? or do you think you can inspire it with the amiable idea to do so within sixty
seconds, because longer than that I cannot wait, and I'm all on the qui vine to see if
my nomenclatology, that is what I call my new science, for it has a right to an ‘ology,
is correct as regards Mr. Naunton.”

The flower did not open, and we sped on again, our shadows clearly defined on the
grassy meadows which were studded with flowers, whose broad discs were like stars of
the first magnitude.

“Do you see that light? That proves they are not gone to bed, and your fears may
rest.”

Through the trees a bright light was glimmering; not unwelcome it appeared, for
beside the excitement which so much novelty and magnificence are sure to arouse in
certain temperaments, the bodily fatigue of so many hours of up-hill and down-hill
climbing on horseback, made the prospect of rest very thoroughly congenial.

What romantic temperament has not fed the soul with the marvelous and super-
natural on such a night as this; when arriving either late at night or by moonlight in
some unknown part of the country, he has pictured himself benighted and lost in the
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forest or the fog; the night owl, or the will-o’-the-wisp, has been his only guide, and
when a light as at length startled his aching sight, has imagined it the gleam of the
lantern of some midnight assassins burying their dead; or fancied it proceeding from
some monastery, where silence was the discipline, and where the brown cowled monk,
who attended upon us dumbly, pointed to the pallet in a bare cell as the resting-place
for the night.

Who has not frightened himself with a vague superstition, like children with a
made-up bogie, the more to enjoy the pleasures of security.

But this evening there was no need to conjure up any phantom of the brain; no
occasion to counterfeit any romance; the reality was too importunately present.

Here was I, a lone woman having transgressed her husband’s directions to await
him in a civilized place, alone in the wildest part of the wild world, with a stranger —
the like of whom I had never met in all my travels — wandering on an untrodden path
to a habitation of which I knew next to nothing. It was certainly as extraordinary and
romantic a situation as any lover of fiction could have framed. But my ruminations
were cut short by our actual arrival, and a wild hallo from Kenmuir to arouse the
inmates.

Chapter III. The Daughters of Ah-wah-nee.

A MORE CHARMING adobe never gladdened the eyes of the weary traveller, than
that which rose before me as I saw it in the moonlight.

An Italian cottage, with wide and tasteful veranda, over which grape-vine and
wisteria were contending for each morsel of trellis-work. It was constructed of the rich
yellow cedar, each knot and contortion of grain showing out like lumps of burnished
gold; the pointed gabled roof was shaded by an enormous oak, with trunk some twelve
feet in diameter, whose broad leaves lay on the yellow shingles, like sea-weed on a
sandy beach.

In a semi-circle grew tall pines, the Douglas fir, and cedars, the lower spaces filled
in with maples, and occasionally a quercus virens.

A small plot of garden, with choice flowers clustered around the veranda; and be-
yond, the river wound in serpentine curves green and clear, silvered here and there by
the moonlight, and reflecting the summits of the great mountains. Such a fairy-like
site I had never even read of in my youthful story-hooks.

“And how did it get here?” I exclaimed, “that beautiful bijou cottage amid these
fierce and ragged rocks? Was it borne through the air from Italy or Switzerland, on
the wings of seraphs, like the Casa Santa de Loretto.”

“You’ve got to see my saw-mill, and then you will know how it all came about.”

“For goodness sake,” quoth I, “don’t destroy my poetic hallucination by suggestions
of a saw-mill!”
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Kenmuir laughed one of his joyous, ringing laughs, and mine host appeared at the
door. Little introduction seemed necessary; he had me off my horse in the twinkling
of an eye, seated in one of the easiest chairs I know of, — and I am a connoisseur in
those articles, — with a pinkish-colored California wine sparkling in an antique glass
before me. And here I was in two minutes as cosy and comfortable as though I had
called a queen my cousin.

Mr. Naunton was a tall, spare man of fifty, but looking ten years older, from his
long snowy beard and the few white locks which still adorned his fine phrenologically
developed head; his brilliant dark eyes shone with charity and humor. There was a
benignant sweetness about his whole demeanor that made you feel at once that he
would become the best friend you ever had, and I longed to import to Mr. Kenmuir
the correctness of my divination.

He wore no coat or vest; and his trousers, which were very loose, had the same
tendency as Mr. Kenmuir’s, requiring to be hitched up, which I subsequently found
was an epidemic in the Valley among the nether garments.

Upon his shoulder he carried, as a part and parcel of his natural appendage, a lovely
child about two or three years old, who poised herself on her elevated station with one
little dimpled hand on the top of the bald head. She was a fair, blue-eyed, flaxen-haired
little creature, the living picture of one of Raphael’s angels; cheeks like two luscious
ripe peaches, and rounded limbs dimpled all over.

Before my eyes could satiate themselves with this lovely vision, I was interrupted
by a sharp little nip on my arm, and turning, beheld the most midnight prototype of
face I have ever seen in a human being, much less a child of six years.

It had all the character of the portraits of Mrs. Siddons taken as Lady Macbeth,
where she is washing out the “damned spot.” Her face was thin but oval, the eyes pierc-
ing black, with delicately penciled lines, squaring a Grecian brow, broad and low, with
that fixed limning which gives a stare or habitual frown to the face. Her complexion
was the richest brunette hue with a pure vermilion tinge on the cheeks, which had little
of the roundness of childhood; her mouth was small, with thin, compressed lips, but
her chin was of extraordinary depth and power. The hair was dark, fine, and silky.

A more startling little vision, as she emerged from the shadow into the blaze of the
great fire, never roused into activity a weary traveller whose sensational emotions were
nearly all exhausted.

The little hand with which she had pinched me to call my attention, was long and
slender, the fingers so tapered that it looked like the hand of some little hobgoblin.

“Say!” she ejaculated, with another pinch.— “listen! Where do you come from, where
are you going, what made you come; do you want to camp out? I'll go with you. We
had better start before the moon goes down; have you plenty of blankets? It’s only
twenty miles to the top of Tis-sa-ak. I'll show you the trail. I've just come down to-day;
me and my sister have been camping up there some time; we killed twenty bears. You
are not afraid of rattlesnakes, I suppose; there is one just below here that has bitten
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me three times, but I always cut the piece out with my jack-knife, and it did me no
harm.”

“What is your name?” I asked, by way of mingling in the talk.

“My name is Zanita, because I was born amongst these rocks, which are all covered
with Manzanita. It bears a pretty white blossom; and mamma, who is crazy for flowers,
called me Zanita after them. Do you like it?”

“Very much,” I said; “both the name and the idea are beautiful.”

“Say!” she went on, “do you like me?”

“I shall tell you to-morrow; if you are good I shall like you.”

“I’'m not good,” she answered, rapidly. “Do you want a polecat skin? I’ll just go out
and catch and skin one alive, and bring it to you.”

“No, no, thank you, certainly not!” I replied, in some horror, lest the offer might be
put into execution by this wonderful little Flyaway.

A mischievous elfish light gleamed in her black eyes for a second; it was not a laugh,
and could hardly be called a smile, for the mouth did not move, yet it was the nearest
approach to either that I ever saw pass over that handsome little face.

“Suppose I shoot it, and keep it off, far, far away, so that you can’t smell it.”

“That will be much better,” I replied.

All this she snapped out in a short, rapid way, with the utmost nonchalance, as if
it were the common matter-of-fact proceeding of every-day. Her voice was wiry, and
sounded more like that of an old woman’s than a child.

All my phrenological faculties were brought to instant play, and I was so preoccupied
in my new human specimen that I did not at first notice the entrance of another
personage, who seemed to glide rather than walk, and about whose every look and
motion there was such a calmness and repose, that she might have represented the
Goddess of Placitude.

She was introduced to me as Mrs. Naunton, and she uttered a few gentle words
of welcome in a tone which sounded like the vibration of an Aeolian lyre, so soft and
musical was her voice.

She was a young woman, looking little over twenty, a slight, semi-girlish semi-
matronly figure, with a Madonna cast of countenance, deep, pensive hazel eyes, a
blush-rose complexion, and brown hair.

She moved dreamily, as if under a spell; and as she stood speaking to me, plucked
meditatively the remains of a flower which she seemed to be studying botanically. She
conducted me to a quaint bedroom that I found would take me all night to investigate,
the scrutiny of which, therefore, I postponed until the next day.

After T had taken off my things, and refreshed myself with a wash, I returned to
the sitting-room, still accompanied by the small sprite, who kept up a continual rattle
of propositions, all of the most fabulous nature, for scaling rocks and fording rivers, as
though we had been born elves instead of flesh and blood creatures.

A Chinaman was laying the table for supper, with the gliding aid of the Madonna.
While she was thus engaged, I had time to examine the room, which was a singular
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admixture of rustic simplicity and modern refinement. It was a large chamber open-
ing on the veranda, and its walls running up to the full height of the house without
the intervention of any ceiling; the massive rafters illumined by the flickering flame,
displayed some curiosities of natural history, — such as hornets’ nests, which, after
remaining tenantless for several years, had again be-come inhabited by sundry enter-
prising yellow-jackets; a few lichens had vigorously contrived to struggle through some
crevice, and garland the antique roof; and part of the vine which wreathed the porch
had found some tiny nook or crevice through which to twine its delicate tendrils. The
walls were of the same rich yellow cedar as the outside, and were paneled with the deep
claret-colored Manzanita wood, and decorated with pictures, some fine engraving of
the best masters, or an oil painting of a striking scene in the Valley. On one side was
a book-case stocked with choice volumes of standard works, literary, scientific, ideal,
and artistic; at the opposite side was an enormous chimney-place formed of four slabs
of granite; the hearthstone, a great slab of the same stone extended some five feet into
the room. Great logs, five or six feet long, raised on antique irons, blazed and crackled,
and sent forked flames high up the capacious chimney.

It was a treat to see that fire burn; it seemed so thoroughly in earnest to enjoy
and lavish itself in such a luxurious splendor; it roared, and sparkled, and leaped for
gladness; the light white ash fell so soft and tenderly around, like some cozy old grand-
mother hemming in her unruly, frolicsome children. The furniture was principally rus-
tic: a broad divan covered with handsome skins; the easy-chair before mentioned, made
of the gnarled branches of Manzanita, and lined with white woolly skins; an étagére
filled with wonderful fossils and crystals, specimens of gold and silver quartz, feldspar,
and stalactites. A magnificent eagle, the defunct veteran of Eagle Point, spread his
giant wings in one corner of the room, and a comical old cinnamon bear, with very
red glass eyes, sat upon his haunches in another; his paws and snout served for a coat
and hat-rack.

In a deep frame, covered with glass, was a dried bouquet of the wild flowers of the
Valley. It was easy to see the feminine hand which had been here. There were rustic
tables, and an escritoire decorated with pine cones, acorns, and hickory nuts, and yellow
pine bark, resembling the most elaborate oak carving. There were delicate baskets,
suspended from the roof, of gray and yellow fungi, and containing great flourishing
bunches of the wood warelias, forming a living Prince of Wales’s feather.

Each window was a separate conservatory, where grew the singular blood-plant, so
called from its stem, leaves, and flowers being all of a flesh and blood color. A bobolink
and grossbeak rivaled each other in an opposition duet. A guitar, and a few scraps of
manuscript, might have told more for the talent than the tidiness of the author. Such
was the general coup d’ oeil which riveted my attention.

With the gliding aid of the Madonna an excellent supper of cold venison pie, smok-
ing hot new potatoes, and green peas, was soon on the table. To which, after the
entrance of Kenmuir and Oswald Naunton, with the Rosebud perched aloft on his
shoulder, I addressed myself in real earnest, believing meanwhile that I had actually
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penetrated into fairy land, or, more vulgarly speaking, “fallen into clover.” Kenmuir
and the Madonna entered into a most intricate botanical discussion. The former all
vigor, and arguing in little puffs and dashes, while the latter glided out her sentences
like soft falling snow.

I explained to my host the reason of my sudden advent, and the joke I had played
upon the Professor; which he applauded, and praised my courage in pioneering my
own way. He expatiated, with great fluency and perfect knowledge of his subject, on
the marvels, geological, botanical, and natural, of the Valley.

“You need not tell me of the flowers, if these two have bloomed here,” I said, indi-
cating the Rosebud and Sprite.

“Yes,” he said, “these are the daughters of Ah-wah-nee. They were born in the Valley,
and have never been outside its granite fastnesses.”

“T thought,” I remarked, “that my guide had called the Valley Yosemite.”

“Yes,” replied my host, “that is the name which custom has now sanctioned. It means
‘great grizzly bear,” and the name arose from a celebrated Indian chief having killed
one with a club, a wonderful feat in this valley. [Editor’s note: For the correct origin
of the words Yosemite and Ahwahnee see “Origin of the Word Yosemite.” — DEA |
But the original Indian name previous to that was Ah-wah-nee. We have called the
children after the most profuse flowers here — the manzanita and rose — Zanita, and
Rosalind. But Rosalind is such a contented happy little creature that Cozy seems the
most appropriate appellation.”

As T looked upon this artistic group, lit up by the varying flame of the pitch-pine
fire, I could not help believing that this family, shut in from the outer world, yet with
all the refinement of civilization, was surely one of the natural wonders of the Valley.

In spite of the adventures of the day, we still sat up round the fire until late in the
night. The conversation was sparkling, and certainly original; and it was difficult to
believe that I was a stranger amongst them, and had not been with them all my life.
The little chubby rose-bud lay asleep in her mother’s lap; and the elf, with unwinking
eyes, kept her post at my side, every now and then, sotto voce, hazarding a plan for a
new expedition.

Kenmuir’s laugh rang clear up to the rafters as he promised to induct me into the
mysteries of the saw-mill on the morrow.

But once under the snowy sheets, I slept the sleep of the just, dreamless, and without
waking, until the sun shone bright through my vine-latticed window next morning.

Chapter IV. A Day’s Pleasure.

WHERE WAS I? Was it all a midsummer night’s dream? The question was answered
by a little sharp voice snapping out, —

“Don’t you want to come and bathe? The river is just deep enough to drown father
in some places; but you can take your shoes and stockings off.” And through my half-
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closed lids I saw my fairy of the previous evening, with the miniature frown still on
her face, and a worried look, as though she had the cares of the world on her slender
shoulders.

“Hurry up!” she said; “we have to catch the fish for breakfast. I can hook five or a
dozen” (her conception of numbers was not very profound), “and if that is not enough
we can get them from the Indians. You need not be afraid of that Indian squatting
on the rock with his bow drawn; he’ll not shoot you unless you cross their trail. He’s
waiting for a Payute to come; they’ve been at war. I'll take care of you. They always
shoot with poisoned arrows; do you know it? I'm not a bit afraid of them,” she said,
and the same uncanny light, which symbolized a smile, shot from her eyes.

Upon the most positive promise that I would prepare immediately if she would
leave me, I succeeded in sending her forth to collect fishing tackle; and shortly after
breakfast was announced by the sweet voice of Madonna.

Looking through my trellis work of vine leaves, my eyes wandered up what appeared
a mile of perpendicular rock, without ever meeting the sky. The morning sun was
bringing out upon it the softest gray tints streaked with burnished silver. Here and
there a tuft of spirea was clinging, by some occult process, to the smooth rock; and
the feathery branches of the spruce and tamarack were defined against its glistening
surface, as though they had been frescoed there. I could hear the booming of the great
Yo-semite fall like a distant park of artillery.

The breakfast did as much honor to the housekeeping as the supper of the previous
evening. Fresh trout, poached eggs, fried ham, straw-berries with the morning dew
upon them, and delicious cream and butter, made a meal for a sybarite.

Then arose the different proposals for the day’s entertainment. Mr. Naunton offered
to saddle my horse and convey me to a near view of the magnificent double waterfalls,
the Py-wy-ack and the Yo-wee-ye, which I had seen in the distance the day before.
Kenmuir was full of some aeronaut scheme to the clouds somewhere between Tis-sa-
ack and the moon. Mrs. Naunton insinuated that as I must feel fatigued after my long
journey, we had better meander round the pleasant meadows, and curves of the river,
and watch the trout if we could not catch them.

Miss Zanita was eagerly bent upon a bear hunt, herself to be armed with a double-
barreled rifle. Cozy prattled off that portion of each proposal that her coral lips could
turn the easiest, and lisped out, “saddle horse, fissis, big bear, and sifle,” at which her
great blue eyes sparkled with rapture, and she clapped her little dimpled hands and
laughed like the ripple of summer water.

Amongst all these inviting tenders of amusement it was difficult to choose. Ken-
muir’s celestial trip, as being the most impracticable, was the first to fall through.

Zanita paced to and fro in the heat of her argument in favor of the bear hunt, urging
how easy it was to kill the bear before he could come upon us.

Mr. Naunton’s journey having been reckoned at fourteen miles, there and back,
besides a good deal of hard climbing, was voted too fatiguing for the second day’s
excursion; and the Madonna, like all quiet, soft spoken women, gained her point.
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Zanita was pacified by the offer of the porter’s place in bearing a long fishing-rod
and basket.

And there tantalizingly, skimming from pool to pool in the limpid water, were scores
of speckled trout, all singularly cognizant of the fact that our admiration for them was
of that ardent nature that we longed to eat them.

As Mrs. Naunton, whom we shall call by her given name of Placida, glided gracefully
on with one golden haired child in her arms, and the other with its deep midnight gaze
clinging to her dress, she seemed to me the model for the poet’s lines:

“And dark against day’s golden death
She moved where Irudis wandereth.

A sweeter woman ne’er drew breath
Than my son’s wife Elizabeth.”

“Very probably.,” replied Mr. Naunton, amused by this suggestion, and a humorous
twinkle came in his bright eyes, “with the slight difference that she is my wife, not my
son’s.”

This matter of relationship having been settled, we set forth upon one of those
delightful strolls which must live in the twilight remembrance of every one, unless
a Cockney or a Parisian, who have never been outside of their capital, who are so
satisfied to see their peas ready shelled and their chickens ready trussed, that they are
contented to believe they actually grew that way.

A pious London cook once remarked to her mistress, as she was about placing a
large turkey to the fire, “Ain’t this a blessing of Providence, ma’am, for this here skiver
to grow right in the middle of this fine fat turkey? Why without that I never could get
him all roasted.” She had never seen a live turkey in her life, though she had roasted
five hundred.

But outside the Cockney and Parisian world, every man, woman, and child ought
to remember a holiday in the country, when they gathered wild flowers for their sweet-
hearts, and wild berries for their children. Who has not felt as if translated into a new
state of being, to a higher existence, when suddenly transported from the noise and
turmoil and worry of a city, the incessant clang of machinery or the monotonous roll of
street cars, to some peaceful Arcadia. And then what ecstasy to breathe in the stillness
of the country, to listen only to those ethereal tones which may be the whispering of
beatified spirits around us, or the tread of angels. There is a music in the hushed calm
which speaks to the soul with an intensity of vibration, unaroused by the most stirring
scenes of city life; awakening emotions too deep and spiritualized to be interpreted to
the outer world, and which, though never appearing in garish day, dwell ever in the
chiaroscuro of that dreaming spirit within us, to whom we all how down in reverence.
And on such days as these we commune with this mystic indweller of our interior life
as with our guardian angel, and sweet and holy is the converse.

We walked upon a carpet of greenest sward, besprinkled with blossoms of nature’s
brightest dye. Many of the valley flowers were as yet unknown to botanists; and it was
amusing to hear Kenmuir disputing with himself as to what genus they appertained.
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“Now, you would never believe, madam, that this tiny fellow belonged to the family
of the composite! and et you perceive” —

“O, I am credulous to any extent,” I interrupted, “and am prepared to believe any
proposition you may lay before me to-day. I feel in too placid a state of mind to
dispute on any topic; but when we get the Professor here, he will fight you tooth and
nail as to the origin of every-thing. There never was such a man for doubting; he is
not satisfied yet whether he is dreaming a life, or living a dream! You will find him
delightful company.”

“T am sure I shall,” replied Kenmuir.

“I hope,” said Mr. Naunton, “that he will give us some satisfactory theory about the
formation of the Valley.”

“O, I can tell you his opinion about that. He believes it was the bed of a great
river from which the bottom fell out in the wreck of creation; the water subsided to
the present level, and gradually dried off to this little river, vegetation taking its place
everywhere.”

“Good gracious!” exclaimed Kenmuir, “there never was a ‘wreck of creation.” As
though the Lord did not know how to navigate. No bottom He made ever fell out by
accident. These learned men pretend to talk of a catastrophe happening to the Lord’s
works, as though it were some poor trumpery machine of their own invention. As it is,
it was meant to be.

“Why! I can show the Professor where the mighty cavity has been grooved and
wrought out for millions of years. A day and eternity are as one in His mighty workshop.
I can take you where you can see for yourself how the glaciers have labored, and cut
and carved, and elaborated, until they have wrought out this royal road.”

Here Placida come to the rescue with a delicate perception, that I might feel hurt
by this wholesale destruction of my husband’s theory.

“Do you notice the peculiar spring of the branches out of the cedar? Unlike other
trees, they appear as though a hole had been made in the main trunk, and the bough
fitted in like the socket of a Dutch doll’s arm.”

“Yes,” I replied, “and also how singular is the horizontal growth of the limbs, while
the main body is so perpendicular.”

“Some of these trees are little short of three thousand years old,” said Mr. Naunton.
“And if we understood the low murmuring of their branches, they could doubtless
explain many a mystery we now puzzle our brains over.”

“They tell it to the birds,” put in Zanita, “and the birds will tell it to me. I know
what the birds say; Mu-wah, our Indian, teaches me.”

“Well, what is that bird saying now? That bright little fellow,” I said, pointing, “with
the top-knot of blue plumes.”

Her eyebrows contracted as she looked earnestly at him, and I thought for a moment
the little sorceress was at fault. I was mistaken.

“He says,” she interpreted, “‘Yonder is a strawberry patch with fine ripe strawber-
ries.” Don’t you hear him? It’s real plain.”
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The same dark twinkle shot from her eyes; she knew well she had triumphed. We
all laughed, and asked to be escorted to the patch of fresh fruit whose fragrant bed she
needed no bird to help her to find; in fact there was scarcely a spot high or low that
those venturesome little feet had not explored.

The Valley was some eight miles long, and about a mile and a half in width, inclosed
by immense bulwarks of granite, always precipitous, and sometimes ascending vertically
a mile in height; occasionally advancing into the greensward in a stupendous colonnade,
or massive single tower; sometimes receding into a cavernous amphitheatre, like the
interior quadrangle of some ancient chateau-fort, simulating the domes of cathedrals,
and minarets of mosques, and Chinese pagodas. Both ends of the Valley were closed
by a cafion, or deep ravine; on the one end the river entered from the top. It came
with a leap from the Cloud’s Rest, the highest point seen from the Valley, and dashed
down in two falls and a series of cataracts into the plain below, where it meandered
round white sandy banks, the most tranquil and peace-loving little river in the world,
shimmering coyly as for the sole benefit and habitation of the speckled trout jumping
in its limpid waters. At the other end it stole quietly out through a rugged fastness,
and was lost sight of in the deep cafion.

Upon which ever side we gazed, these towering battlements met the skies. Their
jagged summits cutting the horizon in clear, pointed slants and zigzags, carved it into
the curious form of a dandelion leaf. The blue vault above was the exact size and shape
of the green valley below; so much of earth and heaven was encompassed by the granite
walls, and all the rest of the great world was excluded. No sound but of Nature’s broke
the stillness.

“And yet one might fancy there were a number of carpenters at work,” I said, as we
paused to listen to the rap-a-tap-tap of the wood-pecker.

“There he goes,” said my host; “you can see him at work with his long chisel beak
and scarlet hammerhead, working away faster than you can count the evolutions; he
has bored a hole in that tree as rapidly as a joiner with his auger, and he has made
it the exact size to fit in his acorn. I can show you trees perforated with a thousand
holes as close as a honeycomb; for these little birds have not only to provide their
own winter food, but are fully conscious of the fact that the squirrels will rob them
of the greater portion of their stores. And so it is in human nature,” continued Mr.
Naunton; “one half the world labors from dawn to dewy eve, and often by midnight
oil, that the other half may prey upon them, and despoil them of the fruits of their
labor. It is a common saying, that one half the world does not know how the other
half lives; but it is a problem easily solved. They live upon the said other half, as
do the squirrels on the woodpeckers. Take the father of a family. For years he has
passed six days of every seven sitting on that hard stool in that dismal counting-house,
and has induced five or six young men, upon the alternative of keeping their spirit
within their body, to do likewise; for the sole end and object that his lady wife and
elegant daughters may sweep the street with their silks and velvets. He takes a hurried
meal at a chop-house on week-days, and a cold slice on Sundays, in order that the
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servants may get out the sooner. Upon that day of rest he leaves his hard stool and
perambulates to church, and during the service has a quiet time to himself, to arrange
for the coming week, and speculate how he can best utilize his time by making a review
of the past, and prudential resolves for the future. Yet he is an independent merchant,
with a heavy account at his bankers. There is no difficulty in discerning that he is the
woodpecker, and his lady wife and daughters are the squirrels. There is ‘the man of
enterprise,’” fashionably dressed, with the weightiest diamonds in his shirt-front; his
buggy, or saddle-horse, awaiting his pleasure. He has started every sort of ‘company’
that a high-sounding name could be tacked to. He is a great talker, with an immense
flow of language, and delights in the display of it. He has talked every one’s money
out of their pockets to supply his need. He never did one hour’s labor, mentally or
physically, but has lived all his life in affluence on his neighbors’ acorns. Sometimes
it falls pretty hard on the woodpeckers; some ravenous squirrels will not only help
themselves to the superfluities laid by, but eat up the hard-earned share of the laborer.
Look into that wretched garret, where dwells a mother, a son, and two daughters. The
son, with his hands in his pockets, is loafing round the corner of the street, waiting
for acorns to turn up without the seeking. The mother is trimming her pretty taper
nails, and explaining to her daughters how she always kept them unsplit, and of perfect
filbert shape. The elder daughter is arranging dead men’s beards into pads in her hair,
to give her head the proportions of an idiot’s. But the second daughter, who is the
woodpecker of the family, is stitching away at the bodice of a dress, others lying about
half completed. Her nimble fingers, filbert nails all cut short, go as fast as the head
of the little woodpecker boring his holes, to complete those seams, and bring home
the acorns, upon which the rest of the family live idly; the share remaining for the
woodpecker is infinitesimally small.

“‘Jane, how can you sit over those seams and flounces day after day, and night after
night? I am sure it would kill me. I would let the people wait!” exclaims the sister.

“She may be quite sure in process of time it will kill Jane, and she will wait for her
acorns. But they soon look out for another woodpecker, for people never change their
natures, anymore than the Ethiopian his skin.”

Whilst Mr. Naunton had been speaking, we had all gathered round the strawberry
patch, and been fed by Zanita and Rosalind with the choicest morsels. But here the
dulcet voice of Placida broke in with the suggestion that if we were going to continue
such disquisitions, we had better adjourn to a seat near the Yosemite Fall, “where the
roar,” she added, naively, “would serve for applause at the end of Oswald’s speech.”

“There is Zanita, like a tricksy squirrel, far away up the rocks already,” I exclaimed.

“T hope she is not in search of that polecat she promised you,” said her father,
laughing, “for it would be the most uncomfortable present I ever heard of.”
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Chapter V. Squirrelism.

WE MADE OUR way toward the foot of the Falls, over rugged rocks gar-landed
profusely with the most exquisite flowers. Kenmuir soon became rapturous in his in-
tense enjoyment of the music of the falling water, — falling as it seemed from the
very heaven above us, almost three thousand feet,!) to where it broke at our feet in a
whirlwind of spray.

“It is the most glorious orchestra in the world,” he exclaimed. “Listen to the wondrous
harmony! No instrument out of tune, none wiry or reedy; all is pure, rich, full, and
resonant. Hark to the trombones! how they boom out their parts; and the delicate,
rippling flute, too, is as clear and prominent as any! All the stringed instruments surge
through, as if with one bow and set of strings, in a rush of liquid melody. There is
no wavering in time or tune. And the fugue is led off by the clarionets (those streams
of silver just divided from the main fall) with a precision that is followed up in the
allegro, enough to drive an impressario frantic with excitement and delight. Mark you
that lyre-like boulder upon which the principal bulk of the water falls; there is no silver
kettle-drum to equal it in its full volume of harmonious roar, in perfect accordance with
the rest of the instruments. Observe, Mrs. Brown, you who are a musician, — that
chromatic scale, executed by the first and tenor violins! Cremona never made such
perfect instruments, nor has Paganini executed such perfect performance. It is effected
by the wind raising the whole body of water, and switching it over the rocks. O, I love
to climb up into that top chamber, — the great Concert Hall, — and hear the liquid
roll of music all night long!” cried Kenmuir.

“Of course you cannot sleep,” I said, “with the noise and the damp?”

“O yes; and believe myself in something brighter than what you call Paradise, with
angels playing harps and cherubims singing eternal hallelujahs.”

We all laughed at the idea of the Yo-semite Fall making better music than the
cherubims and seraphims.

““Tell me,” cried Kenmuir, a little irritated at our seeming skepticism, “do you believe
that hallelujahs and harps could be finer harmony than this water music?”

“Upon my word,” I replied, “from my knowledge of instruments, as you have enu-
merated them, I do not think any could be finer in the form of natural music than
this.”

“Then, why do you set up artificial before natural music? Man’s trumpery inventions,
before God’s great works!”

“Heaven forbid that I should! But you premised the harps in heaven, and asked my
opinion thereon, which was favorable to your water-music theory.”

“Yes, yes!” replied Kenmuir, pacified; “but since you admit the superiority of this
music, will you not also acquiesce in my doctrine, that the Paradise which our preach-
ers are always locating here and there out of reach, and furnishing with harps, and

(1) Twenty-seven hundred feet in one continuous leap.
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fountains, and jewels, and gold, is often in our very midst, ringing in our ears, flashing
under our eyes, if we were not so stupidly deaf and confoundedly blind as not to per-
ceive it. The greatest truism ever written, is,— ‘Having eyes and seeing not, having
ears and hearing not.” Man might as well he born without —

‘Eyes which only serve, at most,

To guard their master from ‘gainst a post.’

For my part, I would never pray the Lord for a greater display of grandeur than
that with whose fulgency my soul is satisfied. Moses was an arrogant ass to ask the
Lord to show him his glory! Could he not see it all around, if he opened his eyes?”
wound up Kenmuir, in a state of excitement with that biblical autocrat.

“Well, well!” laughed Oswald Naunton, “your Bible reading does not seem conducive
to your patience; but let me remind you of one thing in your Eden, which you seem to
have forgotten. Where are your angels?”

I believed Kenmuir to be in a dilemma, and came jokingly to the rescue. “Angels
are said to be ‘few and far between,’” but here is one,” touching Placida, “and here is a
cherubim, as round and fair as ever Guido portrayed on canvas.”

The angel thus indicated suffused a rose-blush very angelic to be-hold, and warbled
out, in her luscious voice, the little ditty, —

“‘If 'm an angel, where’s my wings?

Tiral la, tiral Li.’

Kenmuir, can you furnish me with flying epaulets?”

The cherub, from the effects of a titillating pinch, trilled out a stave of honeyed
laughter, her blue eyes radiating mellow beams of sunny mirth. But our Eden, as of
yore, was presently invaded by the unrestful spirit of Zanita, who came flying down
over the rocks in hot haste after a squirrel she had unearthed; his bushy tail, like a
bright silver spray, was to be seen bounding from rock to rock, in desperate effort to
escape his equally erratic pursuer. One bound brought him in the midst of us, and
then the plumy tail disappeared altogether.

“0O, papa! Kenmuir! shoot him! catch him!” screamed Zanita, her black eyes flashing
with eager thirst for her prey. “I want his tail for a broom, to sweep out my stable
with!”

“O no, not shoot him!” sobbed the cherub, her soft eyes looking piteously through
their humid glow.

But Zanita stamped and chafed with the discomfiture and vexation.

“What a subject for an allegorical picture of Pity and Sport,” I said to Kenmuir, as
the mother pressed the little tender heart to her own, “and what a contrast between
the two sisters.”

“Yes,” he replied, gathering a small plant at his feet. “Do you see the exquisite form
and redundance of grace in the petals and lobes of this flower, growing upon the same
stem with this other mean, shabby, gnarled, and twisted one, adding lustre to the other
by mere force of contrast? — yet, nevertheless, the poor little scraggy fellow contains
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a fine fruit, which he will develop at the proper time. The Lord is never unjust: it is
we who lay down such narrow premises, and draw such puny inferences.”

“By the way,” I said, turning to Mr. Naunton, “that squirrel recalls our moral squirrel
conversation, and I want to ask you if this squirrelism is not practiced to a great extent
amongst the Indian tribes in and about the Valley?”

“No,” replied he, stroking his white beard thoughtfully. “No, I cannot say it is to a
greater extent than in civilized life. It is true that the women carry the heavy burdens,
whilst the man walks at his ease, with his bow and arrow, or rifle. But if he were
burdened, he could not pursue the game whenever it should appear, which is often the
only flesh meat they know. If we consider that the Indians approach the nearest in
their practice the pure idea of republicanism, — equality, fraternity, and indivisibility,
— we shall see that the squaw is only a detail, and matter of necessity, to the carrying
out of the system. They live in tribes with biens en commune, and labor in common,
too. The man takes the most arduous portion, procuring the food in the most toilsome
and hazardous manner; whether he scours the plains, and risks his life in contact with
the horns or deadly hoofs of the buffalo, or scales the frowning cliffs in search of game,
or sits with enduring patience by the side of a stream to catch the shy trout; his life
has dangers and vicissitudes which many civilized citizens would shrink from.

“But when he has strained his sinews, and torn his flesh in hunting down the deer,
his female helpmeet will carry it home, cut it up, and cook it for him. She thus takes
her share in the labor of life, yet does not work nearly so hard as the citizen’s wife, who
scrubs his house floor, washes his clothes, and tends his offspring, whilst the husband
is carrying the hod or using the plane. True, that this difference increases as we emerge
into the upper ranks of society; the wife of the citizen who has made wealth, and is
able to hold on to it, lounges in her causeuse, and wears lavender kid gloves. But here
Republican égalité ceases; for her fellow-citizen scours down her frescoed walls with
chapped, bleeding hands, and aching bones; and the lavender kids can write tirades
on the Indian’s barbarity to his squaw, because he allows her to carry a funnel-shaped
basket filled with household necessaries on her back, or a little coffin-shaped ditto with
the papoose. Yet, with the Indian we have no records of the husband beating out the
wife’s brains with the iron heel of his hoot, or smoothing her hair with a hot flat-iron,
such as the journals often notify us as occurring in civilized lands.

“If the Indians are at war, they thirst for their enemies’ blood, and spill it the
first opportunity; taking a savage delight in bespattering his brains to the wild winds
or carnivorous animals. We call this atrocious, but we invent machinery for the same
purpose; we hate to dabble our white kids in human gore, yet we plant ourselves behind
a secure bastion and blow our enemies to fragments, or mangle them by the thou-sand
in agonized torments. And our lamentation over the frightful slaughter caused by the
chassepot, or revolving cannon, is mere mawkish sentimentality. We do not wish to kill
— we only wish to show our strength and conquer.

“Then you argue, why not decide the question by personal combat and individual
prowess; why not test the courage and power after the manner of the Horatii and

24



Curatii, — increasing the number to as many hundreds or thousands as each standing
army of a nation could muster: this would be consistent and comparatively humane.
By this principle the millionth part of the suffering of war would be curtailed. But
the fact is, that destruction is the incentive of the white man as it is of the primitive
savage, and he carries it out with as much zest though in a different way.

“Furthermore, argues the philanthropist, woman, being the weaker vessel, should
be surrounded with care and tenderness, and shielded from the roughs of life like
the shorn lambs. But all men are not philanthropists, some partaking more of the
nature of grizzly hears, with a taste for devouring lambs who cannot take care of
themselves; and society becoming overrun with these helpless creatures, who have
to he clothed and fed and lodged, the poor woodpeckers have hard times. Nor does
physiology prove that woman, though more graceful and beautiful than man, is so
much more fragile, as we are accustomed to think. The Indian women, from constantly
exerting their muscles in building their bark or pine-brush wigwams, carrying their
goods and chattels, and cutting up the animals for food, are quite as strong as the
men in any of these occupations; they can walk as far, and ford rivers with the same
ease. She, in truth, plays a more prominent part in life, and is more on an equality
with her spouse than a white woman who is entirely dependent on her husband to lace
her boots.”

“That,” I said, “is a very strong argument for woman’s rights, — that in the primitive
state a woman should be more equal than in the position in which civilization has
placed her. Have they a vote, do you know?” I asked laughingly.

“T believe,” he rejoined, “that some of the older and wiser squaws have ‘a say’ in
the ‘big talk,” and according to their capacities and superiorities exercise a great sway
in their tribe. With these tribes it is a more even division of labor, and the man, in
fact, takes the most dangerous and active part, although combined with intervals of
case and leisure. Yet I have heard white women complain that their work was never
done. Now two Indians whom I have in my employment per-form any and every work
indifferently, and seem to recognize no distinction between a man’s and a woman’s
work; and, in fact, the nineteenth century ought to blush to have to learn a woman’s
rightful sphere from a wild Indian.

“There are a few occupations that I can call to mind that a woman would not
fulfill as well as a man if she were trained to it as early and assiduously as a man. In
farm-houses, women born and bred there tend the cattle as well as man. Milkmaids
are proverbial. Welsh farmers’ wives and daughters harness their own horses, ride on
them to market, and transact the business of the farm. In Europe, in the provinces,
women take their turn with the men in the field, especially at time of harvesting and
haymaking. In France women hold their position in the country house and office public
and private, can keep any description of store, — even take charge of tailoring and
clothing stores. As in the case of the Indians, there is no reason why labor should not
be shared between the sexes without making one a slave and the other a drone.”
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“This world affords suitable occupation for all if they would only at-tend to it,” said
Kenmuir.

“But, although there is a great outcry about the Indian’s distaste for work, I know
a good many white folk who labor under the same indisposition.”

“If they were cleaner I should feel more attraction to them,” I remarked.

“All barbarous nations wallow in dirt,” said Mr. Naunton, rising to his full height
with a peculiar jerk, as if to emphasize his remark,— “unless, like the Mohammedans’
frequent ablutions, it is part of their religion to be clean. Cleanliness is a very modern
virtue, and one which we should no more expect these uncivilized foresters to possess
than the art of printing or photographing.”

“The Jews could not have been very clean camping out so long,” laughed Kenmuir,
“and yet they are said to have been God’s chosen people. Clean linen becomes an
unknown luxury after many days of mountaineering; men and ducks are the only
creatures whom I know to be seriously given to washing operations.”

“And I do not think it is nature to the former,” cried Mr. Naunton; “for I can
recollect when no such thing as a bath, public or private, was in vogue, and when a
washhand-basin was about as large as a saucer.”

“Which dimension it remains in many parts of France to the present day,” I ejacu-
lated. “Clothes’ washing is an operation indulged in once in six months.”

“Which naturally circumscribes the soiling of them; whereas,” said Placida, “in this
country ladies of leisure and fashion vie with each other in how much bathing they
can perform in the day; and how many dozens of soiled clothes they can send to the
laundress. Laundries are quite an institution of this country, and a large population is
engaged in rumpling and soiling, whilst an equal proportion are laboring to straighten
and whiten; if the statistics were taken as to the number of people employed in this
way, the figures would astonish all.”

We all smiled at this original view of the case. The very clear view of such a virtue
carried to a mania made me regard its laxity with less distaste.

Zanita having become impatient of a conversation she could not understand, tugged
away at my hand until she started us all en route for the cottage.

“For,” she kept on chattering, “we have everything to pack up: flour, and tea, and
sugar, and potatoes, and a frying-pan, and a tea-urn, and bacon; and we must start a
good hour before sunrise, as we shall be scorched going up that cliff right exposed to
the sun without a bit of shade. Now when I get to that bit of rock I can build a fire,
and you can go wrap yourself up in your blanket and go to sleep, while I take care no
rattlesnakes come to you.”

Thus she continued to rattle on, her imagination working and contriving, and fret-
ting, and torturing itself over the difficulties and untoward accidents of her perilous
exploits and dangers; whilst the little one would toddle along rejoicing in some flower,
nursing it tenderly, smiling upon it, and looking up with deep delight in her heaven-lit

eyes, exclaiming, “So pretty, so pretty!”
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Thus unconsciously, and without effort, had I drifted into this family, and become
absorbed into their whole existence, like a chip washed into a narrow cleft of rock. Here
I had floated without helm or sail; here landed high and dry, never to sail out again,
never to be distinct from those lives and fortunes until mother earth had taken them
to her bosom and wrapt them in her softest bed, and laid a mossy pillow over them.

And yet we persist in believing that we are guiding our own destinies, working out
our own ends, and bearing our own responsibilities.

Chapter VI. The Fall of the Mercede.

THE FOLLOWING MORNING, as had been agreed, I set out with Mr. Naunton
to visit the double fall of the Mercede, where it makes its triumphal entry into the
Valley by leaping a precipice of about four thousand feet.

The morning was bright and clear; the air exhilarating and bracing; and we cantered
along briskly.

“I must take you,” said Mr. Naunton, “as you are a lover of physiology and psychology,
and natural curiosities of all sorts, to see the ‘Man of the Mountain.” Methuselah we
call him; for, according to his recollection, he must have lived a century or so. His real
name, | believe, is Methley; and he has lived in this singular formation in the granite
mountain for fifteen years, without going outside the Valley; and sometimes has gone
a twelvemonth together without speaking.”

“What an extraordinary character! Pray tell me more; he will make a charming
study.”

“There are many different stories about him, and his motive for his singular seclusion.
The Indians regard him as a great ‘Medicine man,” and hold him in some awe and
veneration for his great prowess and contempt for all danger. When the floods were in
the Valley some years ago, and the water swept down from a hundred cataracts, and
roared through the plain like a storm-lashed ocean; when immense trees were torn up
and floated down like straws; when huge boulders came toppling over with the crash
of an iceberg, — this man piloted himself on a log with a long stout sapling for an
oar; and picked out from a watery grave some Indian children, and even animals which
had been hemmed in by the flood before they could escape up the mountain. Powerful,
skilled, and reckless of life, he is a wonderful man in time of danger.”

“And what is the secret of his life, that he hides it away here? — a kind of entomb-
ment before life is extinct.”

“Very much like that,” said my host, “for all he sees of humanity he might as well
be buried. Disappointment, no doubt, is the poison he has sipped; perhaps in love,
perhaps in ambition, — or both. Possibly, but not probably, in grief for some loved
one, for a man rarely becomes a hermit in grief for another, but rather in pity and
compassion for himself. A woman, like Niobe, may weep herself to stone; but a man
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shuts up his heart with a bitter resolve that grief shall never more enter there, even
though he should exclude all joy with the same iron door.

“But here we are at his castle gate, and I must sound the horn to gain admittance
or bring him forth. Do you see those two projecting rocks? between them is a cavern
some ten or twenty feet in circumference, and that is his town residence. When he
wishes for a change of air he mounts up by that staircase hewn in the rock, and there
is another chamber which is fashioned by that huge boulder, which, having rolled so
far, has settled upon those two projections, leaving even a loophole for a window, from
which it is said that Methuselah shot a score of red men at a battue as they came
in Indian file, dressed in their red paint and feathers, to scare him off their territory.
They had no means of reaching him except by this path, for the river is deep and
forms almost a moat round his castle, so that he could pick off his besiegers one by
one, whilst he was inaccessible and his castle impregnable.

“Having established this salutary awe, peace was concluded between himself and the
tribe of Payutes. That is many years ago, — before we came to settle in the Valley.”

“Halloa there, Methley!” he cried. “Halloa!” And presently some-thing peered from
the aperture.

“Methley, how are you!” called Mr. Naunton.

“How’s your health?” replied a voice; and an object very like a white mop ascended
about a yard. Then it rose another piece, repeating, “How’s your health?” and showed
a human face lengthened out, and displayed the figure of a man with very white hair,
and long beard. Giving himself a jerk, he rose another foot.

“Dear me,” I whispered, “how much higher is he going to rise? Is he a telescope, that
shoots out a foot at a time?”

“Something on that principle,” replied my companion, with a merry twinkle in his
eyes; “but he has not done yet.”

And the Man of the Mountain continued to hoist himself up in short lengths, hitch-
ing up his nether garments along with him, until he had reached the great height of
six feet eleven, as I was afterwards told.

“Good-day, madam,” said the giant, coming forward with the air of a grand seigneur,
without expressing the smallest surprise or embarrassment at the apparition of a
strange lady, perhaps the first who had ever entered his domain.

“May I help you from your horse, and offer you some raspberries, and wine of my
own vintage?”

I at once accepted the courteous invitation, and was led by my singular host into a
very fine fruit garden, trim and in order, as any market gardener’s. Here were peaches,
and gooseberries, and apples, and pears, and raspberries, all on the same gigantic scale
as the proprietor.

“These are all my family,” he said, pointing to them. “These raspberries,” gathering
me a large vine-leaf full, “are red Antwerps, — the best stock grown in New Eng-
land. These gooseberries came from Old England, brought over by my ancestor. These
strawberries were first cultivated by Martha Washington. This was Lafayette’s favorite
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pear, the Duchess d’Angouléme. They are not ripe yet, or I would ask you to pass your
opinion upon them.”

Thus he chatted on, piling up fresh fruit before me, his conversation underlying two
thirds of a century, which seemed to him but as yesterday.

“I should like to see the Duke of Wellington, if he should ever come over to this
country. I should like to make his acquaintance.”

“He has been dead at least twenty years,” I exclaimed, involuntarily.

“I'm sorry to hear that; he is a man I have the greatest respect for. Lord Chatham
is also a great man; if you have been in Europe, madam, you have doubtless met him.”

“I think,” I said, laughing, “he died some twenty years before I was born.”

“How very singular,” he observed. “How do you account for these great men dying
so young?”’

“The Duke of Wellington must have been over seventy,” I hazarded.

“Just so,” he answered; “the prime of life — the prime of life.” “They had not found
the elizir for keeping young like you, Methley,” said Mr. Naunton.

“Now, Naunton, none of your jokes; you know I am growing old. I feel that my youth
is past, madam, and age fast creeping on. I have to take care of myself, in fact, and
indulge in certain luxuries which the young had better avoid.”

I looked at his raiment, and at his habitation, and could not help exchanging looks
with Mr. Naunton, who seemed to relish the joke amazingly.

After we had satisfied ourselves with fruit, he conducted us to his castle. It consisted
of a spacious apartment, if I may use the word for a place that could not be called a
dungeon, not being underground, and scarcely a cavern; but yet I could believe that a
grizzly bear, in good circumstances, might have a more comfortable lair. In one corner
was heaped together on some logs a quantity of spruce branches, which formed his bed,
the covering consisting of a wretched old cinnamon bear-skin. An old chair constructed
from unhewn boughs of trees, and covered with sheep-skin for a seat; a tin plate and
cup, a large jack-knife, a two-pronged fork, cut from Manzanita bush, a kettle, and a
frying-pan, seemed to constitute the whole of the furniture of the room. The fireplace
was outside, on account of there being no fissure in the rock to admit of a chimney; in
a large iron pot he was baking a loaf, which he regretted was not sufficiently cooked for
us to partake of with our wine, — which, I ought to have mentioned, was drawn from
a large barrel which stood in the corner, and which was presented to me in a goblet
without a foot, so that it had to be drained ere it could be set down. To think of a
human being, much less an educated man like Methley, living for fifteen years alone in
a crevice of the rock such as this, was to me the most melancholy thing conceivable;
and my heart ached as I looked at the gaunt old Methuselah, with his still handsome
features, and daring eye. I wondered what terrible misfortune, or cruel fatality, had
driven him to this fifteen years of practical despair. I yearned to pour out sympathy
over that poor white head, though it did look so like a mop!

Mr. Naunton noticing my pained expression, led the way to a conversation which
he knew would bring the old man out in a humorous light. “When you have leisure,
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Methley, you must come up and see us whilst Mrs. Brown and the Professor are with
us; you might step in on your way to the East.”

“I shall certainly make time for that visit,” he said, brightening up. “I am trying to
make a holiday for myself to go to the East, madam; at a certain time of life, a man
begins to want change.”

“That’s right,” put in Naunton; “and you are going to bring home that young lady
with you. Well, give us timely warning, and we will meet you with wreaths of syringa,
a good substitute for orange blossom, to deck the bride.”

“We shall see, we shall see,” rubbing his hands, like two old gnarled branches, to-
gether, and chuckling with delight; which goes to prove that even in this rugged old
rock of humanity the sweet well of love could still spring up, and refresh the dried up
ruin with a bliss fit for angels.

“Well, come and see us any way,” reiterated Mr. Naunton, and we rose to resume
our journey.

“I wish some one would come and take care of him,” I said to my companion as we
rode on.

“T question,” replied he meditatively, “whether any reality would now be as pleasant
to him as the ideal he has cherished for the last sixty or seventy years. Once he did
leave the Valley, giving us to understand that he should not return alone. However,
when he resumed his old life he evinced no disappointment, and explained that he had
seen so many ladies who more or less reached his beau ideal that he was obliged to
take twelve months to decide amongst them. The ladies’ ages varied from sixteen to
twenty.”

“But,” I argued, “he might be taken ill and die all alone without a creature to help
him.”

“That, in all probability, he will do,” resumed Mr. Naunton philosophically. “But
is that a misfortune? or is it worth while to regret the inevitable? A wife could not
prevent his death, and at his time of life he is not likely to have a long sickness. For
my part I think those who die alone are better off than such as have their death-beds
surrounded by weeping and wailing friends.”

“How do you maintain that hypothesis,” I exclaimed.

“Firstly, because there are few who at the hour of death realize from their own sen-
sations that they are dying, unless well versed in the symptoms, and die as they would
go to sleep; whereas in long and fatal maladies persons are given frequent warnings
by their friends in order that they may prepare themselves, as it is called, though how
they are to prepare for the great unknown future is difficult to say; but in default of
knowing how, the mind plunges into the vaguest unrealities of horrors and fears and
intangible miseries. Their lives, if evil, rise like avenging furies goading them to coward
words of repentance, which they feel comes too late, for deeds of restitution are rarely
executed if life should be prolonged; whilst on the other hand those whose lives do not
rise in judgment before them have their last moments harassed by the misery of those
relatives who mourn their loss, which like all emotion is infectious, and the acuteness
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of sorrow is increased tenfold by the communicated sympathy of both parties. Death
is very much what we choose to consider it. A dead child looks as sweet and pleasant
as when asleep. I have seen scores of men shot through the heart or brain who suffered
nothing in death, and it is so with most diseases. They suffer from the disease which
carries death upon its fatal wings, but the death itself is painless; and except in a very
few cases, the disease abates some hours before dissolution, and the parting of body
and soul is calm and even pleasant. I have often seen persons pass away with a smile
on their lips.”

“There is a great deal of truth in what you say,” I observed, “for I have often seen
persons hastened out of the world by the agonizing thoughts suggested to them by
injudicious and timorous friends, and the appalling thought of the mystic future kept
constantly before their minds. Yet we remain in the hands of the Creator whether in
the flesh or out of it, and his mercy is not of to-day or yesterday but endureth forever.”

“Therefore,” interrupted Mr. Naunton, resuming a gayer tone, “if no wife turns up,
let the old man die in peace when the Lord shall call him.”

We had for some time been riding in the open meadows over a mosaic of nature’s
choicest labors; but we now arrived where the river was fordable, and our horses made
a decided halt to enjoy a cool draught of the limpid stream.

What rider has not known the pleasure of sitting on horseback in the midst of a clear
stream or river watching the eddies over the rounded pebbles, calculating the amount
of treasure it maybe hurrying down to the all absorbing ocean, and listened to the rich
mellow sound of the horse drinking — slew-eesh, slew-eesh, slew-eesh?” Whether it is
sympathy with the dumb beast thus made happy for a moment and communicated
back to me through his medium, or whether there is some intrinsic pleasure in the
thing itself, I know not, but I never could urge my jennet across a stream without
stopping to let her drink, if she wanted so to do.

After crossing we skirted the river as close as its serpentine course would admit, —
the valley becoming every mile narrower until it merged into a ravine on whose rugged
side a horse trail had been cut. The rock rose in gigantic tiers, bunch after bunch,
crowned with the richest verdure, and tall pines, which nevertheless looked like mere
twigs when seen from above or below, so exalted are the heights that sustain them.
Masses of rock and huge boulders, some of them worn round by the action of the water,
lay in chaotic confusion, as though the Titans had been at war across the ravine, or had
playfully been trying to stone out the course of the river, which, just below so placid
and tranquil, came roaring and foaming with a crash and a bound incredible in that
erst meek and gentle stream. By degrees, as we ascended, the mountains interlaced,
forming a deep dark canon, through which only the silver thread of the Mercede caught
the light; and now we could hear the thunder of the great Py-wy-ack echoed a thousand
times from each separate niche and cavernous hollow, till the whole blent in a solemn
roar like hoarse waves booming to the ocean’s shore.

No longer grassy green or silvery sheen in the moonlight enwrapping the glisten-
ing trout or caressing the smooth, white sand. It now bids defiance to the sternest
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scaurs and cliffs, strikes them as with an anvil, cleaves them apart in its headlong
course, moulds their jagged points into polished roundness, dashes through the small-
est fissures, and upheaves great mountains with its mighty strength; boils over from
bottomless pits, and flings itself wildly from crag to crag, with a whoop and a clang
that startle the stillness in the unsearched dome of Tis-sa-ack. Here it wrestles in a
chasm of dark granite, and seems well-nigh overpowered and inclosed, never to sing its
wild song again but in rumbling depths of the earth. But anon it has sent up a column
of fleecy white foam, curving over the boundary wall, and is off again in its mad career
to the valley below, where virgin lilies are awaiting its murmuring ripple, and merry
buttercups its laughing kiss.

All the granite walls in the world cannot hinder it any more than wise saws can stay
the youth in love. Days and weeks, and months and years, and centuries, aye, millions
of centuries it has leaped those iron barriers, battering them with diamond spray of
liquid hail, sharp and strong, and torn down the adamantine wall.

All this is only the prelude to the sweep of the huge cataract of the Py-wy-ack,
which, seven hundred feet above, takes its triumphal leap, spurning the rocks behind
it, and, spreading like a vast fan, casts itself over in a million tons of dazzling spray.

As we escaladed the dizzy height to the hanging head of the cataract, tethering our
horses some distance below, a thin mist, like illusion tulle, enveloped us, together with
the surrounding scenery, — like the nuptial veil suspended over the high altar whilst
the sacred hymeneal rite is performed, — and when we emerged from its folds at the
top, the whole scene was changed. A brilliant sunlight illumined the very depths of our
emerald lake, without a ripple or movement upon its surface. Nevertheless, it silently
fed that fierce Py-wy-ack, and was the mute cause of all this clamor and tumult. We
approached the very brink of the fall and looked down upon the avalanche, leaning on
a stone balustrade. We needed Kenmuir here to dilate upon the sumptuous glory of
all around which steeped my every sense in silent beatitude: the music of the waters,
the coloring of the sunset, the perfume of the syringa.

In rival towers on either side rose the lofty Tis-sa-ack and cone-shaped Tah-mah;
and leaning its spiral head against the blue heavens loomed the Clouds’ Rest, well
named by the Indians from the nebula which makes its home about it.

At our feet the cascade of diamonds gradually melted into a chain of twinkling gems,
as it wound through the stern and rugged ravine we had just traversed; and the narrow
opening was graced with the blood-red disk of the setting sun, looking in as through
an oriel window of rock to take his evening farewell of the earth.

Then we turned, and through the gnarled boughs of the oak and cypress we could
see the second cascade, the Nevada Fall, nine hundred feet above us, pouring out of a
white fleecy cloud which hung right above and seemed to form a part of it, as though
it fell from the very heavens an avalanche of eider-down clouds: so pure, so silky white
was the gossamer foam which rolled in soft cadences with slow and graceful motion like
the silver stars of rockets. So exquisitely symmetrical were the figures, descending in
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a single span from heaven to earth, that it might have been the realization of Jacob’s
dream, —

“The ladder of light,
Which, crowded by angels unnumbered,
By Jacob was seen as he slumbered
Alone in the desert at night.”

There was so much of beauty above, below, and around that I said: —

“T shall feel quite bewildered unless I can have longer opportunity of gazing upon
it and examining it at my leisure. A coup d’oeil is very unsatisfactory to me. To see a
beautiful object once and away is nearly as bad as not seeing it at all.”

Chapter VII. The Radds at Home.

“IN THAT CASE,” said my host, “our best plan will be to ascend to the Upper
Valley, and if you can content yourself with hermit’s fare, and a bed of pine boughs, I
think you may pass the hours until morning and see the cascades by moonlight.”

“Why here comes the sole inhabitant thereof,” he cried, as an individual with a very
uncertain step moved in sight.

“Ho, Radd!” shouted Mr. Naunton, hailing him in the distance, “How are you!”

The man named gyrated toward us taking off his tattered hat with a courtly air.
He looked to me like the figure of King Lear. His face had a wild majesty; his long
beard, and elf locks streamed on the wind. His costume was that of the Valley, shirt
and trousers, with the extra feature of rents and gashes. He was followed by a fine dog
of the St. Bernard breed, which kept close to his heels, executing the same evolutions
as his master, and maintaining a careful watch upon him, as though he feared that
every movement he might be called upon to help him, and that it was necessary to be
at hand.

“Madam,” said Mr. Radd with a deferential obeisance, “at your service. What though
a stranger in these unexplored wilds, you are as welcome as flowers in spring.”

I thanked him, and Mr. Naunton took up the parole.

“Well, then, I am sure you will do your best to accommodate this lady for the
evening, for she wishes to enjoy this glorious scenery to the full. Can you make her a
bed of pine boughs?”

“‘Aye, aye, master, that I can” —

‘Strew then, O strew
The bed of rushes;
Here shall she rest
Till morning blushes.””
Broke out Mr. Radd in a rich baritone voice that woke the echoes.
“Do you think she can manage to climb the rocky steep to your valley?”
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“‘As with his wings aslant
Sails the fierce cormorant;

So to my rocky haunt
Bear I the maiden.””

“Sixteen years a matron,” I laughed.

“You had better not let your wife hear you say that,” cried Mr. Naunton.

Mr. Radd shrugged his shoulders as though warding off an imaginary broomstick;
made three zigzag steps forward and three ditto backward, followed by Rollo, and said,
plaintively, —

“‘Come where the aspens quiver.’

“Here, Rollo!” he said, addressing the dog, “carry the lady’s satchel: show your
gallantry, man!”

Rollo approached deferentially with an expression that said, “I am only too happy
to be useful to a lady, but do not wish to intrude myself unnecessarily.” He took the
bag gently and walked behind his master.

We followed him above the Wild-cat Cascade and on by the rapids, until we neared
the foot of the Great Fall we had seen in the distance, and right at the foot of the
Mah-tah, thence up the steep side of jagged rocks and huge boulders where a “fierce
cormorant” to bear me up would have been no mean assistance.

Sometimes the poetic Radd would improvise a rustic seat from whence we had a fine
view of the roaring cascade. Sometimes he would conduct us into a cave, introducing
us with —

“‘Here, in cool grot and mossy cell,

With woodland nymphs and fairies dwell.””

Thus by degrees we wound up the rocky path, for far away above the topmost
cataract of the Nevada is a delicious little valley where the Mercede, once more a pure
and peace-loving stream, flows through a green flowery dell.

Soon we were pressing the primeval turf of this Valley which few human feet had
ever trod.

“This indeed is a surprise,” I exclaimed, as I cast my eyes around on the magic
scene of higher mountains, fresh cataracts, new groves, and again a lovelier phase of
the river.

“Yes,” said Radd, “Nature has donned her brightest garb to welcome the Queen of
May.”

“Bravo, Radd! Then how do you account for its being June?” said Mr. Naunton.

“June it may be with you down below in your march of civilization, but with us it
is still May.”

We now perceived a habitation something like an Indian wigwam, constructed partly
of the bark of trees and partly of canvas.

“T will not ask you to share my humble cot, but with these hands will build you a
palace of art,” said Radd, and he oscillated from side to side and finally dived into the
wigwam.
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“He is afraid to take you in suddenly,” whispered my companion, “on account of his
wife Nell, who has not the most placable of tempers in the world.”

Presently we heard a shrill voice coming from the hut, exclaiming, —

“I'm downright ‘shamed of you, Radd. You know we hain’t no ‘commodations for
folk as you goes picking up by the highways and by-ways a bidding to the marriage
feast when there ain’t none: not unlike as there might be if you was like any other
man. We might ‘commodate folks as comes as well as other folks down in the Valley.
There’s them turkeys I had this here spring as was as fine turkeys as ever was and laid
as first-rate eggs. Why, them eggs in cakes was as rich as ever you tasted, and you let
them hawks carry them all off just because you wouldn’t shoot ’em, and you would go
on with your humbug a calling of them falcons.”

Here Radd made his appearance bearing a three-legged chair, formed from the
gnarled bough of a tree, with a sacking bottom.

“I prithee be seated on this rustic bench, and I will twine for thee a bower of eglantine
and roses.”

Presently Mrs. Nell made her appearance, her face and arms shining brightly from
a fresh scrubbing down. She was an ungainly woman, as I had expected from the tone
of her voice, with angular limbs and harsh features; one large tooth protruding seemed
anxious to make up for a gap in her mouth, through which she seemed to speak without
the trouble of opening it.

“Good day, ma’am,” she said, making an attempt at a bob curtsey; “good day, Mr.
Naunton; yer welcome to the top Valley: we hain’t to say much ‘commodations as you
have below. Some folks has a way of ‘cumulatin’ things around, and some has a way
of slatterin’ around.”

Here she cast a reproachful look on Radd, the twist in her mouth strongly indicating
the twist she seemed inclined to give his neck, round which a blue neckerchief was tied
in the form of a halter.

“But you are welcome to all the ‘commodations we have.”

Meantime Radd was busy with his hatchet, felling pine boughs to construct the
bower, a feat which he accomplished in a surprisingly short time.

“I’d like a drink of water,” said Mr. Naunton to Mrs. Radd.

“Well now, Radd!” exclaimed Mrs. Radd, extending both arms to-ward him with the
fists partially closed, “have ye been and brought tip them lone folks and never taken
’em to the spring of as fine water as there is in the country round. Why, you’d bring
folks past the gates of Paradise, that’s what you would, and never let them know, if
you was a mooning over some of your crack-brained nonsense: the idee of bringing folks
past the spring when I left a tin cup there a’purpose, as mebbe there might be folks a
coming up, but you never think of nothing.”

“Rollo!” she shrieked, “take the pail and go and get some water, do! and make
yourself useful, forever maundering about at your master’s heels, lazing around. I
shouldn’t wonder if some day you began to spout pottery!” and with grim chuckle she
flung him a pail which he took demurely and walked off.
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“That there dorg has more sense nor most Christians,” she remarked approvingly,
“but I'm obleeged to keep him up to his work and not let him guess how smart he is.”

Her green eyes twinkled, and the long tooth thrust itself forward an eighth of an
inch. “Why,” she continued, “if it warn’t for Rollo I should never know where that crazy
fellow had been. He might put hisself, p’raps, over a precipice or down a cascade: the
Lord knows what sink he’d tumble into if it warn’t for Rollo: why he’s better nor a
nurse-tender to him. For Mr. Naunton knows well that he never goes down to that
there Valley below to trade off his skins but what if there’s a drop of whiskey in fifty
miles he’ll have it, and if Rollo didn’t bring him home he’d have been lying at the
bottom of the Specific Ocean, or somewheres else, this many a year; and if he war,
I’'m not the woman to cry for him. I’ve not lived around in mountains for a matter of
fifteen years not to know how to ‘commodate myself to circumstances. I don’t want no
lazy men around me anyways, but if it warn’t for Rollo I might mebbe stand waiting
around thinking he’d turn up somewheres.”

Here the subject of the eulogium appeared, steadily bearing the bucket of cold
spring water.

“There,” she exclaimed, as she wiped a cup on her apron and presented me the
cool sparkling water, “there’s a ‘commodation you can’t get in the Valley below. Mr.
Naunton, you’ve no water to beat that, I guess.”

“Certainly not,” said Mr. Naunton, “it is delicious; the upper Valley excels in springs.”

“Here! Rollo, where are you off to?” as the dog was furtively stealing away to his
master.

“T guess this lady’s to be accommodated now she’s here, and mebbe you think I'm
to do the whole business myself, but I’'m not; so just you grind this coffee, and look
likely about it!”

Rollo winked compliance, and mounted upon an old stump and commenced pushing
with his two front paws a double handled coffee-mill ingeniously nailed against a tree,
and constructed on the principle of a water-wheel. Rollo ground away, nodding his
sagacious head all the while, and made me think of the French satirist, “Plus je connais
les hommes, plus j’admire les chiens.”

Upon this hint of the division of labor, Mr. Naunton commenced building the fire.

“O, you're a handy man,” said Mrs. Nell, “but I guess I can ‘commodate you all
round; I'll just set you to tend this meat and see it doesn’t burn; I guess I can fix it
so it will be broiled in a jiffy,” and she placed a fine venison steak upon a forked stick
before the fire thrusting the other end into the earth.

“T guess you smelt my baking in the Valley below; you were right smart to hit on
baking day.”

She uncovered a pan of smoking hot biscuits which looking temptingly white to
mountain travellers.

Rollo had ground his coffee, and the fragrant fumes were soon wafted to our nos-
trils. A table was constructed of a plank of pine between two great oak-trees, which
formed over our heads a canopy a king might envy. Here Nell spread her stores amid
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a constant fire of invectives against her two companions and grumbling at the want of
“‘commodations.”

“T ain’t got no sarce to give ye with your meat; that tomato sarce as your wife sent
me is all gone down the mountain. Rollo broke the bottle as he was bringing it up the
Wild-cat Falls, so you might have got it back again in your water,” said Mrs. Radd
facetiously, again protruding the front tooth.

Rollo hung his head dejectedly, as though overcome by the guilty memory of the
bottle of tomato sauce.

“Ho! Radd,” shrieked his loving helpmeet, making a horn of her hand; “that man’s
never ready for his meat when his meat is ready for him,” complained Mrs. Nell, as she
invited us to draw around her hospitable board. “Rollo! off and fetch him this minnit;
don’t let him be dangling about there: I could a’ gathered a bushel o’ berries by this
time.”

With these words, Rollo in three hounds was on the opposite side of the smooth
flowing river, and in a short time we saw him carefully superintending the passage of
a raft, by means of a rope drawn across it, which conveyed Radd, who was carrying
an armful of blackberry bushes and two or three young spruces over his shoulders.

“There is ‘Birnam Wood moving on the castle,”” quoted Mr. Naunton; “Radd is
going to make you as high a bed as they make for a princess in France.”

“Well, I guess the lady don’t want to sleep on fifteen mattresses,” said Nell, as Radd
threw down his load; “you’ll pile her up as high as Mah-tah.”

Radd, casting away his tatterdemalion hat, took a seat, and Rollo, giving himself
a shake as a toilet preparation, took another, and looked as demure as though he was
saying grace.

Our dinner party was now complete, and we enjoyed it as no royal repast was ever
relished. The forked flames of the fire flickered over the foliage and brought out a
thousand fantastic forms and colors from the surrounding scenery; but long before our
banquet came to an end, the silver moon shone our brightest lamp, and again the
soft, weird, mysterious aspect I had admired the evening before was transmuting the
rugged rocks into smooth mountains, and the frowning heights to delicately penciled
cliffs, against the deep blue sky; as she sailed slowly toward the peak of Clouds’ Rest
she seemed to dwell upon it, and two tall pines growing on the very summit were as
clearly traced upon her burnished disk as though they had been transplanted there.

“Well, well,” said Mr. Naunton humorously, as he called our attention to this singular
phenomenon, “the man who was taken to the moon for gathering sticks on Sunday must
surely have planted them, and these trees are the result.”

“T can’t say as I believe about that,” said Nell sharply. “I guess if he were here he
would have to gather sticks most every day, and I guess he’d be hard set to know rightly
when it was a Sabbath if he’d nothing exacteter nor Radd to wind up the clock; for
he lets it run down, and we have to start the week like on Monday or Tuesday, just as
may be.”

“Time is made for slaves,” muttered Radd softly.
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But Nell had keen ears as well as sharp eyes. “I'm ashamed of you, Radd, talking of
slavery, after living a spell of fifteen years with a wife as comes from an abolition State.
I make no account on these Maryland folks; they are neither one thing nor t’other,
neither fat nor lean,” she said, looking fiercely at Radd, who continued to sip his coffee
stoically.

We walked down to the falls in the moonlight; they fell like an avalanche of sil-
ver spray glittering like globules of quicksilver, the whole arched by a delicate lunar
rainbow.

“A real pluie de perles,” I exclaimed.

“Or Naiad’s tears,” responded Radd, “weeping that Venus has usurped the loves of
the golden backed dolphins.”

“Then it is not true of the dolphins, ‘qu’on retourne toujours a ses premiéres
amours?’”

“No,” rejoined Radd; “amour only returns when the amourette is a” —

“Mrs. Brown,” I put in mischievously.

“Ah, that’s too had,” laughed Mr. Naunton, “to spoil the phrase and the compliment;
it should have run, ‘When the amourette is a Sylvia,” for that is your name I believe.”

We turned to retrace our steps, although I could have spent an hour or two in
contemplation of this fairy-like spectacle; but I was laboring under some dread that
Mrs. Radd, having accomplished the washing up of dishes, in which operation she had
declined both Rollo’s and Radd’s assistance, might be getting impatient, and consider
that we were “loafing about” the falls, instead of going to bed like decent folk.

We heard her voice long before she was discernible.

“Well, so you’ve come’d at last. I thought mebbe as Radd had persuaded you to
sleep there, to hear the roar or see the linear rainbow, or some highfalutin’ notions. I
guess you’ll conclude to lie down, ma’am.”

I assented.

“I should say,” she continued, “that a smart woman like you would conclude to take
a stretch in our hut sooner than that ramshackle thing Radd’s been piling up for you;
but ‘commodate yourself anyway.”

“‘It’s a bower of roses by Bendemeer’s stream,

Where the nightingale sings to you all the night long,””

quoth Radd.

“Bendamore, indeed! it’s the crookedest piece of water in these diggings, you bet.”

Here we arrived at the bower: it was a sort of arbor constructed of the arbor vine
and hemlock, covered with branches of the pinus ponderosa, which formed a roof like
a Gothic cathedral, with pointed corbels, hanging in live tassels.

The bed was made of spruce, with a splendid cinnamon bear-skin for a covering.
A miniature mirror — no doubt Radd’s shaving glass, whenever he performed that
operation — was suspended in a frame of oak leaves, and a bouquet of wild roses in
a vase, made from a curiously shaped pine-knot, chased in delicate arabesque, was
placed upon what I was pleased to call my toilet table, — a very handsome buffet
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made of a clean square-shaped pile of arbor vitae. The whole apartment was trellised
by the moonbeams, forming exquisite patterns over all.

This was really the poetry of camping out, and when once Mrs. Radd’s shrill voice
was silenced in slumber the romance was complete. I lay watching the stars as they
shone across my horizon through the pine boughs; and inhaling the balmy odors from
my fragrant bed.

The next morning I awoke with the roseate beams of day slanting gayly through
my lattice-work. I saw Nell in the distance cooking another venison-steak for breakfast,
and scolding all the time, — at least I concluded she was from the motion of her head
and arms.

Poor Radd, as usual, was not ready for his breakfast when it was ready for him;
but just at the close appeared with two chipmunk skins, which he had been preparing
as a little offering “to the first angel,” he whispered very low, “who has ever alighted
in the Valley.” He took the opportunity whilst Nell was throwing a heap of brushwood
on the fire, which roared and crackled briskly.

The skins were sewed neatly together, making a bag; the two little heads formed
the opening, and the bushy tails made a handsome tassel.

I said I would keep it as a souvenir of the Valley.

“What of the Valley?” echoed Mrs. Radd, who never could keep out of any conver-
sation whether she understood it or not. “I guess you might have found something
better to give the lady nor them bits of varmints; there’s the big cinnamon bear-skin,”
she called after Radd, as he slunk away, and, as he did not stop, she made two long
strides, and seizing him by the sleeve, she hissed into his ear, “Mebbe she’d pay for it;
you never brought a cent back for the last you traded off for whiskey.”

Radd gave himself as violent a shake as Rollo when he prepared his toilet for dinner,
and walked on unmindful of her.

We soon began our descent of the mountains, again crawling to the very verge of
the rocks forming the Nevada Falls, in order to look down over its rolling foam, which
tumbled like avalanches of snow, and dispersed into mist as it touched the chaos of
rocks below.

We gathered some scarlet humming-bird trumpets, growing on the ledge sweetly
innocent of the tremendous torrent rushing within a few inches of their birthplace,
that might any moment engulf them.

“Thus,” I said to our friend Radd, who accompanied us so far, under strict injunction
from his wife to make “right smart tracks back again,”— “thus do we often loiter over
the brink of the greatest catastrophe of our lives, careless of the gulf in which we are
about to be precipitated.”
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Chapter VIII. The Episode of a Kiss.

WE HAD DESCENDED the steepest portion of the mountain, and had reached
one of the level benches on which are situated those marvelous and fantastic grottoes
that must be seen to be realized.

The entrance is draped with the royal plumes of the fernus gigantia; the walls
elaborately tapestried with bright green mould moss, the product of damp and wet.
The ceiling is decorated with lichens that droop in architectural wonders. The floor
gleams in crystals and glittering spars, like a pavement tessellated in gems.

We had just emerged from examining one of these homes of the Naiads, when Mr.
Naunton threw up his arms in surprise and amusement, and exclaimed, —

“Well, well! if there is not Zanita coming to camp out with us. I low in the name of
wonder has she got Billy up that tortuous track?”

I looked, and there was the sprite riding a calf, tricked out as a pack-mule, with
a milk-pail on one side and her father’s hunting-bag on the other. She was quieting
and driving him by dint of kicks with her little feet, and thumps with a broken broom
administered at the four points of the compass upon the wayward calf; and was actually
at the moment piloting him under an immense boulder which overhung the trail, leaving
scarce two feet of path above a fearful precipice, at the bottom of which the Mercede
roared in one of its deliriums of fury.

“Good heavens!” I screamed, “she will be killed.”

“No,” resumed her father composedly; “a child that can guide a calf up such a trail as
this will never meet her death among the mountains.” “Where are you going, Zanita?”
he called out.

“Coming to camp out with the lady. O, don’t go back yet. I have brought you bacon
and potatoes,” and she produced from the milk-pail a very dirty ham-bone, rescued
from the dogs, no doubt, and a living root of potatoes, with soil and fruit clinging to
it fresh pulled from the earth.

She was greatly disappointed to have her calf turned hack again, though Billy
seemed to relish the descent mightily, switched his tail, and trotted on briskly.

As we traversed the park-like meadows, studded with massive oaks, and Mr. Naun-
ton was expatiating upon their girth and height as compared with trees in other por-
tions of the Continent, — these present averaging ten feet in diameter, — a sudden
light broke over his face (brighter, I thought, than the circumference of a tree could
animate), and following the direction of his eyes, I perceived the gliding figure which
had power to call it forth.

“My Placida,” said Mr. Naunton, in the most mellifluous tone of his voice, indicating
his wife to me; “she has walked out to meet us.”

When we approached, Mrs. Naunton murmured something about having come to
look for Zanita. But her husband sprang from his horse and kissed her; and the sweet
upturned face told me precisely, and without any circumlocution, what she had come
for. She had come for that kiss; walked three miles to have it thus much sooner.
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She must have longed for it and wanted it, from the pink glow of happiness which
radiated her whole countenance. If ever I should be tempted to envy a woman anything,
it would be such a meeting as this. If ever I coveted anything, it would be such a destiny
as this. They had only been separated twelve hours, and yet the time had been all too
long; and that she had hastened to shorten it was an evidence of that perfect union
of soul which makes corporal absence so unendurable; that wonderful unity of two in
one called wedlock.

I thought that here was fully realized the beautiful German appellation of “mine
man,” that seems to complete the full measure of everything, — not merely the endow-
ing with worldly goods and body-worship, which the marriage ceremony enjoins, but
“mine man” comprehends all his soul, his manhood; his whole being is included in this
possessive case.

How few marriages ever bring about this real possession. Of husbands more or
less exacting, more or less indifferent, selfish, unfaithful, there is always an abundant
harvest; but of “mine man’s” how few! And as Mr. Naunton placed his wife upon his
vacated saddle, and walked beside her, Zanita scrimmaging around in abortive efforts
to make the calf keep on the path, I fell into a reverie on connubial bliss in general, and
that kiss I had just seen exchanged in particular, — upon all it meant and contained
for her, or any one whose soul is in a condition to accept and realize so much felicity
cemented with an-other soul twin-born. Under such auspices I am of opinion with
Kenmuir, that we can realize upon earth something of the delights of heaven, which
preachers so kindly inform us is so far away as to be nearly out of our reach.

I look upon kissing as rather a psychological demonstration than a physical perfor-
mance; for creatures without souls do not kiss, and the lower grades of humanity, said
to possess soul in a minor degree, but rarely, and it is a mere rubbing of noses together
like horses. Kissing is the specialty of the human race, and has been held as sacred
from time immemorial. The blackest crime on record was rendered more heinous by the
treachery being ushered in with a kiss, and the tenderest devotion and most sublime
self-sacrifice is tendered with a kiss. It is one of the grand dividing lines between the
animal and man; and the higher a man’s nature becomes, the more spiritualized and
refined, the more perfect is the beatitude of the divine essence of his kiss. Then, if in
“the land for which we wait” we are to enjoy what we like best, surely it would be more
delightful to perpetually kiss than continually sing; and as to playing harps, though
melodious and graceful, a serious drawback is in blistered or hardened fingers. The kiss
between friends is pleasant; the kiss between sisters and brothers is sweet; the kiss of
a mother and child is a delicious rapture; but the kiss between wedded lovers is bliss
unspeakable,— “Heaven on earth,” as Kenmuir would call it; the spiritual commingling
of kindred souls and of all the divinity within us; the welling up of pure ecstasy, from
the eternal living fount of love, that God, the beneficent Creator, has blessed us with.
No wonder, then, that the faces of Oswald and Placida beamed with such infinite ra-
diance and light of joy. It is a talisman that beautifies all it reaches. A woman may
not have a symmetrical line in her face, yet will she blossom to the beauty of an angel
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when touched by the magic of a kiss. How often it is asked, What can that man see
in the woman to love — no one else sees anything? True, no one else; he alone sees it
all, for he produces it, and the glory of that reflection more than compensates him for
the symmetry of a Venus. Phidias was wretched because he had created all that was
lovely except the divinity of love. That comes alone from the Omnipotent.

In a few days my husband made his appearance, and there was great joking about
the important discoveries and contributions I had made to the science of geology. My
husband said he had no doubt that I should he made a fellow of no end of societies,
and have to tack the whole alphabet to my name.

I retorted that I could well afford him any witticism, for all is well that ends well.
But I adroitly set Kenmuir off upon a geological discussion about glaciers and moraines,
etc., etc.; for I knew they would disagree upon every point, and thus I turned the flank
of the Professor’s attack upon me.

After his arrival excursions became quite the order of the day. Climbing days, walk-
ing days, riding days, and boating, occupied our heads and our feet. We visited all the
points of interest, — in fact all was interesting for twenty miles around, — gaining
health and strength and happiness to the full, and we laid in a bountiful stock of all
for the winter.

Thus in content and gladness our Valley-life sped on from days to weeks. When
first I saw the Yo-semite temple, summer seemed to be brimful of all the beauty and
joy that any summer land could accomplish. Young birds were tasting life in every
grove. The great ocean of insect existence flowed on with amazing life and motion;
multitudes of flowers had ripened and planted their seeds; and each day developed
a new glory. Brighter glowed the meadows with starry composite. The deep places
of unmingled green became yet more unfathomable; groves of purple grasses, tall as
bamboos, waved in thickets of mint and golden-rod; and every plant of Californian
summer waxed to corresponding greatness.

I was charmed and almost bewitched by such a luze de beauté, and my whole soul
flowed out blending with the grandeur, like clouds among the tallest mountain pines.
When my enthusiasm had reached its highest point, fanned to red heat by Kenmuir, and
Mr. and Mrs. Naunton, for they were all Valley worshippers, the Professor proposed a
visit to the alkaline plains of Mono as a counter irritant,— “for my dear,” he said, “you
are just at that period of insanity when people form new religions. You might call yours
Sylvia-Brownism, or ‘Landscape Religion.” You can make yourself high-priestess. You
would start with more capital than Mohammed, for you have three followers, whilst he
had only two, his wife and his cook. Yet he converted a third of the intelligent world.”

“For that impetuous speech,” I said, “you shall go alone to Mono. I came to worship
in these high places, and my devotions are not half complete.”

“Why not finish them some four thousand feet higher? Mount Dana, for instance,
whose brown top is up in heaven always. You can build your altar there; and if you
want fire for sacrifice, some of the extinct volcanoes might be induced to explode and
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lend you their assistance. You could get up a tidy little miracle, if you thought well of
putting that in the programme.”

“You have not the ghost of a chance of my accompanying you now,” I exclaimed.

“I knew I never had from the beginning, or I should not have so recklessly hazarded
the chance. But I know who will go,” he said, looking toward Kenmuir.

The latter nodded assent.

“Yes,” I rejoined, “and you will dispute over every stone you come to: how it came
there! what it was doing there! its component parts, and if it would not have been
better had it not cone there! I think, as there are a million tons of stones, you will
get on remarkably well together.” For, although the best of friends, they were the
bitterest opponents that ever came together. But after a lapse of ten days’ wanderings
they returned, their entente cordiale being in no way destroyed, and shortly after we
quitted the happy Valley.

Chapter IX. A Return to the Valley.

IT WAS A bright autumnal morning in the early part of November, — the season
we call our Indian summer, and so richly prized in the Eastern States, partly because
it is of a certainty the last bit of pleasant weather we shall have for six months to
come, and partly because it is such a charming season in itself, combining all the tonic
of invigoration with the pleasant warmth of comfort. It is indeed the perfection of
atmospheric combination, as though it were a compromise between the heat of summer
and the cold of winter, to produce a short spell of at least respectable weather, in order
that humanity might stop grumbling for a while.

I was sitting in my husband’s study in Oakland engaged on some manuscript. The
sun’s rays streamed in through the window, transmitting diamond-like lines from every
lucent medium. It was now more than two years since we had visited the happy Valley
of Ah-wah-nee; for although a correspondence had been kept up amongst us, and
the Professor had intended returning there the following, and the present, year, yet
his researches elsewhere had monopolized his leisure, and I had not, since my valley
escapade, undertaken another solitary journey. The gorgeous coloring of some maples
near the study window made my thoughts take a retrospective course to the Valley,
and picture how beautiful it would look in its autumnal gala dress. I was interrupted by
Martha opening the door, and turning, who should meet my gaze but Kenmuir. There
was no mistaking his face anywhere, or I should not have known him in his broadcloth
suit and white shirt front; but there, still holding its own, amidst the fashionable city
dress, was the little mountain flower in his buttonhole.

I held out my hand with a glad welcome, and his old smile brightened his face; but
I noticed that it had faded before he had taken the seat I offered him.

“T have come upon a melancholy errand,” he said; “Mrs. Naunton is seriously ill.”

“T feared so. Do you believe it is really consumption?”
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“There can no longer be any doubt,” he answered. “She is wasted to a shadow, and
for more than six weeks has not been able to walk about. Naunton keeps on repeating
that she only wants strength; but she will never be strong again in this world, and I
doubt if she has many weeks to remain with us. I fear she will go, as she often says
herself, ‘with the snow-flakes,” for in the Valley,” continued Kenmuir, running off into
his beloved subject, “the snow does not drop down as in other places, but seems to be
floating in the air in large flakes, like a cloud of white doves just let loose from the
Almighty hand.”

“But when did the malady assume a serious form?” I interrupted.

“It is difficult to say. I presume it was one of those fatal cases from the beginning.
She never seemed seriously ill, and never was to say perceptibly worse, — yet she is
dying; and my message is, that she would like to see you once more before she goes;
and if you can, you must get in before the storms commence, or the Valley will be
snowed up, and the trail impassable. I have come to escort you in if you can decide to
go without delay.”

“Poor thing!” I said, “it would grieve me deeply to refuse her dying request; and
even at the risk of being snowed up in the Valley all win-ter, I must make the attempt
to see her.”

Kenmuir held out his hand and shook mine. “God bless you!” he said. “I thought
you had courage enough to do a noble act, and she is worthy of your sacrifice.”

“Indeed she is, and of ten times as much. I will go and speak to the Professor at
once.”

My husband never exercised any authority over me in his life, and never opposed
any project in which I even imagined I had a good object in view.

Thus the evening of the same day saw us en route, and the following morning we
lost not a moment in taking horses at Mariposa. But as we ascended the mountain, the
wind began to rise, and presently some heavy drops of rain denoted a storm. It was,
however, too late to return, and we whipped on our mustangs in order to reach Galen’s
Rancho before nightfall. The path was steep and rough, and with our best endeavors
and willing animals we made but little way; whereas the storm came on with a rush
and a vehemence that left us little hope of escaping its full rigor. Still we struggled on,
till a gust of wind and hail nearly bore me from my saddle; and a flash of vivid lightning
at the same time caused Kenmuir’s horse to shy, nearly throwing both steed and rider
over a declivity some eight hundred feet in depth. We, therefore, decided to take shelter
under a mighty hemlock, that would, at least, screen us from the heaviest of the rain
and the keenest of the wind. We drew a thick California blanket over our heads and
took patience. The roaring of the storm through the forest giants was terrific; the
creaking and splitting of the boughs was like the screeching of demons in their agony.
The bellowing of the thunder, peal on peal afar, and the mournful reverberation of the
mountains, might have well represented the denunciation pronounced upon the fallen
spirits.
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Our horses quivered and started with every fresh explosion, and shook their heads
under every new gust of rain and hail, which rattled on the broad leaves, that still
clothed the forest, like rifle balls on a casemated fortress.

Close to us an immense oak was torn up by the roots, and fell with a tremendous
crash that shook the mountain like an earthquake, carrying with it two or three hand-
some pines and spruces. So fearful was the uproar, and the whirl of hail and soil thrown
up from the wide-spreading roots, that for a moment I thought the earth had given
way beneath us and that we had been hurled into eternity.

I clung tightly to Kenmuir, for our horses swayed to and fro as though unable to
keep their feet.

I was nearly terror stricken, but my companion threw up his arms in a paroxysm
of enthusiastic reverence. “O, this is grand! this is magnificent! Listen to the voice of
the Lord; how He speaks in the sublimity of his power and glory!”

“I declare I am frightened, Kenmuir,” I whispered.

“O, nonsense!” he cried, “there is nothing to be afraid of when the Lord manifests
himself in his omnipotence.”

“Well, I don’t know,” I said, a little waggish humor taking possession of me. “Tam
O’Shanter thought on such a night as this a child might understand —

““The deil had unco business on his hand.””

“That was a drunken man’s fancy,” cried Kenmuir impatiently,— “the result of false
teaching. If they would leave the devil out of their Sunday-school tracts they would
make many a wiser and better man. By cultivating a fear of the devil they excite the
lower faculties instead of the higher ones. They blind the young mind to the grandeur
of the Lord by arousing his terrors of the prince of darkness. For my part I would not
have missed seeing this marvelous physical phenomenon, this wondrous handling of
these clashing elements in harmonial splendor: though I had to die next week, I should
thank the Lord for permitting me to adore this new display of his universality.”

Presently the rain abated, and although the lightning flashed from pole to pole, and
the thunder rolled like a mighty bombardment, the wind was not so fierce.

“We had better try and move on,” said Kenmuir, “lest you get a chill from standing
in the cold.”

The horses went willingly, foreseeing a speedy termination to their troubles.

We had proceeded about a quarter of a mile when both horses backed and sprang
round.

My heart stood still with fright.

A most unearthly wail rent the air and mingled with the rumble of distant thunder.

“That,” I cried, “is not the voice of the Lord. What under heaven is it? There it is
again,” I added, growing cold with terror.

It was not the crash of trees, nor the yell of savage animals, but sounded like the
wail of human creatures in anguish.

“Do not be alarmed,” cried Kenmuir, catching my bridle and turning my mustang
round. “It is something human, for there is a fire ahead of us. Let us go on and see.
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It must be the Macbethian witches, or else ‘Auld Nick, in shape o’ beast, playing his
pipes to the warlock dance.’”

We advanced two or three hundred yards on the road and turning a corner, we
suddenly came upon a small plateau of greensward and pine straw, when a scene met
our astonished gaze which might have dazed Tam O’Shanter. A number of semi-nude
figures were dancing, and shrieking, and waving old rags, skins of animals, and eagles’
wings around an enormous blazing pyre, on which was a human body tied up in a
bundle with knees and arms bound tightly above the breast; and as the motley group
danced around they uttered the fearful wail which had so appalled us. As my eyes took
in the diabolical scene I wondered if I still had my senses, or if, like poor Tam, my
brain was playing me some wild phantasmagorical trick, so fearful was the sound and
awful the sight. But Kenmuir pressed my arm and whispered, —

“It is an Indian funeral. They burn their dead, and this is the funeral coronach. They
believe that the heart is the immortal part, and that when the body is consumed the
heart wings its way to the everlasting hunting-grounds. There is, however, a peril of
the evil spirit intercepting its journey, and the friends are therefore doing all in their
power to distract his attention in order that the heart may effect its escape. And you
observe they are casting on the pyre all his worldly goods, and many of their own most
precious ornaments, as tributes of affection to their departed friend or relative; on the
same principle as we, more civilized people, put fine clothes and jewels upon our dead,”
continued Kenmuir with a slight sneer. “When the body is entirely consumed they will
gather the ashes, and, mixing them with pine pitch, daub them over their faces and
bodies as mourning, and wear them until they gradually drop off in the course of weeks
or months.”

“How very dirty!” I exclaimed, involuntarily. “Do they never wash during that time?”

“Did the Jewish people not mourn in sackcloth and ashes?” asked Kenmuir, “and do
you not cherish a lock of hair in your bosom, cut from a head that lies mouldering in
some damp, beautiful nook, and helps to manure the flowers you plant upon it?”

“0, Kenmuir! how very matter of fact you are; in some things of earth earthy, whilst
in others you are exalted to the seventh heaven.”

Feeling my nerves quite thrilled by the painful minor tones of the death-dirge which,
savage or civilized, breaks from the over-charged human heart, I begged Kenmuir to
proceed or we should be belated reaching Galen’s Rancho.

The rencontre with the burial of the poor Indian struck us both as ominous of the
future we were about to meet.

Our thoughts brooded sadly over the gentle spirit fluttering on the verge of her
funeral pyre in the once happy cottage of the Valley.

“You do not anticipate any immediate danger for Placida?” I asked fearfully.

“No, not within a few weeks, I hope; but hers is the only death I cannot bring myself
to look upon with philosophy. Her life has been such a beautiful calm picture, like her
name, without turbulence or disorder. She is the only person I ever knew who seemed
to be ever with God and to lean upon Him. She reflected the purity and simplicity of
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celestial things, and truth and beauty are mirrored in her heart. She is the living soul
of Naunton, and the spiritual life of his children.”

“What a blank, what a dearth she will leave behind her!”

“I should like to know why the Lord takes her,” resumed Kenmuir reflectively, as a
humid glistening came over his clear blue eyes.

“He bath need of that delicate flower elsewhere,” I suggested.

“Yes,” said Kenmuir, grasping eagerly at the congenial idea; “He wants to plant her
in a brighter vineyard even than this. The Lord has gardens of light of which these are
mere reflections. He will not sacrifice so pure a blossom for the benefit of any of us: we
are not worth it. I can easily understand that.”

“Poor little Cozy!” I said, “my compassion is most excited for her.” “And probably
you will have to exercise it, as Placida will no doubt leave her to you as a legacy.”

Here we overtook Galen on the road; he, too, had been enjoying the storm, he said.
He was carrying home on his sturdy black mule a fine deer he had just shot.

Chapter X. Ah-wah-nee.

WE SET OUT next morning from Galen’s Rancho. Considerable snow had fallen
during the night, but only sufficient to make the splendid scenery more lovely. Every
branch and spray was laden with its modicum of snow; often the yellow autumnal
edges of the leaves showed all round a little tuft like an opal set in a golden frame. The
sun was shining brightly, and the air was not so chilly as it had been the day before. So
that Kenmuir was very positive in his prophecy that the snow would soon disappear,
and that we should have a glorious Indian summer.

The trail was smooth and firm underneath its white covering, and the marvels of the
road were a continual surprise and delight. The snow seemed to embellish everything
and the air was so exhilarating, that had it not been for the thought of the poor sufferer
in the Valley, we must have enjoyed it with the lightest of spirits.

When we reached Inspiration Point the whole panorama was a scene of enchantment.
The mist was floating upward, tinged with all the prismatic hues. The granite towers
of the Valley seemed to pierce into the blue vault with their fretwork of pine-trees all
powdered with snow. Every nook held its tuft of downy plumes, and every vine trailing
over the rocky ledges was tricked out with fairy-like grace and clearness.

The vast Hum-moo was like a colossal Milan Cathedral, with its thousand and one
minarets, and pinnacles, glistening in dazzling whiteness on a ground of translucent
azure.

The North Dome was a smooth cone of softest white, save where the sun’s rays
had decorated it with a cap of bright cerise. Tis-sa-ack was crowned with a diadem of
unspeakable glory, and shone resplendent above all.
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In view of so much natural beauty it was difficult to urge Kenmuir forward; he had
that peculiar habit of standing stock-still and dilating on the manifold beauties and
pointing them out seriatim.

I was obliged to repeat,— “Yes, I see it all; but we must keep moving, for Placida
will be expecting us.”

Upon this hint he would make a fresh start, but the whole way down the mountain
was a series of exclamations of delight.

We put our mustangs to the gallop when we reached the level ground of the Valley,
and the crunch of their feet over the iced pools and the ring of their bridles sounded
sweet in the frosty air.

As we neared the homestead we caught sight of Oswald Naunton in conversation
with Mrs. Nell. Radd, followed by Rollo, was mooning about in the distance, evidently
in some disgrace from the solicitude evinced by his canine friend.

We soon caught the drift of the conversation, for there is some acoustic property in
the Valley that conveys sound far and clear as the famous Whispering Gallery of St.
Paul’s, London.

“Of course I paid him the money for the skins, Nell,” said Mr. Naunton.

“Ah, a course you did!” responded Nell, sharply. “I’d like to see the man as wouldn’t
back another to go to the devil right on end, and leave his wife to live on huckleberries.
I make no account on ’em no hows.”

“He said he wanted to buy groceries,” pleaded Mr. Naunton.

“Now, Mr. Naunton, don’t you go to tell me as you don’t know that he always takes
his groceries in a likid form! If it’s grain, why it’s whiskey; if it’s molasses, then it’s
rum; and if it’s berries, he’ll take them in gin. It makes no sort o’ difference to him, so
it’s likid. It’s fortunate the Almighty didn’t think o’ making the sea o’ liquor instead
o’ salt water, for he’d had it drunk dry if there’s many such swallows as Radd’s.”

“Well, well,” said Naunton, in a compromising tone, “he does not often get it, you
know; but how came he by that dreadful scratch on his face?”

“Wall, I don’t mind owning up that I do give him a claw-down now and then,” said
Mrs. Radd, imitating the action with her long bony fingers, as though they took an
individual delight in the performance, as a musician will sometimes drum unconsciously
on a table.

“I'm not the woman to go back o’ what I do. When he comes worrying around
spouting pottery and smelling like a whiskey mill, I know straight away that he bought
no more groceries nor he can hold in a mug, and I do give him a claw-down.”

Here Mr. Naunton perceived us and hastened to greet us.

“You are welcome, indeed, my good friend,” he exclaimed, heartily shaking me by
the hand. “The sight of you will make our invalid a new woman!”

“I’'m darned if this isn’t the folk from the city,” said Nell, under her breath. “Good-
day ma’am,” she continued, aloud, making a bob curtsey, “but you’ve fann’d out well
to come in through the storm to see Mrs. Naunton — afore she dies,” she added in a
whisper; “not that it’ll help her, for she is a gone coon!”
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“Nell!” called Mr. Naunton, looking hack to where she stood, her arms akimbo, the
most ungainly figure,— “don’t you want to stay and make some light biscuits for this
lady? She has not forgotten how good they used to be in the upper Valley.”

“You bet!” cried Nell. “She’s ‘good fat.””

Radd has once been a type-setter, hence Nell’s vernacular.

“Tell Radd to remain; your huckleberry supper will not get cold,” laughed Mr. Naun-
ton, anxious in his heart to keep the pair in order to give them a comfortable meal.

Here Zanita came bounding along looking like a big dragon-fly. Her long thin arms
and legs extended in opposite directions.

“That’s my colt you are riding! He isn’t a colt now, but he was once. Do you know
it?”

“O!” she ejaculated, eying me attentively, “you are the one that came before with
the man in spectacles and a big nose; you were mighty fond of adian-drums, but you
can’t have any now, they are all froze up. Give me a ride, won’t you? You used to do.”

Here we reached the cottage, looking sad yet beautiful in its frost-nipped vines.

So soon as I was dismounted Zanita had scrambled into my saddle and was off
careering about wildly.

Placida lay on a lounge that had been constructed for her in the sitting-room,
which, with this exception, remained unchanged. She looked as many consumptives
do, — very sweet and beautiful, without any of those painful disfigurements which
precede dissolution in other diseases. Her eyes were soft and clear, and her color was,
if anything, brighter; and had I not known to the contrary, should have pronounced
her stronger than when I first saw her.

Little Rosalind nestled at her mother’s side making up a bouquet of late autumn
leaves and flowers for her.

Mrs. Naunton received me with a glow of grateful pleasure that words failed to
interpret.

I took a seat beside her, clasping her white slender fingers in mine, and in those
moments I realized all the compensation which awaits on charitable acts, and with
which we ought to be satisfied.

Mr. Naunton stood by rubbing his hands gleefully.

“We shall do now, my darling! This is the medicine we have been wanting. This is
the strength you needed. Why, you are already worth ten per cent more than you were
an hour ago.”

And he stooped, partly to conceal the glistening drops in his eyes, and partly to
stroke tenderly his wife’s soft brown hair, which Rosalind had combed out all over the
pillow. In truth, the flush of pleasure seemed to give the invalid new strength and life.
Propped up with pillows she conversed easily, no cough disturbing her.

Kenmuir and the “squirrel” came in after a while, the latter explaining her absence
on the ground that she had to attend to the horses.

“Neo-wah, the Indian, is not to be trusted! I have to attend to my colt Jeroboam
myself,” she said.
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We passed a pleasant, happy evening. Nell doing wonders in the matter of cookery,
and Radd in the new role of waiter, into which his wife unceremoniously thrust him,
keeping us in continual merriment by his ludicrous blunders. Rollo also considered
himself bound to make himself useful, and carried in a basket of fruit, and any other
article convenient to be laid hold of.

“Ho! Radd; hold hard with the coffee!” cried Mr. Naunton, as the former was proceed-
ing to pour it over the pudding, in mistake for a dark compound Nell had instructed
him was “sarce.”

“T guess you had better look smart or he’ll sweeten your tea with salt,” cried Nell,
grimly, popping in her head, instinctively alive to the short-comings of her spouse.

“If there’s a wrong way and a right one, Radd alus pitches on the wrong. I make
no doubt he’ll try to walk on his hands some day, just ‘cause the Almighty has given
him feet. If ever he’s drowned I should never look down stream, he’s certain to float
up he’s so contrary.”

But Radd was too keenly sympathetic with the genial glow of friendship around him
to be troubled by his wife’s objurgations, and directly she was out of hearing proposed
a toast, —

“Our welcome guest!” And after dinner, seated round the great hearth-stone, the
pine logs roaring and cracking, his courage rose so high that he volunteered to entertain
us with a song. We all caught eagerly at the proposition, and after a timorous glance
toward the kitchen, Radd burst forth in his rich baritone, “Oft in the stilly night.” The
simple pathos of his voice and manner were truly delightful, and at the termination,
all begged for another song.

Rollo looked doubtful, went and sniffed about the kitchen, then re-turned wagging
his tail as an assurance that the coast was clear. Radd went on and sang us song after
song, making the rafters resound with melody.

“This evening seems like old times,” said Mr. Naunton, “and I will venture to say
that we shall have many of them. For the snow will set in finally in a week or two, and
then the Professor may bid good-by to his wife for the winter, for he cannot get her
out until the thaw comes in the spring.”

“I'm glad of that,” cried the sprite. “Serve him right for letting his nose grow so long.
Why doesn’t he cut a piece off like papa does his heard?”

“Zanita,” said her mother, “what did you promise me?”

“Not to talk, mamma,” and she relapsed into quiet.

“That would never do,” I resumed, laughing. “I must get back some way, for if I
should leave my husband for a month he would be mistaken for a debonnaire instead
of a professor.”

Here we heard Zanita in high altercation with Nell in the kitchen:

“O, you are a right smart un, you are, but you’re not a-going to put that here flat-
tail rat into th’ stove and make believe as I been a cooking on it for a ground squirrel.
No, no, I haven’t been around these diggins for more nor fifteen year not to know a
rat from a squirrel!”
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“You could not if his tail was cut off,” persisted Zanita.

“You git!” retorted Nell, “or I’ll cut the tip of your nose off.”

“They ought to have cut yours when you were a little girl, like papa cuts the puppies’
ears, to make you smart!”

Having delivered this parting salute, Zanita was seen bounding over the sward in a
race with Rollo.

“Young varmint!” we heard Nell muttering; “no need to cutherears. She’s too smart,
by far, already!”

“Radd,” said Mrs. Naunton, “I wish you would whistle in Rollo; that child will be
roving the country all night. She has not a bit of fear.”

When we broke up for the night, Placida whispered me that she wanted to speak
to me privately.

“Had you not better defer it until to-morrow?” I said; “after all this talking, you
must need sleep.”

“No,” she replied, “I never can sleep until morning, and if you will remain with me
Oswald will be glad of a night’s undisturbed rest, — it is so long since he had one: he
is so afraid of my not waking him when I want anything, that he never goes soundly
to sleep.

“Now Oswald,” she said, gayly raising herself upon her arm, “give me a kiss and go
to bed like a good boy, and don’t get up until you are called to-morrow morning.”

The “good boy” looked very happy, and did as he was bid.

I drew the manzanita easy-chair close to the bed.

“T will rest for a little while,” she said, and closed her eyes.

For about half an hour we both remained silent. I could not help observing then
how much she had changed; how thin and wan she looked; and how cadaverous was
the whiteness of her brow.

We were both roused from our reflections by a piercing howl from Rollo, repeated
at momentary intervals until he was quieted by Radd’s voice.

“Is it moonlight?” said Placida, “that Rollo bays the moon?”

“I think not,” I said, whilst a cold shudder crept over me. I did not like that evil
omen.

Presently she took my hand and gazed upon me with those deep dreamy eyes in
which the soul’s unfathomable mystery seemed to dwell, and said, very calmly, “I want
to talk to you about my children. I felt that I could not go until I had seen you and
spoken of them; but now I have very little time left here, — very little. I feel anxious
about Zanita. She is a child whom her father will never be able to manage, for the
reason that she can manage him; and she would, therefore, grow up quite wild and
undisciplined. You know her peculiar temperament requires peculiar treatment, and
also careful study to develop her remarkable talents and powers. She requires to be
guided with a firmness that her father will never exercise over her. I feel that we owe
more responsibility to her than usual from the circumstances which preceded her birth.
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“Oswald chanced to have visited the Valley in one of his sketching rambles and
he came back so thoroughly imbued with the marvelous grandeur that I caught the
infection and resolved to accompany him on his next tour; and, finally, filled with the
romance and poetry of our honeymoon, we talked ourselves into settling here. The
effect upon us was as though we had been semi-consciously transplanted to another
world, so highly was our imagination wrought upon by the weird and supernatural
atmosphere which surrounded us and in which we freely reveled. I am sure sometimes,
if our conversations could have been overheard by sober-minded persons, we should
have been regarded as laboring under aberration of mind.

“We built up a fantastic fairy tale of our own lives and dwelt in it, until it became
part of ourselves and our real existence. The common-place outer world, as you can
understand, living here in the Valley, re-ceded from our view, and we felt as though
an eternal separation had taken place; and for me it had so, indeed, for I have never
quitted it, — never been outside these granite walls for eight years, — and now my
body will never leave the Valley.

“We often said that it seemed as if we had died without the consciousness of the
transition, and arisen in the future life; had advanced one step into that heaven we are
promised and which I hope soon to see. I account for much in Zanita’s disposition by
these pre-natal circumstances, which give her a stronger claim than ordinary on my
watchfulness and care.

“I know, my dear friend, that you will not hesitate to undertake any charge or
sacrifice to accomplish a good work; and that if I tell you that I wish to leave my child
to your sole care, and ask you to fulfill the duty from which I am taken, I may then
go in peace and fully trust that I have done the best I could.”

I took the shadowy form in my arms and promised to be a mother to her child.

Here Rollo set up another fearful wail and woke up Rosie, who came running into
the sitting-room in her little naked feet to look for her mother. She crept closely to
the tender embrace of Placida.

“O, mammal!” she sobbed, nervously, “I thought some one called out that you were
gone, and I came to see. Dear mamma, don’t go! say you will never leave little Cozy!
Zanita says you will go.”

“Not until the Great Father sends for me; but not now, my darling. I will not leave
you; so go to sleep again.”

Stroking her mother’s hair with her little dimpled hands, she was soon asleep, and
I carried her to my bed, for I had my old chamber with the door opening on to the
sitting-room.

“T have only a few words more to say, and then I shall send you to bed, too,” said
Mrs. Naunton.

“I should so much prefer sleeping in this dear old chair by your side,” I answered.

“Yes, it is very comfortable; many an hour Oswald and myself have slept in it
together, — even, sometimes, with a young lady between us. He used to call it our
nest,” said Placida, with a sigh.
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“I have mentioned the subject we were speaking upon often to Oswald; but he
cannot bring himself to believe I am really ‘going,” and will not discuss it. Yet he may
understand what a boon it is to him when I am no longer here, to be relieved from
the care of that child, and will appreciate it then as deeply as I do. For my darling
little Cozy he will be all sufficient, and she will soon become so to him. Now farewell,
dear friend! I am quite happy,” she whispered, and pressed my hand with both hers
affectionately. “Be sure we shall meet again. Now I am going to sleep,” “sleep” — 1
thought I heard her murmur— “in God.”

I sat by her several hours, and her soft breathing told me that she was peacefully
sleeping.

I looked upon the inscrutable mystery of the fading out of life, but my mind failed
to understand or realize it.

Was it possible that she was stealing away like the tints of a rainbow? Vanishing
from our sight with the beams of the sunset, — silently moving toward heaven as the
moonlight creeps up the cloud-capped dome of Tis-sa-ack? So it was, and a vague,
supernatural fear seemed to thrill my whole being.

At dawn I returned to my room, having first awakened Mr. Naunton, to take my
watch.

I had slept some hours, when I was aroused by Rollo’s awesome wail. I stole softly
into the sitting-room.

“She is asleep,” whispered Mr. Naunton. Hooked at her closely; she had not moved
or changed. A celestial sweetness radiated the whole face, shadowed only by the long
dark lashes which drooped over the semi-closed eyes. Her rich brown hair circled the
saint-like head as in a frame, and on the parted lips lingered the ripple of a passed
smile, —

“As though last by angels kissed.”

But no breath came from them or stirred the delicate pink nostrils.

She was gone unknown to us all, we knew not why or whither. She had left us the
semblance of a saint to look upon as an assurance that we had once possessed her; but
the beloved Placida had flown, as she had said, with the “snow-flakes,” and, with all
things fair, and pure, and true, had returned to the hands of the Creator.

Oswald Naunton’s grief was of the most frantic kind.

He refused absolutely to believe the fact, and wished to employ all sorts of remedies
to resuscitate her, as from a swoon or syncope. Not until I took him forcibly by the
hand, and made him approach and look at her, could he realize the calamity.

“Look at her, speak to her yourself; she will tell you how it is with her.” He gazed
earnestly upon her.

“Placida, my mourning blossom,” he gasped out.

“Death!” was the answer written visibly on every line of her face.

He beat his brow and tore his hair, and raved in a sort of frenzy, staggering about
the house like one whose brain is surcharged with poisonous fumes. He was as madly
drunk with grief as an opium-eater with his drug. He upbraided himself, the Almighty,
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and every one around in the most furious invectives; his judgment had no more control
than that of a raving maniac. I was obliged to entreat Radd to carry the two children
out into the forest, and keep them there for the day.

Poor Rosie had sobbed herself into a state of exhaustion; whilst Zanita, somewhat
bewildered, was yet half enjoying the state of excitement.

She followed her father with a curious watchfulness that insured her mimicking the
scene at some future time.

“Father’s right mad because mamma is gone, isn’t he? But she said she should go;
she is gone to the Spirit Land, she told me so; and I’'m to be good, and not tease Cozy.
The rocks are higher there, and there are plenty of big waterfalls, and no bucking
mules. I wish mamma had taken me. Mu-wah says they are going to put mamma in
the ground like the cow that died; but they sha’n’t; I'll dig her up again. I'll work all
right, and Rollo will help me with his paws. She must be burnt on a big fire, — that’s
the way to the Spirit Land, Mu-wah says, — and have her heart taken out.”

She was full of the excitement of the moment, and kept on discussing it with every
one.

“Isn’t papa mad?” she exclaimed. “Will he go on breaking everything in the house?
I wish he would throw that pitcher of molasses at Nell’s head. She would fly round like
a wild cat.”

Kenmuir wept softly like a woman, every now and then approaching the lounge on
tiptoe to look at the dead. I had no time to indulge in the deep sorrow I felt, but
every once and awhile had so far to yield as to have a good cry, and then resume my
occupation.

Nell kept us all more or less in our senses and the commonplace, by constant sug-
gestions about “decent folk having decent funerals, and how it was unlucky that there
were so few people and no minister in the Valley to come and visit the body; that it
was a right sweet corpse as she had ever seen;” whereupon Mr. Naunton swore furiously
that no one should approach his wife but me.

Nell protruded her tooth, and sidled off into the hack premises. Just then old
Methuselah wandered up, looked in upon us from the lintel of the door, but was driven
remorselessly away by the wretched husband, who accused him of the murder of his
wife in having advised him not to take her out of the Valley when she first became
sick.

He turned away, shaking his old mop head dolefully. I followed him apace to tell
him that Mr. Naunton was quite beside himself, and knew not what he was saying.

“No, no,” said the old man; “hut when such young things marry and become mothers
there is little hope for their lives. I always said how it would be. I suppose I had better
come to the funeral though?”

“0, certainly; we shall need you to make one of the four to hear the coffin.”

“I could carry her on one arm myself, little sylph-like creature! Just like the Princess
Charlotte, heir to the British throne, who died the other day in her accouchement. Such
children ought to be kept in pinafores, and not allowed to marry.”
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“Mrs. Naunton had been married nine years, and the Princess Charlotte must have
been dead forty,” I replied.

“Well, well, time flies. It’s time I was thinking about getting married myself; but
she married too young, poor thing! poor young thing!” and he wished me good day.

Three terrible days we passed beside poor Placida, waiting until her husband’s
paroxysm of grief should abate, or nature become exhausted.

Finally, toward the close of the third day, I noticed that he had at last fallen asleep
in his chair, and, taking advantage of this to go outside the door to breathe the
freshness of the wintry air, my eyes were further gladdened by the sight of the Professor,
accompanied by Mr. Galen, of Galen’s Rancho.

Without my knowing, the thoughtful Radd had been to Sonora and telegraphed to
my husband the sad news; and, by a fortunate occurrence, he was able to start at once,
knowing how much I should need his help and comfort under the painful circumstances.

The funeral took place next day.

Poor Placida was laid under the shadow of the great tombstone shaped “sentinel,”
the only monument Naunton would hear of, and, indeed, it was a magnificent one. It
rose like a single slab of white granite, detached from the rest two thousand feet high,
and its oval form always gave it, to my fancy, the shape of a tombstone.

I took some of her best loved flowers and planted them around her. Zanita behaved
shockingly at the grave, uttering wild Indian yells, and protesting that her mother
should not be put in a hole like a cow, but burnt on a big fire of logs that Mu-wah
could make.

The Professor had recommended that she should be taken to the funeral, thinking
it would have a subduing and awe-inspiring effect upon her. But as yet we had little
idea of the wild spirit we had to deal with. Little Rosie, who was left behind, had
formed the idea that the procession was some sort of ceremony to restore her mother
to her usual state, and wept bitterly when we all returned without the coffin.

“O, where have you taken my dear mamma? Where have you put her? I would
rather have her that way, quiet, and not opening her eyes, than taken away altogether.
O, let me go to her!”

“She is gone to the Spirit Land,” said Zanita, sententiously; “but I don’t think she
has gone all right, on account of putting her in the ground. She ought to have been
burnt.”

Rosie’s eyes dilated with horror.

“And if you want to go to her, Cozy, I'll put you on a big pile and burn you up, and
you’ll go quite straight. O, wouldn’t you blaze!” she cried,— “you are so fat!”

Poor Cozy burst into a fit of despair.

“Zanita,” I said, “cease teasing the child. How can you be so cruel?” I took Rosie to
my heart and soothed her.

I persuaded my husband to remain in the Valley as long as possible, for Oswald
Naunton’s sake; for although he was now calm and subdued from the effect of reaction,
yet he was evidently a broken-hearted man, and would never be himself again.
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The light of life had left him, and only existence remained; and O, what a weary
thing is mere existence! Living until it is time to die. Life a hopeless waiting, and dread
speculation of what the next may be.

Chapter XI. More Than a Handful.

SO IT WAS agreed that we should take Zanita and adopt her as our own, or rather,
as my own, for the Professor declared that although he did not object in the least to
my having the child, yet he declined sharing any of the responsibility. She was to be
wholly under my supervision and control, and I was not to apply to him for any advice
or aid, further than the funds necessary for her maintenance.

“If,” said he, “you consider, my dear, that it is your duty to care for and educate
Zanita, and direct her mental growth, then by all means act as your conscience directs;
but I am not imbued with the same opinion, and I warn you not to allow your heart
to mislead you in this respect, under the very natural and feminine idea that it would
be pleasant to have a child in the house to love and protect. Zanita is not the one
to increase any one’s happiness. And, excuse me for doubting that, even under your
judicious treatment, she will ever make such a woman as a right-minded man would
esteem and love. But, as I said before, if you think that your sacrifice for her good will
prove her salvation, then, under such circumstances, I say you are the good and true
little woman I have known you to he for fifteen years, and you shall carry out your
noble intentions.”

Accordingly we started with Zanita for our home in Oakland. This journey out of
the Valley was one of the saddest rides I ever made in my life. Everything wore an
aspect of woe: the iron Tu-toch-a-nulah himself had a crushed and bowed appearance,
as though he grieved for the absence of the beautiful spirit that had flown away even
beyond his cloudy crest. The trees, and the few flowers left by the autumn, seemed to
droop and pine as for a lost friend.

It was one of those dying days of the year when nature seems expiring with a solemn
mournful sob; bright, beautiful, and glorious as she had been for months, she was now
a thing of the past. Hers is a state of transition: the end of one life and the birth of
another. Human nature, whose existence is still protracted, has an internal sympathy
with her dissolution, and longs to lie down and expire with her. Thus had it been with
that sweet spirit, so tender, so intimate, so loving had been her fellowship with the
Great Mother. The air was heavy with clouds. A few drops of rain now and then fell
like our painfully restrained tears. The piteous sobs of poor Rosalind, as she had clung
to all in turn, imploring to be taken to her mamma, and believing steadfastly that we
were going to join her as we had all gone to the funeral, still vibrated in my heart.
Every moan through the pine boughs seemed to bring the agonized cry to my ears,
until my heart was so full that it ran over. I felt then that I would give the world to
turn back, and take the child upon the saddle before me.
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The Professor, who generally followed the tenor of my thoughts pretty accurately,
though unexpressed in words, here rode close along by my side, and placing his hand
upon my shoulder, —

“Come,” said he, “hear up; you have done for the best; the child will be a comfort
to her father, and it is the only consolation left him. She will be much happier in her
old home than in a new one, and you have relieved them of a great trial in bringing
away this one, who is absolutely enjoying, in her peculiar way, the lashing-up of her
horse. If she does not break her neck over these rocks and stones before we get out of
the Valley, I shall regard it as a special Providence.”

I looked ahead, and there was Zanita curveting and whipping and curbing her horse
on a path, not much more than half a yard wide, overlooking a chaos of rocks and
boulders sloping down for a thousand feet.

“Zanita! Zanita!” I exclaimed, “stop lashing your horse; he will lose his footing and
go over the precipice.”

“Aunty,” she called back, “he wants to go over, and I am trying to prevent him.”

And she continued her exercise; fortunately the horse knew both his path and his
rider, and pertinaciously refused to budge an inch off the track.

“Do you go to her, and take away her whip,” I said to the Professor, as we exchanged
glances of meaning that my trials had already commenced. “For, although the child is
a splendid horsewoman already, and could ride a steeple-chase, yet I would rather see
her anywhere than mounted.”

Indeed my husband congratulated me when we arrived safely at Mariposa, there to
take the stage for Stockton.

But our anxieties were only exchanged, and not removed; for having allowed her,
under strict promise to behave herself, to ride alongside the coachman, she easily, with
that soft winning look she knew so well how to assume when she wished to beguile a
stranger, succeeded in persuading him to let her handle the reins, which she did with
such skill and adroitness that coachee was amazed and delighted.

Presently we heard the whip going, and felt ourselves dashing along at a tremendous
pace down-hill and around corners, the coach swaying to and fro until some of the inside
passengers began to get alarmed, especially as we heard peals of laughter from the box.

“The driver must be drunk,” said my husband, “but he has his horses well in hand.
Did you see how splendidly we came around that corner?”

Suddenly we pulled up with such a jerk, that the impetus caused all the vis-a-vis to
embrace each other. The Professor, putting his head out of the window, beheld Miss
Zanita struggling with the driver in her refusal to give up the reins.

“Zanita, you must come inside if you cannot behave properly.”

“He let me take the reins, and I drove splendidly he said,” so pleaded Zanita; “and
if you will allow me to remain outside I will not do so again.”

We had not traveled half an hour before the elf, as my husband called her, was
flourishing about on the roof and dangling the whip, to which she had tied a hunch of
dry sedges, in at the windows of the stage.
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“That ar’ gal of yourn seems an imp of mischief,” said a portly old gentleman in the
corner, whose nose had been titillated by the sedges.

We had now to stop the coach, and have the imp brought in bon gré mal gré. It was
a peculiarity of this child that she never fretted over anything, and no disappointment,
or crossing of her purpose, seemed to afflict her more than two minutes. Her mind
never dwelt longer on anything. If she were not allowed to amuse herself one way, she
was fertile in improvising another. She had clung to her dead mother be-fore she was
put into the coffin, and had uttered wild yells, screamed, and fought, and hit in a
frenzy to prevent the coffin from being lowered into the grave.

But the following day she seemed to have little, if any, remembrance of the tragic
scene, and it was doubtful if the solemnity of her mother’s death or absence affected her
in any way. She was self-reliant and self-sufficient; and it was often a matter of doubt
to me whether the normal affections had not been curiously omitted in her nature. She
never nursed a doll, or fondled an animal, or caressed her sister. She would make the
latter take a part in her play, but always to oblige herself. Yet once, when Kenmuir
had harshly ejected Rosalind from amongst his botanical specimens, Zanita seized a
chisel, and screamed with frantic passion that she would scalp him.

Being so much older than Rosalind, she ruthlessly took possession of whatever
plaything she wished, indifferent to the lamentations of the little one. Yet, as a rule,
she was not unkind, though tyrannical.

It boots not to tell of the hot water she kept our erst quiet establishment afloat
in; nor would these pages suffice to narrate the ninety-ninth part of her escapades:
how she rode astride down the banister, instead of stepping down the stairs; how she
connived with the cat to catch a mouse alive, and put it into the meal barrel; how she
would turn the water tap, and flood the whole premises; how it was impossible to keep
her respectably clothed from any milliners. She never could be induced to take care of
her costume; and of vanity, as far as fixings went, she had none. Gathers or trimmings
were impracticable, the latter were always en queue, and the former en feston.

I had to take her in hand, and make her dresses in one piece, with as few seams
or adornments as might be; nothing but back-stitching had a chance. Only on Sunday
could I venture to dress her as a young lady to go to church.

Even then the Professor always declared he was ashamed to go out with her, for her
hat could never be kept straight on her head, and often, if lost sight of for a moment,
she would have it tied around her body, either as a pack or a breastplate, or strung over
her parasol or umbrella, as though she were off camping again. In church she would
persistently sleep and yawn aloud, or chew up the leaves of her prayer-book as if they
were tobacco, making a tremendous display of spitting, and, if I gave her a handkerchief,
would cough and hark until she drew the attention of the whole congregation upon
her, and then she would flash out that elfish glance which expressed her highest state
of enjoyment.

She had not been long in our quiet home in Oakland before most of my friends had
come to condole with me, and delicately hint that she should be sent back into the
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wilds from whence she came. But the more difficult she was to manage, the more I felt
that her father was unequal to training her: with her headstrong will, and relentless,
fierce passions, she might drift into some fearful catastrophe or crime; while a judicious
influence and pressure might subdue and guide her to some bright career; for that she
was a child of magnificent talents and capabilities was undoubted.

Neither was it possible to conceal her mischievous proclivities from our neighbors;
for if once admitted within their homes, there was no further safety for them or their
belongings. She had sheared the tail and mane of the minister’s gray pony, which, as
his wife said, made it look such an indelicate, nude object, that she could never ride
behind it again.

Her reputation was thoroughly spread, when, one day, having locked myself in my
room to write letters, which having accomplished, I sought in the parlor and kitchen,
and was told by the servant that she had not seen her, but believed she was playing in
the back garden, or in one of the trees, her usual resort. She answered not to my call,
nor was she in the garden, or in the house; every room was looked into, every closet
was opened; nothing was found. Her hat was gone, and she was gone, and we were
all non-plused. I then waited for a time, thinking she had ran in, perhaps, to some of
the neighbors. After the lapse of a couple of hours, the Professor came home; but no
Zanita.

He expressed considerable alarm when told of the circumstance, and suggested that
a search through Oakland be instituted without delay. He arranged a plan, and we all
turned out to carry it into execution. We dreaded such a beautiful child being decoyed
into San Francisco, and that she would fearlessly go with any one for a sufficient bribe
I did not doubt.

My husband took one street, myself another, and the servant a third. We had a
young darkey called Beppo, or for short “Bepp,” about thirteen years old, who served
our small establishment as errand-boy and general skirmisher. He had been questioned
at first, and his great round eyes opened so wide at the tidings of the disappearance of
“Missy Zanita,” that I was fain to say, as I often did, “Do close your eyes, Bepp; they’ll
fall out some day if you stretch them so wide.” I now gave him directions to run all
about the neighborhood, a jaunt of which he was usually very fond, and try to find
Miss Zanita.

He showed his white teeth, and doubtfully rolled his head, which always seemed
loose.

“Missy am not been done gone far away.”

“How do you know — have you seen her?”

“I b’leeve missy an’t been done gone far away.”

“Nonsense!” I said, “go directly and look everywhere until you find her.”

“TI’se been gone, missis.”

Two hours of ineffectual search and we became convinced, to our horror, that the
child was not in Oakland; especially as in my travels I had met a lady who said that,
from the description given, she had seen such a child going on to the ferry-boat, as
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she came off that day. She had not noticed her dress, but had been struck with her
remarkable beauty.

Everything having been done that could be done in Oakland, and the police put
on the qui vive, as much as could be effected with that body, myself and the Pro-
fessor resolved to go over to San Francisco to trace the child which had been seen
on the steamer, and communicate with the police in that city, and, as we could not
conveniently return that night, we decided to remain there unless in case of her being
discovered, when a telegram was to be sent; then we could hire a boat to take us across.

My heart sunk as I thought of the child wandering in the purlieus of San Francisco,
and of the perils to which she was exposed: that she would readily accompany any
one or enter any place I was sure, for fear was a quality which seemed entirely absent
from her character. Even worse was the reflection, that she might choose to remain in
any den of iniquity where it might suit them to keep her, with all her acuteness for
concealing herself. I felt that, young as she was, it would take more than one adult
intellect to compete with her in cunning devices.

As all these thoughts crowded upon me, I was utterly hopeless, and began to blame
myself for bringing such a child out of her native forest. Communicating these thoughts
to my husband, who, in spite of all his repudiation of responsibility, still behaved
admirably in this emergency, he replied to my fears, —

“I would not make myself unhappy by entertaining those thoughts, my dear, if I
were you; for I think it is ten chances to one that the child has hidden herself for the
purpose of causing all this confusion, and that she will turn up in the quarter we least
expect. Nevertheless, we must follow up this trace of her.”

On the ferry-boat, no one who knew her by sight had seen her, but a porter at
the San Francisco depot remembered a little girl with very bright dark eyes. I could
scarcely keep the tears out of mine, as I heard this news.

“You know, my dear,” commented my husband, “there are a few hundred little girls
with beautiful black eyes who might be coming backwards and forwards to Oakland.”

We finally traced the black eyes to the street-cars; there the conductor said that
such a little girl traveled by his car and had paid her fare with a dime, but did not
recollect where she got out. As regarding her dress, he believed she had blue ribbons
in her hat. “No red?” said 1. “Well, maybe it might be red. I could not be clear about
that.”

“What! not know blue from red?” I exclaimed, impatiently.

“Well, madam, I guess I can manage to get through without knowing. I havn’t got
to garnish my hat with either, and if I want to make our glorious flag, I've only to put
the two together.”

“But,” I continued, in my anxiety, “can’t you possibly recollect which? If it was blue,
as you first said, it was surely not my little girl, and the dread of her having come over
to the city alone would be at an end, and we could renew our efforts in Oakland.”

“Wall,” said the man immediately, “I guess it was blue; now, I am about certain it
was;” and as my face brightened with the hope, he added, —
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“I'm right certain it was the color of your bonnet ribbon.” “Good gracious, man!” I
exclaimed, in despair, “that is violet.”

“Wall, it’s that, anyhow!” he persisted; so we went as wise as we came.

The captain of the police then told us he had seen, or heard of, at least six lost
little girls, all with black eyes, and had no doubt but that he could lay his finger upon
the one we sought in the course of twenty-four hours. He took down from my lips a
minute description of her appearance and dress.

“Yah!” he exclaimed, running his eye over the page, “I thought I had her right off if
it hadn’t a-been for them ‘slender limbs’: now the little gal I have in my eye has stout
legs and arms, and is a right-fleshy child.” I went on with my description.

“Yah! T have her,” he interrupted; “speaks rapidly, does she? No mistake,” and he
turned over the leaves of his day-book and ran down the columns with his finger.

‘There ye are, madam. Black eyes, brown nose,” —

“Hair,” I suggested, looking over the page.

“Quite right, madam; it is hair I was agoin’ — straight down ye see. A quill nose,”

“Aquiline,” I put in.

“Just so; slender figure, brown dress. There you are,” called the captain, tri-
umphantly.

“Have you got the child?” I burst out, overjoyed.

“T guess I have; I guess I got just such a one in my eye.”

“0O, take us to her at once!” I exclaimed. “If you knew the anxiety I have suffered”

“Here you are, madam! We’ll go at once. I knew that child belonged to decent folks,
professors like yourselves; so I kept her in my eye, though those people swore she
belonged to a dead sister-in-law’s cousin. Yah! I knew I should pitch upon it at last.
I’ve had that case in my eye for the last ten days, madam.”

“O dear!” I cried, clinging to my husband’s arm, “then it can’t be Zanita; she was
only lost this morning.”

“Not her!” exclaimed the captain, incredulously; and he again ran his finger down
the column of the day-book. “Black eyes, brown nose, — nose — how ? I mean a quill
nose.”

“It is of no use,” I repeated; “the child was safe this morning under my care.”

“Well, then, it’s a case of mistaken identity,” said the captain, “and I'll keep that
child in my eye till her rightful parents does turn up. Now, madam, I will just take
down how you came to lose her and where you think she is gone, and that is all that
I will trouble you with this evening.”

Having given our address in the city and in Oakland, and promising to call early
next morning, for which the captain said there was not the slightest necessity, that he
could lay his finger on her in twenty-four hours if she was in the city of San Francisco,
and “if she wasn’t, as a matter of course, why, he couldn’t, that was all.”
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We returned to our hotel anxious and disconsolate; at least I was, but the Professor
declared that he felt hopeful, as he had come to the conclusion that Zanita had not
been in the city at all, and was safely in hiding in Oakland, for there was no place we
could think of where she could be drowned or have fallen over.

“That child is the incarnation of mischief, and you will have to get accustomed to
her vagaries and not worry about her, whatever happens!”

“Her poor mother never did,” I replied, “and it seems as though she was the only
one who could control her.”

“Well, my dear,” said my husband, in his consolatory way, “I think you manage her
very well whilst she is by you, but unless you could influence her magnetically, and
exercise some superhuman sort of control, I do not see how these untoward proceedings
can be foreseen or avoided.”

I never passed a more uncomfortable and restless night than at the hotel. I found
it impossible to keep my imagination in repose for a moment. I was in spirit prowling
all over the country, rummaging into every possible and impossible place. She might
have fallen down somebody’s well; she never could keep her hand from interfering with
anything she saw. Had she walked out into the country and taken refuge in some barn?

I resolved to have all the out-houses and wells searched next day. Could she have
wandered down by the beach and been carried off by the tide? She could swim like a
fish, and I had a feeling that she could not be drowned.

After settling all my plans for the coming day I got a few moments of rest.

Early the next morning the Professor went around to the office of the chief of police,
and to all the different places where we had given information the evening before, but
without gaining any satisfactory result. The captain admitted he had not got her
rightly in his eye, but would no doubt lay his finger on her in twenty-four hours. We,
consequently, returned home weary and heart-sick.

Our woolly-headed page met us at the cars: from the grin on his countenance visible
far away in the distance, I rushed to the conclusion that there was good news, and
communicated my hope to the Professor.

“See how delighted he looks; they must have found her!”

“Bepp has a capability of always being delighted, and I doubt very much whether
the seriousness of the affair has as yet penetrated both the wool and the cranium. I
suspect his pleasure arises from having caught a glimpse of you in the cars.”

“Is Miss Zanita found?” I called from the car window as soon as we were within hail.
Bepp grinned assent and rolled his head in negative.

“What a tantalizing boy that is! Is Miss Zanita found?” I cried, jumping off the car
and seizing him by the shoulder.

“Missy Zanita no found; she am been gone in the night.”

“How do you know? If she came in the night she must be at the house now. Is she?”

“B’leeve Missy Zanita gone been in the night.”

We hastened home, Beppo following, looking very serious, but no more intelligible.
Martha, our girl, was standing at the door.
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“Not the slightest tidings of her,” she said, answering my inquiry, before I could
utter it.

“What does that goose, Bepp, mean about the night?”

“I don’t know,” said Martha, coloring. “He fancies he saw her, or dreamed he did.”

After some further talk we again took up the search. Martha went off on one expe-
dition, and I started to hire a horse and buggy to be driven around the suburbs. I had
not gone more than a hundred yards from the house, when I recollected that I might
require more money than I had in my purse. I at once retraced my steps, opened the
door softly with the latch-key, and was half-way up-stairs toward my bedroom, when
I was startled by a fearful crash in one of the rooms below, which sounded as though
all the crockery in the house had been broken. I thought of a strange cat having got
into my china and store closet, and rushed to the spot.

The door was partly open, and there, astride the débris of my best tea-set, jam-pots,
apples, peaches, dry tea, and coffee-beans, stood the lost Zanita, with a gleam of half
discomfited mischief in her roguish eyes.

“Why Zanita!” I exclaimed, “where have you been?”

“Nowhere,” was the prompt reply. “Has aunty just come back from San Francisco?”

“Certainly I have, where I have been looking for you. You naughty child! Where
have you been?” I repeated. “Tell me, instantly.”

“Aunty, I have not been anywhere, — not even into the garden to play whilst you
were absent,” cried the little witch demurely, attempting to make believe she had been
conducting herself most exemplarily during my short stay in San Francisco.

“Where were you yesterday, and last night?”

“Sometimes in one room, sometimes in another.”

I now recollected that we had all been away during the greater portion of the time,
and that she had the full roam of the rooms to herself. “What part of the house were
you in when I was calling you?” “I did not hear you calling,” she said, with the most
innocent look.

“How came all this breakage?”

“I was trying to reach an apple.”

“You could not have broken the shelf trying to reach an apple,” I said: and now
the whole mystery flashed upon my mind. She had mounted the shelf and hidden
away in the dark corner, so that a person coming from the light and looking in would
not observe her; and when she had found the house clear had roamed about at large,
concealing herself when she heard any one approach. Thus, probably, Beppo had seen
her; but there was some Masonic understanding between them.

“Now, Zanita, tell me, were you not upon that shelf?”

“T was just camping there,” she pleaded, at last brought to bay, “and I'll mend all
the cups and saucers with pine gum, and I'll put a stanchion under the shelf, so that
it won’t break again.”
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“No,” I said, “it will never break again when it is mended; for, in punishment of the
naughty trick you know that you have played, you shall not enter that closet again for
six months.”

This was a terrible infliction, for it was her special delight to bring me fruit and
cake from the closet, to which, no doubt, she helped herself. She made no murmur or
to do, but just turned round and began to fit the china together.

Most of our friends were of opinion that she ought to receive a sound whipping, and
that it would cure her of such exploits, but, besides doubting the wisdom of Solomon
in general as to the use of the rod, in this special case it would have been the climax
of evil. Fear of anything would never deter her accomplishing whatever she had set
her heart upon, but a constant privation was what she could less endure. She was
passionately fond of good things to eat, and for this gratification she was likely to
sacrifice the other propensity to mischief.

At this juncture of affairs the Professor came in, and I hastened to in-form him
of the manner of the discovery. He was not a man of many words and said nothing,
except his expressive little “Humph, humph!”

Zanita pretended hard to appear as though unconcerned in the conversation, but
under her long dark lashes she was keeping a keen watch upon the Professor, like a
wary dog guarding an enemy that might turn out dangerous. But she avoided meeting
his eye. There was a struggle for mastery silently going on between the child and the
man, very curious to observe.

He was making her aware that no such pranks could be safely played with him or
anything appertaining to him. Unconsciously, she was trying to repudiate this impres-
sion, and reviewing in her mind how she could create a disturbance in his geological
and botanical specimens. That she would fall foul of his study some day had been my
fear and dread since she had entered the house. But my comfiture and pickle closet
had been the first victim.

Presently the eyes of the silent and fierce combatants met, and Zanita received a
glance which made her dark orbs droop and quiver. She turned away with that peculiar
laugh of hers, half glower and half leer, and the contortion which came over her delicate
and already expressive little face said as plainly as if spoken in words, —

“T see I must not come in collision with you, but there is mischief enough to beat
outside your study, and I'll circumvent you in many a way you don’t think of.”

My husband and I exchanged glances of intelligence.

“It is very hard for you, my dear,” he said, laying his hand on my shoulder, “but
courage! you have to meet the ordeal you have undertaken.”

“It seems to me,” he added, sitting down on the lounge beside me, as he always did
for a cozy chat,— “it seems to me a problem which I cannot solve. To start with the
beneficence of Providence, it is a mystery that He should burden a poor child with
such a character from no fault of any one that we can see, unless one is lugged out
from some of the remote relics of her dead ancestors and bequeathed to her as a legacy,
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for neither her father nor mother had any of these peculiar traits. It is the unnatural
development of the organs of destructiveness, secretiveness, and ideality.”

“Admitted; but her mother was not secretive, perhaps a little reticent from timidity,
but simple and truthful as a May morning, and her ideality was of the most spiritual
and angelic character; and her father is as honest and upright as day, — a man without
guile.”

“Where, then, does she get her inaptitude, or, I may say, her incapacity, for truth?”

“It is her want of conscientiousness,” I replied.

“Allowed,” returned my husband; “hut how are you going to supply it? Don’t you
admit that it is a misfortune to be born without conscientiousness?”

“Certainly I do; but by cultivating that organ and repressing destructiveness, I hope,
in a measure, to counteract the misfortune.”

“Well,” said the Professor, smiling, “we shall see who has the best success: I with
my cabinet, or you with your china closet.”

Here we were interrupted by Martha’s voice, exclaiming, —

“My, my! if you ain’t a little cuss! I never did! I wish you were my child; I'd spank
you while I could stand over you — that I would!”

“No you wouldn’t,” retorted Zanita; “I'd just put matches and pow-der under your
bed if you were my mother, and blow you up in blazes.”

“I’ll bet you would; there’s nothing impish that’ll beat you. Where have you been?”

“Nowhere,” cried Zanita. “I've never been out of the house. But you have; you’ve
been out all night, and I'll tell aunty of you if you don’t leave me alone.”

“Drat the child! she must be a witch: how do you know?”

Zanita let fly her elfin fire, but said nothing.

Here I called Martha and explained the situation.

“And were you out, Martha?” I inquired.

“True for you, ma’am, I was: I'm sorry I left the house when you and the Professor
was out, but it happened just this how. I fell asleep in my chair right early, and
was awoke by a queer-like noise that set all my hair up, and I come out in a reg’lar
perspiration: it was the strangest kind of thing. First, as though something had tickled
my face, like the cat’s tail, ma’am, but when I got up there was no cat, and I heard the
strangest noise — well, more like the spirits in Purgatory than anything I can think
of.”

Here Zanita, her face buried in the sofa cushions, was shaking with suppressed
merriment.

“Zanita! what is the matter; do you know anything about it?”

“No, nothing, aunty,” said the child, looking up as grave as a judge, her great dark
eyes troubled as though mischief had never been reflected from the same orbs.

“Well, ma’am, as I was saying, I just made tracks out of the door to fetch up Bepp,
and then I bethinks me that if it was any of the brood of Satan, why a nigger might
be the best to help him, both being of the same color like. So I just stepped into Mrs.
Waddy’s, next door, and found Jane sitting up, ironing; and she said, said she, that
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even with a hot iron she’d not like to face such a dispensation of Providence as spirits
in Purgatory appearing in acshul presence as they are allowed to do, you know ma’am,
on All-Hallow’s Eve. So the long and short of it is, I slept with Jane, and I’ve not seen
the cat this morning, and I do confess and believe that the devil and all his works have
taken it.”

At this avowal of faith another convulsion from Zanita confirmed the idea I had
formed of this tragic story.

“Now, Zanita,” I said, “tell me where the cat is!”

“You bet she’ll know if any one does. I'm blessed if she ain’t in telegrammatical
communication with the devil, as is a growling lion as she is, always a talking about
in them forests where she comes from.”

“Where is the cat, Zanita?” I repeated.

Zanita cast down her eyes and twined her slender fingers, as she was in the habit
of doing when seeking for a plausible subterfuge.

To my reiterated question she answered, “Oh, it was probably a tiger-cat, a great
frightful striped thing that came down to the cottage at home in heavy snowstorms.
Ah! Martha, it’s a wonder it didn’t tear your eyes out and your hair off, specially your
waterfall that’s just like a bird’s-nest, and the tiger-cat would think there were young
ones in it, and would eat it all up, and you too,” she concluded, her eyes gleaming with
delight at the horror and disgust expressed by Martha as she re-fixed her waterfall.

I could scarcely keep from laughing, but I said, gravely, —

“Zanita, that will not do. You must tell me where the cat is!”

“Well, then,” she said, throwing her arms about me with her sweetest manner, “may
I go into the closet again if I tell?”

“No! certainly you cannot; but you must tell all the same.”

Having retreated behind her last fastness and unable to make terms, she yielded at
discretion and whispered, —

“In the wood-shed.”

“Come, then,” I said, taking her hand, “let us find her.”

We all went into the wood-shed, and there, as pointed out by my protege, in a barrel,
the lid heavily weighted by a lump of coal, lay poor pussy, still and lifeless, with my
gilt leather cincture, to which a buckle was attached, drawn tightly round her neck.

To our mutual exclamations of horror, Zanita replied, —

“I put a pretty collar on her, aunty; you said she should have a pretty collar.”

“Don’t say a word, you naughty child; how could you be so cruel as to kill poor
Kitty?”

“T didn’t kill her. I only pulled the strap to stop her making a noise and waking
Martha.”

“Yes, whilst you tickled her face with pussy’s tail!”

I took the poor kitten on my lap and unfastened the strap, and made Zanita stand
and look at her while I appealed to her higher and softer feelings. I represented the
suffering of the kitten and how playful and cunning she had ever been.
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“She scratched me, once!” said Zanita.

I used my utmost eloquence, and pictured the death of the kitten in the most
pathetic strain. It was all in vain; not a tear could I win, not an expression of sorrow
or remorse flickered for an instant over her statue-like face. She coolly turned to Martha
and said,

“Martha, won’t you skin it, just like you do the rabbits, and let me have the skin
to make cuffs like aunty’s, to wear in snow time.”

I gave up trying to excite any tenderness as quite hopeless, and carried the cat to
the Professor, who had been in his study all the time. To my great relief he pronounced
the animal not dead.

“It is a case of suspended animation, and possibly we may resuscitate her.”

The Professor went to work, with a little science and more good-will, and poor
pussy was soon crawling about, — very languidly at first, but rapidly gaining strength,
and bearing no malice toward Miss Zanita.

Children who are already callous to the delicate emotions, without a clear sense of
justice or right, do not recognize the punishment of the rod as retributive, but only
as an exercise of power which they set themselves to defeat by every means within
their grasp. They do not resolve never again to commit the act for which they have
been punished, but they determine to so plan and plot, to so lie and deceive, that
they shall never again be caught. Thus they are not improved, but rendered ten times
more vicious than before. Boys, especially, are often fearless and take delight in daring
a danger, which, if incurred, will assuredly bring them pain. They know when they
climb trees they may fall and break their limbs, and suffer weeks of confinement and
agony; but no boy was ever deterred from climbing by fear of consequences, or from
stealing apples by fear of a whipping, even though he has suffered from either: he
merely acts with more caution in placing his footing, or waits till it is darker, or the
owner of the apples more distant.

If Zanita had been whipped she would have taken the first opportunity of practicing
the same infliction on the cat, or dog, or child over whom she might have control. I
should have been in terror lest somebody’s baby would be found beaten to death with
the stair rod or hand broom, so vindictive and hard was her nature. Pain and suffering
in another seemed to afford her absolute pleasure, — like the Queen Joanna of Naples,
who is said to have had her lover tortured to death before her eyes. I did not doubt
that my protégé possessed much the same disposition, and would exercise it with the
same gusto when she had the power.

To counteract this idiosyncrasy I endeavored to exclude her from the sight or knowl-
edge of any act of cruelty, for even the killing of bears, snakes, and wild animals, in her
forest life, had already had a most baneful effect on her character. Life of bird, beast,
or man was alike indifferent to her. She was as callous about her mother’s death as
about that of her favorite calf or dog.

“How did she die?” she would ask me over and over again, when I mentioned the
subject. If I could have told her she had been shot, or fallen off Tu-tock-a-nulah,
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or drowned in the Mercede, she would have taken great interest in the subject; but
she lacked sympathy and even appreciation of her sweet, saint-like mother. She could
perceive no beauty in earth, or sky, or rock, or river, nor yet in her own exquisite face.

“Aunty,” she said one day, “that little girl at Waddy’s says I'm not as pretty as she
is, because she has got light hair like Cozy. Isn’t that rubbish? Who cares about being
pretty! I can jump three times as high as she can, and throw a stone and hit any one
chicken you like to say.”

“No, indeed, I do not like ‘to say’; and you must not throw at the chickens.”

In many ways she had the character of a boy. She was never known to cry, and I
have seen her, as a little one, bruised all over, show up her wounds and scratches, and
even glory in them.

“You never had such a deep cut as that!” she would cry, exultingly.

Some days she would limp and explain to every one that a large rock had rolled
over and crushed her foot.

Chapter XII. Breaches of Decorum.

BUT MY CHIEF and most formidable difficulties arose in respect of her religious
training. She was lamentably deficient in the organ of veneration, and as she had never
seen a church or perhaps never heard of one, until she came to Oakland, it was difficult
to teach her any sort of reverence for the holy building.

“Why is it naughty to laugh in church, aunty?” she would say to my lecture on good
behavior in the sacred edifice.

“Because it is the house of God, and you ought to behave respectfully in it.”

“Is God there?”

“Yes, He dwells therein.”

“Mamma told me no one had ever seen God. Why didn’t He have a house in the
Valley?”

“No, no one has ever seen Him, for He is a Spirit, and invisible to human eyes. But
He has promised that when even two or three assemble together in His name He will
be amongst them.”

“O, then it’s for the people,” cried Zanita, — jumping at once at the Quaker prin-
ciple of a meeting-house. “Why doesn’t God come here then when you and I, and the
Professor and Martha, say our prayers?”

“He does.”

“Then I suppose,” she remarked, with a merry twinkle of her elfin eyes, “He wouldn’t
like me to laugh here; but I must laugh somewhere; perhaps then in the stable would
be best.”

She suddenly assumed a grave, anxious expression, as though she were really
earnestly wishful to accommodate the Almighty. I could not keep my countenance,
and was obliged to change the subject.
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Not having been brought up to go to church, she could never be made to understand
its importance and the gravity of the matter; and her keen and pertinent observations
made it exceedingly difficult to inculcate the formalities of religion.

But a climax of all arrived shortly, when the clergyman himself was obliged to take
her in hand.

There was a little boy, a neighbor’s child, with whom Zanita would take it into her
head to play for a week together, and then drop him, and take up with a little girl on
the other side of the street. He was a chubby, sturdy little fellow, with innocent blue
eyes, that never knew a glint of mischief Being two years younger than Zanita, she
made a complete cats-paw of him, compelling him to become the particeps criminis
in all her mischief, and then, as with Cozy, made him the scapegoat. “Tommy did it,”
was always her defense for every misdemeanor.

One Sunday morning — I shall never forget it, as it witnessed one of the most absurd
mortifications of my life — I had made her quite neat, and succeeded in keeping her
clean until church-time.

“O, aunty, Tommy and I want to walk to church together, and his mother says we
may.”

“Very well,” I said; “take him by the hand and walk straight, and don’t touch any-
thing by the way.”

She started off. She wore a scarlet merino dress handsomely braided and trimmed,
and a soft white velvet hat with white feathers — she looked dazzlingly beautiful; and
people could not help regarding her admiringly when she went out in this costume.

The Professor and myself walked on to church, which was not two hundred yards
distant. Zanita was not there when we arrived. Presently the Dicksons, Tommy’s par-
ents, came in. I had arranged the books, and found the Sunday of the month, when I
became aware of a strange rustling, and something which sounded like a titter through
the congregation. The minister had just entered, and fixed his large gray eyes on some
object in questioning surprise. I hastily turned, and there were the children walking
slowly down the aisle, hand in hand, as though duly impressed with the solemnity of
the moment; but they had changed costumes. Tommy was arrayed in Zanita’s scarlet
dress; and she in Tommy’s knickerbockers and jacket, covered with a formidable ar-
ray of bright buttons; his little hat set jauntily on her hair, and the poor little fellow
completely overpowered by the velvet and plumes.

Two such ridiculous little mummers never before tickled the fancy of a pious con-
gregation. Tommy’s dress was much too long for him, and Zanita’s pants indecorously
short. He walked on in good faith; but she was acting, splendidly, and no one could
have told from her countenance that she was conscious of her grotesqueness.

The congregation had to bury their faces in their pews as at the first prayer. Mrs.
Dickson and myself made a rush each to our metamorphosed brats, and bore them
rapidly out of the church; Mrs. Dickson, who was a portly woman, becoming purple
in the face with shame and horror, and the shaking of poor Tommy until he was the
color of his dress. And both bid fair to have a stroke of apoplexy.
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“Zanita!” I said severely, when we were outside the church, “I am ashamed of you.”

“Tommy,” she began, assuming a scandalized air,— “Tommy wanted” —

“No,” I interrupted; “don’t attempt to put the blame on Tommy; you know perfectly
well you alone are responsible for the whole.”

“Well, aunty,” she cried remonstratingly, shifting her tactics, “you know you said
yourself that Tommy should have been a girl, and that it was a mistake that I was not
a boy. So I told Tommy what you said, and he said ‘Yes,” and then of course I had to
put his clothes on when he had mine.”

“T’ll give him a right good spanking,” cried Mrs. Dickson.

Zanita laughed, and seemed in prospect to enjoy it. At Mr. Dickson’s house, which
was fortunately quite near at hand, we changed the respective garments again.

“Aunty,” said Zanita, whose irrepressible temperament could never be subdued for
a moment, “were not all the people naughty to-day in church?”

“Why?” T asked.

“0O, they all laughed so much: wasn’t it shocking!”

I explained that the shocking part was the one who had made them laugh.

The following day I intended calling upon our minister, and making what explana-
tion and apology I could. But he anticipated me, and came in during the morning.

He said that the child had an extraordinary sense of humor; but that it ought to
be repressed, and that he would like to speak to her. I sent for her. She came in biting
the end of her apron, hanging her head, and affecting the greatest shyness.

The minister eyed her approvingly; he thought his imposing presence had subdued
her; but I had no such hope. He was a large heavy man, with dark hair and bilious
complexion: the most prominent feature of his face was a decided hook-nose; his eyes,
of an exceedingly neutral gray, were set in a pair of tortoise-shell spectacles, which
gave him the look of some wonderful and rare bird, such as one sees in museums. If
Zanita did not perceive the comic side of this countenance it would be a wonder.

We had some trouble in getting her to approach him; she seemed so fearfully
ashamed, and she did it so well, that the thought flew through my mind that she
might possibly feel a little overawed.

“My dear little girl,” said the minister, “I want to have a long talk with you. I want
to show you what a wicked thing you did yesterday in church.”

Zanita answered never a word. She stood on one leg, and examined the nails on the
sole of her boot.

“Zanita, stand straight,” I said.

She put down her foot and became rigid.

“Do you know, if you are naughty, where you will go when you die?” said the minister
solemnly.

“When shall T die?” asked the child.

“I don’t know; that is in the hands of the Almighty.”
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“Then I don’t know where I shall go; that is in the hands of the Almighty also,”
returned Zanita. “Where will you go when you die?” she said, following up her advan-
tage.

“To heaven, I hope,” said the clergyman decisively.

“Then I guess we’ll split tracks,” and she laughed right in his face.

“Zanita,” I interposed, “you must not laugh when you are speaking to the minister.”

“Aunty, I can’t help laughing; he is just like our jackdaw, and you always say you
cannot help laughing at him, he looks so ridiculously wise.”

I began to see the minister would make no way with her.

“My dear little girl,” he resumed, “I came to talk entirely about your conduct yes-
terday. Do you know it is very wicked to assume male attire?”

“What’s that?” said Zanita eagerly, pretending she felt anxious to be enlightened.

“Men’s clothes, or boys’,” he added, lest she might find a loop-hole by his want of
explicitness.

“0,” cried Zanita, “Nell Radd always wears her husband’s pants when she travels
over the mountains. I've seen her in them many a time, and I know they are Radd’s.”

“I am afraid she cannot be a very proper person,” said the minister, evasively. The
minister felt he could not pursue this question of “women wearing the breeks” much
further, and being again out-flanked, said, —

“Well, I think the best thing you can do will be to learn your Catechism, and come
to my Sunday class.”

Zanita had been sucking her thumb, and now brought it out with a pop. “That’s
drawing a cork,” she said, “did you know it?”

“Say!” cried Zanita running to the door as I was politely bowing him out, “have you
got any little girls?”

“Yes,” he replied, “I have three.”

“Have they got black rims around their eyes like you?” she asked with her elfish
laugh.

I put my hand on her mouth, and pushed her behind me.

Our minister never wanted a second conversation with Zanita; but repeated, when-
ever we met, —

“Train up a child in the way he should go, and when he is old he will not depart
from it.”

Chapter XIII. Zanita’s Schooling.

IT WOULD REQUIRE volumes to narrate the troubles, trials, mishaps, adventures,
and vicissitudes I went through in my earnest endeavor to carry out the minister’s
precepts,— “to train up the child in the way she should go.” This aphorism ignores
entirely that the child had a way of her own, from which she was equally determined
not to depart, and training in the ordinary sense was, therefore, quite out of the
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question. It was struggling, urging, persuading, forcing, coaxing, arguing; but as for
all this putting her in the right way and fancying she would not depart from it, that
was as effective as pouring water into a sieve and expecting it to remain.

I do not believe that the right way ever has an attraction for children; unless breaking
the crockery-ware, scratching enameled surfaces, cutting triangular holes in a texture
which the ingenious loom had contrived to make a compact drapery, be deemed right
and proper. Some children have a propensity to stand on their heads, most of them
for performing surgical operations on their own persons with purely mechanical instru-
ments, such as cleavers, corkscrews, hoot-hooks, etc.; few children who do not prefer
wet shoes to dry ones if there is a puddle within their reach; few who do not try to
possess exactly that object which they see cherished by their little neighbors, — stories
of the man in the moon in no way abating their covetousness.

Thus training a child contrary to nature is very like training the spots on a leopard
to grow in streaks, by constantly stroking them in the required direction. I do not know
what effect the process might have if persistently followed; but it could not be much
more hopeless than the training of Zanita in the way the minister said she ought to go;
nor do I believe that Zanita, although a little peculiar, was altogether an exception.
For most children are trained in the way they should go, yet it would be difficult to
find the individual who has not departed from it directly he became his own master.

Most boys try smoking as soon as they leave school, and experiment in the use of
spirits, simply because they have been forbidden. Their own sense, or sensation, may
deter them from continuing the practice, but they do not abstain because they have
been instructed in the right way and will not depart from it.

Habit is doubtless a wonderful director and guide; but some children, such as Zanita,
are of such a volatile, erratic temperament, that habit seems impossible to them, unless
under the form of regularity in irregularity.

With her instruction we had no difficulty; her perceptive faculties were so keen
that she speedily mastered any task set before her. She had no taste for music, and,
therefore, we did not urge her to learn; for to have made her practice so much per day
would have been to attempt training her in one of those ways in which she would not
go. It is certain that a man may lead the horse to the water, but he cannot make him
drink.

With a view more to obtaining a little discipline than any amount of learning, of
which she had already too much, I sent her to a day-school in Oakland; but soon
discovered that instead of being trained herself, she was exercising dominion over all
the other girls, little and big. She could tell a great deal they did not know of natural
history, ornithology, and mechanics, and was quite beyond the control of mistress or
tutors. She was soon expelled for determined insubordination.

She could not be made to understand this was a disgrace; but took it in her usual
stoical way, and remarked, —

“Well, after all, aunty, I would rather you taught me; for you tell me about a great
many more interesting things than they did at school.”
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For drawing she displayed no taste, if some little talent for her efforts consisted in
strong caricatures. Her cattle would have lame legs, or broken horns, or too curly tails;
and her faces usually squinted, or had teeth projecting like Nell’s, or enormous beards
flying, or mop-heads like old Methley’s, or any monstrosity she might chance to meet
in the street. Not wishing to train this propensity I wasted no time upon her drawing,
unless occasionally to get her a model, which she usually caricatured.

Another interval passed in which we kept her at home, and got on tolerably well
upon ordinary occasions; for the child was never bad-tempered or fretful, never had
recourse to weeping, or distressed herself about any reprimand or opposition. But upon
any particularly important occasion, if we had friends visiting us, or if we went upon
an excursion, Zanita was sure to come out in full force, and conduct her-self shockingly,
so that all my neighbors pitied me, and shook their heads, saying derisively, —

“Poor Mrs. Brown! she has a nice time of it with that child; and never corrects her
either. It is strange how a sensible man like the Professor can allow his wife to carry
out such vagaries, and the child no kith or kin to them. It’s sheer romantic nonsense;
just because her mother died up among those wild mountains, where it does not appear
quite the thing for a respectable female to go, among bears and brambles of all kind;
and makes the child that she has no more conscience than a squirrel. She jumped upon
our hog and rode him round the lot, with her face to his tail; and our minister, who
had just come from the East, took her for one of my children, and inquired if that was
California sport. I never was so mortified in my life, and took the liberty of mentioning
the circumstance to Mrs. Brown, who only remarked that Zanita was very primitive
in her playfellows; never having had children she fraternized with animals.”

One friend, however, took an interest in the wonderful precocity of the child; this
was Mrs. Primer, who kept a very superior Young Ladies’ Seminary at San Jose. She
became charmed with Zanita’s conversation about the habits of animals and plants,
— information she had gleaned from Kenmuir, — and her shrewd remarks upon every-
thing she saw. She regarded her escapades as mere espieglerie and evidence of genius.
She was, like myself, fascinated with her brilliant imagination, and no doubt thought
she would make her quite a show pupil if properly managed. But in that “if “ lay the
whole conclusion.

Willing to give her every chance, it was arranged that Zanita should go on trial for
three months to Mrs. Primer’s establishment.

Zanita in no way objected. She was ever ready for any change that promised her
adventure; and she was no more troubled at leaving her home in Oakland than she had
been at quitting her father and the Valley. Her self-reliance made her quite adequate
to going among strangers, for she usually had the best of any encounter, and was
perfectly fearless.

For the first three weeks, Zanita must have been on her best behavior, and displayed
such talent that Mrs. Primer wrote me that she was perfectly enraptured with the girl,
and was not surprised that I had adopted such a prodigy.
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The letters that followed were not as enthusiastic; for although she could not cease
from admiring Zanita’s talents, yet she had certain powers that indeed might bring
about a brilliant career, which were nevertheless dangerous in school.

Her power of mimicry, that might make her a great actress, thoroughly demoralized
and disorganized the school; for girls when once set giggling are hopelessly beyond
control.

Unfortunately one of the teachers, a person of great merit and erudition, was subject
to a nervous affection of the face, causing a spasmodic twitching, which Miss Zanita
had succeeded in imitating so amusingly, that whenever she practiced it the whole
class were inevitably convulsed with laughter. To attempt to disgrace her by sending
her out of the room was no avail, for, upon the first opportunity, when the class had
become steady and penitent, she would boldly repeat her offense with equal success.

The following week I was informed that she had turned her attention to the Professor
of French, an old gentleman of the ancien régime who was a snuff-taker, and usually
drew out his tortoise-shell box, tapped and took a pinch of snuff before examining a
pupil’s théme. Zanita had pro-cured a bit of oil-cloth about the same color, made a
box, and audaciously imitated him in snuffing before his very eyes. The Professor felt
very badly about it, and expressed his unwillingness to teach a young lady who could
so ungratefully turn him into ridicule, the more especially as she had been his favorite
pupil and best French scholar.

Moreover, Mrs. Primer informed me that Zanita’s persistent insubordination was
becoming detrimental to the discipline of the school; that she had acquired so much
power over the risible faculties of the young ladies as to be able to throw them into a
state of disorder any moment she pleased, and was fast making caricatures fashionable
in the establishment.

It was useless to attempt to punish her, as she could not be made to feel that she
was under any disgrace. If a task was imposed upon her she learned it with the utmost
dispatch, and, as a matter of course, it cost her no trouble, and she never took it to
heart as such. If she were confined in her own room, she seemed rather to enjoy it than
otherwise; and being given dry bread she would eat it heartily, remarking that it was
just like “camping out” when they never had butter, and Cozy used to cry for it. “I
wish Cozy were here now; wouldn’t she yell and make a bother.”

Although Zanita was by no means indifferent to good things, yet upon occasion she
could content herself with a dry crust and despise her little injuries.

Mrs. Primer concluded by saying that although still of the opinion that my protégé
would make a most brilliant character, if properly trained, she could not believe that
a school was the atmosphere that she needed; in fact she would contaminate half the
class before her own reform could be accomplished. Under these circumstances she
regretted that she must ask me to take my daughter away before the term specified
had expired, and that she would prepare her to leave the following day but one, if 1
could kindly come for her, else she could be sent under care of some friend.
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Thus Zanita returned, as blithe as ever; and was extremely diverting in her graphic
descriptions of the boarding-school.

The Professor used to take infinite amusement from her eccentricities; there had
from the first appeared to exist a kind of truce between them; she never played him
any tricks, for she was too wily to make him her victim, and never evinced anything
but stolid indifference to his teaching. But usually she was keenly alive even to the
most abstruse of his conversations, and delighted him by her bright intelligence.

To my remonstrances my husband would reply,

“My dear, she is a born actress and cannot help it. She must go on the stage, where
she may play a part all her life long.”

“She imitates even you, behind your back,” I said, “and does it uncommonly well;
with a book in hand, a pair of scissors for an eye-glass, her feet crossed upon another
chair, and her mouth puckered up, just as you often hold yours when absorbed in
reading.”

The Professor laughed. “I would like to see her; I should then know how I look.”

“The other day,” I continued, “she had taken her pose after this fashion, but as I
don’t encourage her Professor, I therefore pretended not to observe the caricature, and
said, ‘Zanita! what are you doing with your feet upon that chair?’ ‘Surely, aunty, you
can see,” she naively re-marked. I had to ignore my question, and bid her put down
her feet and the scissors.”

The Professor chuckled at my dilemma.

“She is more than a match for you, my dear, I am afraid!”

I was anxious that she should still continue her French under the instruction of
a native of the country, in order to preserve the good accent she had acquired; and
hearing that there was a Parisian lady teaching in the best seminary in Oakland, I
had no difficulty in having her join the class; and, as usual, her progress was highly
satisfactory. With Martha to accompany her to and from this place, the arrangement
seemed to answer for a time. She learned a good deal of science from the Professor,
for my husband, although I say it, was a kind of encyclopedia which could not be
approached without its imparting some valuable learning; and I attended to her general
education.

Almost every year we were accustomed to make any excursion to the Mountains
and Valley of Ah-wah-nee, and it was curious to note the progress of the two children.
Zanita, though under the highest civilized training we could give her, remained as wild
as the untamed deer of her native mountains; indeed, she would leap among the tall
brackens with as much agility and zest as any young fawn; and I believe would have
been as happy to winter in a cave as a cinnamon hear. Whilst Rosie grew in that
exquisite feminine grace so attractive in adolescent womanhood.

During these periods I used to give as much attention as possible to Rosie’s music
and drawing, for which she had all the talent which her sister lacked; and, even as a
child, her sketches from nature possessed that delicacy of touch and selection which
reminded me of her poor mother.
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I brought her all the books that Zanita had used, and her father, with this assistance,
forwarded her instruction. So little Rosie progressed well, if not so brilliantly as Zanita;
and was the happiest little fairy that ever dwelt in sylvan glades, and danced by
moonlight round the mossy rings.

The great drawback to the new system of study was not long in developing itself, and
grew out of Zanita’s readiness to form acquaintances without any particular ceremony
of introduction or choice of any special locality, or unusual circumstance or contingency.
If she met a boy spinning a top, she would insist upon lending her assistance; or if
she spied a peculiarly shaped box or bundle, she would promptly ask the possessor
what it contained, and desire that it should be opened and let her examine. She once
stopped a little girl carrying home a lady’s bonnet, and instantly had it out of the box
inspecting it, and declaring it was a “perfect fright”; she then put it on her head, to
the amusement of passers-by and the dismay of Martha and the little messenger. Ere
long she had introduced herself to half of Oakland and made herself very notorious.

Chapter XIV. Zanita Among the Nuns.

“WHAT DO YOU think about nuns, John?” I said to my husband one day as I sat
sewing in his study.

“T don’t think about them at all, my dear; it would not be proper; you know they
are vowed to celibacy,” replied the imperturbable Professor.

“How tiresome you are! I mean, of course, as teachers. Some convents, I am told,
give first-class education, and the moral training is quite unequaled.”

“Indeed!” he said, dryly.

“Yes, Mrs. Dundas was educated in a convent, and you remember you said that she
had more self-control than any woman you had ever known.”

“T adhere to that opinion still, and I think you had better write to her and ascertain
what she thinks of the suitability of such a school for Zanita, as I can easily see that
her case suggested your inquiry. It is a subject on which I am not qualified to give you
the smallest opinion. Conventual life is one which has never interested me.”

In pursuance of this conversation I wrote to our friend, asking her opinion, and
describing Zanita as closely as it was possible to define so singular a character.

In course of post the reply came, and was most satisfactory. She said that for such
a disposition as I had delineated a convent would be most desirable; that she thought
even Zanita would have some difficulty in withstanding the order and resisting the
moral discipline in the atmosphere of high honor which pervaded these schools. The
great secret, she went on to say, is the trouble the nuns give themselves for the benefit
of their young pupils. They make a constant study of each character and disposition,
never falling into the common error of believing that all children are alike and must
be treated in the same way. A child’s propensities are carefully observed, and every
temptation spared her and avoided. The force of example is so strong, and the whole
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school in such perfect order, that a child must have an unwonted force of character to
counterbalance it.

The control of a child is a perfect art, which the nuns of the Ursuline Order make
a life-long study; and, like the Jesuits, their success in training the youth is quite
marvelous. She ventured to predict that Zanita would not be expelled from the convent.
She recommended a beautiful establishment near Santa Clara, and inclosed a letter to
the mother superior of that nunnery in case I should wish to communicate with the
establishment.

This I did, minutely detailing the points of Zanita’s character, and the reasons for
which she had been sent home from the various schools, — leaving entirely to their
discretion whether they would undertake the education of my protégé.

I soon received an exquisitely written note, simple and yet elegant in diction, show-
ing that letter-writing was certainly one of the accomplishments possessed by the
Ursulines. It stated that they would be happy to receive the child on the usual terms
— which, by the way, was little more than half of the terms of other seminaries; that
the education and training of young girls to fill their different positions in life was the
sole object of the Order of Ursulines; and that, in fulfillment of their vows, they had
no choice but to receive all who applied, as far as the extent of their establishment
would admit. They expressed a pleasant conviction that they should not have very
much trouble, as I had anticipated; as from my statement she had never been subject
to bad example, which they feared more than anything else in a child.

A few weeks after, therefore, saw us en route for Santa Clara, Zanita as usual full of
wild anticipations and curious projects, especially as we understood there were some
thousand acres of land attached to the convent, where there was not only a river but
hills and trees. The nuns had a large farm, supplying almost all the wants of the
establishment; so Zanita’s prospects were exceedingly pleasing.

The Professor had also promised her that if she remained, and a fair account was
rendered of her, he would send her a pony to ride provided the nuns had no objection.

As we drove up to the convent through handsome park-like grounds, my hopes
revived; and when we entered the house, — so scrupulously clean, so airy and orderly,
— I felt that I had entertained an unjust prejudice all my life against nuns; all my
preconceived notions of monastic misery vanished at once before that cool quiet parlor
into which we were ushered.

We had time to inspect the room whilst we waited for the lady abbess, or the mother
superior, as she is called in this order. The walls of the apartment were tastefully dec-
orated with specimens of penmanship, embroidered tableaux, sketches of the different
points of view from their building, and crayon-heads, — performances, no doubt, of
the pupils. There was a piano-forte and a harp, two or three magnificently embroidered
fautewils and footstools, the rest of the furniture being plain and neat.

Presently the door opened and the mother superior swept in with a graceful motion
that took me by surprise, for I had never seen a nun like that before. She was a tall,
distinguished looking woman, with long delicate features, and a soft womanly mouth,
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bespeaking great purity of character: her eyes were almond shaped and gray, with a
steadfast, dignified expression almost overpowering. She wore a long black cloth robe
which swept the ground; the sleeves of it, in which her hands were folded, hung long
and deep from the shoulder half-way down the dress; a broad stiff collar encircled
her throat, and descended low on the breast; a band of white was bound round her
forehead, just above her straight penciled eyebrows; upon her head, coming to a sort
of point in front, she wore a black opaque veil of some very fine texture; round her
waist was fastened a small leathern strap as a waist-band, from which was suspended
a large rosary of olive stones brought from the sacred garden of the Mount of Olives,
as | afterward understood, together with a large crucifix.

This imposing dress and dignified figure evidently produced some effect upon Zanita
as well as myself. The superior received us gracefully, and with the polished manner
of a woman of the world accustomed to receive guests. There was an impenetrability
and a dearth of emotionality in her bearing which told of a latent power to rule and
be obeyed. It was a face that seemed never to have heard of vacillation, though it was
neither hard nor cold; a shadow of doubt never seemed to have crossed it. When she
held out her hand to Zanita and drew her toward her, and imprinted a soft kiss on
her forehead, I felt she had already decided the line of action to be pursued toward
her pupil and, I believe, Zanita had some consciousness of this too, for there was an
expression in her eyes as though a trifle overawed or puzzled.

She showed us over the house, and displayed Zanita’s miniature bedroom, which
was to be her own exclusively. “For,” she explained, “we never allow two girls to room
together.”

She next took us into a pleasant little dining-room reserved for guests, and refresh-
ment was served to us by one of the sisters. I was kindly invited to spend the night
there if I wished; but I declined, not wishing in any way to influence the first impres-
sions made upon Zanita, and preferring to resign her at once to their charge. I was
eager also to tell the Professor all I had seen and the new experience I had passed
through.

“I shall be very curious,” said my husband, after we had talked over the day’s event,
“to know the result of this new experiment; it will be extremely interesting if those
women, whom one is so ready to despise, actually control the child, if they cannot
altogether change her. I would give a dollar to witness the first encounter between the
superior and Zanita.”

“It would be a study of human nature,” I said. “For the former looks as though
she had quite made up her mind about everything above and below the heavens. A
woman who, if you told her that a new planet had been discovered, would remark, “I
have counted them, and know their number, so you must be mistaken.” She is satisfied
that she was born to be superior of that convent, satisfied that it is the best destiny
that could be provided for her, satisfied that she has the pleasantest convent in the
world, that her community is exactly what it ought to be, and that the academy is the
best school; she is not enthusiastic about it, but quietly settled in the belief without
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attempting to obtrude her views on anybody; a woman who would always do her duty,
and even make great sacrifices without feeling them to he sacrifices; she would be kind
to all but loving to none. She will never display any affection toward Zanita and never
require any.”

“And there will be one great source of power,” remarked the Professor. “Zanita is
not a child that requires any display of affection, and misuses it whenever she has the
opportunity.”

“And yet,” I resumed, “the mother superior is a thoroughly womanly woman, without
the slightest attempt at fostering the feeling of masculineness.”

“That proves,” said my husband, “that a woman may exercise unbounded sway if she
have native power without assuming the character of the opposite sex. Your so-called
strong-minded woman rarely becomes a ruler or exercises dominion over others; she
is in a chronic state of antagonism without achieving any victories. It is the feminine
woman who never allows her emotions to overcome her wisdom, and who holds to a
purpose without vacillation, — whose power is, and ever will be, felt in the world.”

“Yes,” I replied, “I have no doubt that the mother superior reigns supreme in her
little world, and her influence extends far beyond it. We never hear of a revolt in a
convent, or under the monastic system; and this must arise from the marvelously sage
ruling of the head of the establishment.”

“If anything can upset them Zanita will,” said my husband, laughingly, “for she has
an absolute faculty for discovering a loop-hole through which she can create disorder.
I do not know what phrenological organ you call it, my dear; I should name it the
bump of revolt.”

The mother superior had acceded with a smile to my urgent request that I might
be informed weekly of Zanita’s behavior; she thought there would be no necessity.
One week was precisely like another in a convent, unless interrupted by some religious
festival; but she assured me that everything was so carefully arranged that nothing like
monotony was ever felt, either by nuns or pupils; and she doubted not that I should
soon feel satisfied that my protégé was progressing well.

The bulletins of conduct came regularly every week for some three months. Zanita’s
short-comings and escapades were narrated with faithful accuracy; but no fatal results
seemed to arise, or were prognosticated. I had, therefore, the pleasure of going to
see her at the end of six months, and of coming away thoroughly delighted with the
conventual experiment of training.

We left her there for twelve months without her returning home. She was fast
growing into a beautiful girl, brilliant in every way. She had lost much of her ungainly
and hoydenish manner, and acquired a graceful style wherever it was compatible with
her erratic movements.

Now and then she would astonish her small world by some unimagined freak; but
it was treated with impassive cold reprimand by the nuns, and the pupils soon came
to regard espiegleries as a matter of course, and remark, —

“0, it is only Zanita at some new freak.”
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Chapter XV. A New-comer.

IT WAS ABOUT this time that a stranger made his appearance amongst us whose
advent was to act upon our ménage and entourage, like acid poured into some alkaline
liquid, setting us all into a ferment, fuss, and fume, and keeping our little community in
this frothy excitement until each had accomplished his separate destiny in the drama,
— until the curtain had fallen over the last act, and all was mute and still.

Yet this individual was in person the reverse of one adapted to fill such a role. He
was no fire-eating, fiercely-bearded braggadocio, nor even the irrepressible man of wiry
sinews, who never knows lassitude or reaction himself, and never permits any one near
him to indulge in them. On the contrary, he was a quiet, elegant, undemonstrative
young Englishman, whose femininely beautiful face took me captive from the first
moment I beheld him; for in spite of my study of phrenology, physiognomy, and psy-
chology, I am ashamed to say that I am frequently carried away by the more attractive
claims of art, and my intense love of the beautiful.

The young stranger gratified these tastes to the full. His figure had reached that
perfection of height — five feet ten — leaning more towards the Apollo than the
Hercules; yet having withal a strength of grace and movement which was a constant
and ever renewed pleasure to me to trace. His face was as fair as a woman’s, with rich
clear tints of red and white, which the moist climate of Great Britain alone produces
in perfection. His almond-shaped hazel eyes were mellowed by long dark lashes. The
contour of the face was a perfect oval, and the mouth and chin rivaled the Autinous.
There was just that shade of haughty sweetness that bespoke the English aristocrat,
— an unconscious expression of power, with a benign simplicity and gentleness.

“T think he is the most beautiful, but not the handsomest, young man I have ever
seen,” I imparted to the Professor, after narrating all these various points.

“Well, what of his phrenological aspect? You have only given me a highly colored
picture a la Carlo Dolci.”

I plead guilty at once to having been carried away by his beauty rather than by a
study of his mental types. “But I am sure he is amiable and good, he has such a sweet
and dignified expression; such a face as makes one think of his mother, and imagine
her the perfection of beauty and nobility. I am sure he had a splendid mother, — one
of those glorious English gems set in a court frame, such as we saw at the Queen’s
Drawing Room. Do you not remember the Duchess of Sutherland and the Hon. Mrs.
Norton? Now I am quite certain he has had such a mother as that.”

“And there is no line or curve about him by which you could decipher the character
of his grandmother?” said my husband, quizzing me as usual. “Whether, for instance,
she was fond of pickles, or took snuff?”

I ought to tell, according to the strict laws of narration, where the individual in
question, whom we knew by the name of Egremont, was born, where he came from
last, what he came for, and every detail and particular concerning his business and
motives. But the reader must remember that we lived in California, where strangers
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started up like mushrooms in the night, and were recognized next morning as belonging
to the state of things: no questions asked, no curiosity excited.

A man might be a dethroned prince, or defaulting clerk, — an East India merchant,
or a peddler; no one took the least hit more interest in him whether he was a Professor
from Oxford, or a policeman from Ireland. It mattered not; we asked no questions, and
wanted no lies.

If the stranger chanced to be too great a villain, and the too could be stretched a
long way, Judge Lynch and the Vigilance Committee attended to him; and the same
result was arrived at, whether he was born in a palace or a pot-house: too much villainy
came to the same end in California.

So beyond hearing that our friend’s name was Egremont, guessing he was English
by his complexion, that he was a gentleman by the polished case of his manner, that
he had received a classical education from occasional sentences let fall, rather than
paraded, in his conversation, we knew absolutely nothing of him: where he had sprung
from, where going, or what doing.

But the latter was not very long enveloped in mystery, for it chanced that at this
time I was working hard upon a manuscript of my husband’s, recopying it for the press,
and for this purpose generally shut myself up in his study, where, one morning, Mr.
Egremont, expecting to find the Professor, came suddenly upon me.

Glad of the interruption by so pleasant a visitor, I asked him to remain. In the
course of conversation I spoke of the tediousness of copying.

“T quite enjoy it,” he said, “and if you would permit me to assist you it would be
conferring a favor upon me, for I have ample leisure.”

He looked so bright and earnest, I could not doubt that his wish was sincere.

“I cannot understand your taste,” I said, “but I can appreciate the effects of it
mightily, and shall take you at your word.”

Thus, from thenceforth he became our constant visitor, and worked with an assiduity
very surprising. More and more the fascination of his high breeding, and richly stored
mind, grew upon me; and if, as the poet says, —

“A thing of beauty is a joy forever,”

I may here confess that his beautiful shadowless face was a constantly renewed
enjoyment to me. Yet it set my science at naught. I learned nothing from it; it was like
guessing at a picture; and no amount of study or scrutiny brought me to a decisive
theory.

Then, as usual, I had recourse to my husband, for this is just a case where a husband
comes in so useful; he is like a revised and corrected edition of one’s self, to which one
can appeal with moderate safety.

“I wonder who he is, and where he comes from, and how he got here?” I said, stopping
my husband between two strata of feldspar and granite, which he was marking out on
a map.

“Who, where, my dear — the feldspar? I'll tell you.” And he was going to commence
three millions of years before the Biblical date of the Deluge; when I cut him short
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with a shake; for I knew if I allowed him to start on that explanation, the history would
last on and off for three weeks.

“No, no,” I said, “I mean Mr. Egremont.”

“I really do not know, my dear, who he is, or where he comes from. Why do you
ask especially? Do you know where any of your California friends come from, or who
they are at home?”

“No,” I replied, “I should not trouble myself to inquire, but this young man seems
very different.”

“I find them all different. There is scarcely a place in the world where you meet more
unique specialties of humanity than in California. Every man has his own individuality,
his own history, his own experience, more distinctly than in older countries, where men
have been bred and born more in classes, and have lived under the same influences.
Here, also, we have draughted to us the more peculiar characters, for it is not the
commonplace, jog-trot people of any community who launch themselves into the terra
incognita of California: it is the adventurous spirit, the energetic enterprising man, who
believes in putting things through, — himself included; the robust, healthy individual
of thews and sinews, who feels he has strength to move mountains, or groove under
them; the reckless class that make a dash at anything; the exploring mind, ever seeking
for new wonders in nature;” —

“That’s you,” I interrupted.

“The desperado to whom any new country is a neutral ground, for a time at least,
where he cannot mar if he cannot make a fortune; the unfortunate, who have tried
everything and succeeded in nothing, who have a positive faculty for failing in whatever
they touch. Then there are the wretched, who fly

‘Anywhere, anywhere, out of the world!’

To them it is a refugium afflictorum, or they fancy so, which amounts to the same
thing. Now when we have all these specialties forming an aggregate called society, I am
surprised, my dear, that you should evince curiosity about any individual in particular.’

“O yes; but he does not belong to any class you have mentioned, and his character
is no less a puzzle to me than his face.”

“Very well; then you find yourself right at home in your own sciences; you will have
to make an analytical study of him.”

I have often wished that phrenology could be reduced to a positive test, like astron-
omy or geometry; that we could put the human brain into a crucible, as we would a
metal, and weigh the residuum of pure gold from the dross; a cow has a large brain,
but it is not fine working matter; or that we could determine the workings of the brain
as we do the movements of the comets and heavenly bodies in time and space; or, as
in chemistry, analyze the component parts of the vegetable kingdom, and determine
how much poison lies hidden in the sweetest scents and most delicate colors of flowers.
In mechanics we are still further advanced. We can make a piston work in a cylinder,
and a crank to turn a wheel, with the greatest precision. We know what work it will
produce, what pressure it will bear, and how long it will carry out its function. But
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of ourselves or neighbors, of psychology, phrenology, ethics, or metaphysics we know
comparatively little. If we put a new screw to a bolt, we know it will work until it
becomes worn and old. But we know nothing of whether the machinery of an infant
will work until it is a grown man. We speculate and ponder over ourselves, and grope
about in semi-twilight. We feel sick or what is called out of sorts, — a vague, indef-
inite, wretched suffering, we know not where it begins or ends. We attribute it, or
some sapient friend does, to iced lemonade, or clam chowder. But how often have we
experienced this miserable malaise when nothing of the sort has passed our lips.

Thus a man becomes depressed and melancholy, and is said to be in love, — how, or
why, or wherefore, he knows not, nor does any one else. He swears truthfully, no doubt,
that he must inevitably worship Lavinia to the last moment of his life, and feels sure
he shall meet her in a blessed land after death. He does, or does not, marry Lavinia; it
is not material, for in three months he is entirely cured, — Heaven knows how, for no
one else knows; he does not himself, the psychologist does not, the moral philosopher
can give no better reason than the veriest old granny.

If we know little about our interior selves, we know scarcely more about our exterior
developments. Phrenology and physiognomy di-vide the head, leaving us floundering
vaguely. Lines and rules, and excellent theories have been laid down and duly studied;
but yet we have not reached the first practical principle of singling out a murderer
from a martyr, a sinner from a saint. True, when a great criminal is arraigned at the
bar of justice, we all go to look at him, and express our conviction that we should have
easily divined what he was — that he bears it upon his countenance. Yet every day
we trust our goods with those who rob us, and our affections with those who trample
them under foot, and toss them adrift in scorn.

“Why did not Providence,” I said to my husband, “shape a man’s nose so that a
woman could tell if he were true or false, as we can tell the breed of cattle by the shape
of their horns, or the quality of a puppy-dog by the strength of his tail?”

“Obviously an oversight in the design of Providence, my dear,” said the Professor,
gravely going on with his stratums.

From my babyhood my organ of causalty had been keenly engaged upon the human
front divine. I used to take my little stool, and deliberately plant myself before every
new visitor, and examine him with the widest eyes I could open. I noted with great
exactitude the soft summer eyes, the cold wintry ones, and neutral eyes that said
nothing at all; that one man had pink transparent nostrils, and another coarse hairy
ditto. But my chances of kisses or bonbons rarely turned out ac-cording to my small
theories.

Beautiful faces are the least to be relied on in man or woman. Whether the blaze of
beauty acts like the sun, and dazzles the be-holder, or that we naturally associate truth
and beauty together, it is certain that this problem leads the physiognomist astray as
well as the rest of the world.

The most tender and beautiful eyes that ever looked on this earth were those of
Beatrice Cenci, the parricide. Eugene Aram had an exquisitely refined and gentle
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countenance. Auburn hair is thought to denote jealousy, yet Queen Elizabeth and
Mary Queen of Scots were both sandy complexioned. The former was historically
jealous, whilst the other displayed no such passion. Nero had a well-shaped face until
he became too obese.

The beautiful face is therefore the most contradictory and bewitching to the student;
like a “will-o’-the-wisp,” it lures but to betray. The lines falling into the perfection of
beauty, what should they represent but the perfection of worth? And we most of us
plunge headlong into this supposition, and scramble out at our leisure, with most of
our theories fractured.

The rose-bud mouth, the “wee bit mou,” may close over a shameless frailty, as well
as in the Fornarina. Is not that Adonis’ moulded chin the symmetrical exponent of a
noble, delicate, susceptible character, the exterior model of a youthful chivalric soul?
Look at those bluish-gray eyes, the perfection of color and shape, with their long silken
lashes veiling their fire and sweetness: a seraph could not look more tender, and on
his coral lip hangs the divine afflatus of a higher sphere; dignity is enthroned on his
marble brow. The phrenologist and physiognomist mark him down as little inferior to
the Angel Gabriel. “Possibly,” says the non-believer in science; “but I know that he is in
the 10th Royal Lancers, and I’ll back him for consummate deviltry against any number
of ‘ologies.” “And nine times out of ten the man of the world is right, and science is
wrong.

Thus, in spite of my savoir, I was as much at sea as regarded my new amanuensis as
I always declared my husband to be about his antediluvian oceans which rolled over the
tops of the highest sierras, and from whence the present volcanic cones poured forth
their fiery breath like Vesuvius and Etna from the blue bosom of the Mediterranean.

I am rather fond of a standing mystery upon which I can turn the sluices of imag-
ination when I am at leisure. It is pleasant to have some inscrutable thing to ponder
over; but of leisure I did not long have the enjoyment, for Zanita was to return from
the convent for the holidays, and, if we found her sufficiently tamed, she was then to
remain at home and study for the stage, should the early promise she had given of
marked dramatic talent still evince itself.

Thus it fell out that one morning, while engaged with Mr. Egremont in my husband’s
study, the door was flung open with a bang, and Zanita presented herself backward,
leading by the hook of her parasol two of my prime Muscovy ducks yoked together by
her rosary twisted around their handsome green throats. Leda and her swans might
have been sublime, but Zanita with her qua’-qua’-ing ducks was essentially ridiculous.

“Zanita!” I exclaimed, “you will strangle my pets; how can you be so mischievous?”

She turned and beheld a stranger, and for once I think regretted her freak. She
would rather have appeared well to the handsome visitor; for a look flashed between
them, as I introduced them, of undisguised, startled admiration.

Their eyes met with that glorious inter-commingling of soul which makes or mars in
the hereafter either or both. I trembled as I witnessed this unexpected result, and my
mouth became dry, as if preceding some imminent peril. The laugh caused by the ducks,
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which, poor things, still went waddling about the study, held together by the rosary,
vanished; speech died away on my lips; a sensation of terrible anguish heightened the
pulsation of my heart, and I was glad to send Zanita to take off her things, and Mr.
Egremont to carry away the ducks to the yard whence Zanita had purloined them.

She had grown more beautiful than ever; her features had retained all their delicate
symmetry, and her eyes were almost of unearthly splendor under the emotion; besides
she had the beauté du liable, with all its indescribable loveliness, and I felt that unless
I could turn her ambition and her beauty into some channel where it might have
legitimate exercise, there was no calculating the calamities it might bring upon her.

Here was a commencement before she had been five minutes in the house. Those
two, if thrown together, would inevitably make love to each other, and although he
was charming, yet he might be a murderer for all we knew.

I concluded to drop my copying for the present; I was the more satisfied of the
wisdom of this decision when I regarded how much I would be engaged with Zanita.

When I explained this intention to Egremont, thanking him warmly for the great
assistance he had rendered me, the hot color mounted to his face in wave after wave,
as though he had clearly divined every thought of my mind for the last half hour, and
was ineffably pained by it.

A sad, pitiful look of reproach came into his eyes as of a child that had been
wrongfully blamed. I felt my heart relenting, and a strong desire to trust him arising.
Could I have spoken openly to him, and told him exactly my fears, I felt that I might
have relied upon his honor, not to make or take any advance to or from Zanita. But
what had I to rest my observations upon, — a single glance, — for not a word had
passed between them.

I begged him to stay and dine with us as usual, and added that he must not believe
that because I did not accept his further services that I should not be happy to see
him at any moment of leisure.

I took him somewhat into my confidence, however, as regarded Zanita, her singular
character, and my anxiety that she would turn out a genius for tragedy.

“Would you not fear the exposure of so much beauty to the temptations of a stage
life?” he asked, keeping his eyes fixed upon the manuscript.

“No,” I replied, “not if the love of her art became the ruling passion, as I think it
would if she adopted it at all. I think she would glory in taking a leading position, and
swaying a mimic world. I do not think that Zanita would be tempted out of her own
course, whatever that might be. She is possessed of a super-abundance of power and
talent, which I am anxious to throw into some safe channel; or she will assuredly fritter
it away in an unworthy one. I would rather have her a Lady Macbeth on the boards
than play the character in actual life. Her vivid imagination and vehement will must
have a vent and course to deploy themselves, or they will revert upon herself and prove
her destruction. Had she been brought up like her sister in the Valley, I am convinced
that ere this she would have broken her own neck, or some one’s else, for she was no
respecter or life in man or beast, and least of all her own. I believe the good nuns have

85



done all that is possible to do for her in guiding and training her wild and brilliant
nature. But no education can fully subdue a spirit as recklessly daring, as wily and
defiant as hers. Force of example, and propitious circumstances have done more than
any amount of argument, reasoning, threatening, or coaxing could do; and yet you see
her first impulse is not of affection to run to me, her only mother, and caress me, but
to capture my pet poultry and torment them.”

I noticed the color mounting in Mr. Egremont’s clear complexion, as though the
recurrence to the opening scene affected him unpleasantly, and the impression dawned
upon him that she was not the most amiable character in the world. A mental resolve
seemed to register itself, that he would not yield to the fierce fascination which had
just beset him, as he intuitively perceived that it would be a laiser magesté toward
me.

I felt inclined to stroke the beautiful soft face, and say, “Pray keep that resolution
for my sake, for your own, for hers.” But the words remained on my lips unspoken.
Alas, why we do not follow our impulses! Half of them, at least, if attended to would
save us many an hour’s sorrow, and often avert fearful catastrophes. Children listen
to their instinctive feelings, and rarely break their little necks, though a thousand
dangers beset them. Animals follow their natural impulses and rarely go astray. What
is that second self in us, which is swifter than our reason, and wiser than our educated
faculties, — that sees without knowledge, and hears without a sound?

But the time went by, and the lost opportunity never returns. Resuming the con-
versation, I said, —

“The danger for a woman on the stage, I apprehend, arises from three causes: her
poverty and isolation from her family and natural protectors; her heart sensibilities
more exposed to be excited; and the temptation to her vanity, — the latter being the
most perilous perhaps of any. Most actresses succumb from their inability to sustain
the ordeal of hard work, poverty, and disappointment, which usually attends their early
career on the stage. These Zanita would not have to submit to, as I should never leave
her, and she would only appear as a prima donna débutante. As to her affections, I
do not think she possesses enough of them to be under their control. Love, I do not
believe will ever be her passion; nor vanity, the great yawning gulf which swallows up
the fairest and brightest of womankind. She cares neither for dress nor gew-gaws, nor
parade nor display. She would as soon go to a féte in her old garden hat as in the
finest feathers of San Francisco. Frequently I have to leave her at home at the last
minute, when she appears with her ink-soiled dress all in tatters as usual, thinking to
accompany me down Montgomery Street, where she would hold up her head among
all the overdressed belles, without an idea that she was not as comely as they.”

“And perhaps she is right,” said Egremont; “‘beauty unadorned,’” you know.”

“There is some truth in that, but I do not think beauty disheveled in dirt, quite
applies. And yet I have seen ‘Mad Tom’ played when the actor looked much handsomer
in his rags than in his velvet and satin robes.”
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But few women believe that, and however prepossessing one is, she will endeavor
to improve herself by certain fizings; and falls into the error that the more expensive
those “fixings” are the more they improve her appearance. She cannot understand that
rubies are not more becoming than roses, or pearls than lilies; and thus to gratify her
vanity she will sacrifice the real gems of her nature. But such a girl is not Zanita. If
she were given a diamond necklace as a temptation, the donor would probably have
the mortification of seeing her wear it wrong side out by mistake.

Chapter XVI. A Shadow Falling Before.

OFTEN AND OFTEN I had had long and intimate conversations with Mr. Egre-
mont, for I ever found him intelligent and conversable; but he never let fall a syllable
that could enlighten me as to himself, his past career, experience of life, or future
projects. He was a moving mystery in every-day life. I once asked him if his mother
was still alive. He answered, “No.” But the tone of his voice, the painful rush of color
to his face, and the look of concentrated sorrow, made me eschew the subject for the
future. Yet now that Zanita was come back to us it was the more dangerous that he
should remain an habitué in our house.

The evening passed off pleasantly enough, considering the circumstances, for only
myself had conceived alarm in the position. The Professor never could resist enjoying
Zanita’s brilliant sallies upon the poor nuns whom she quizzed, and had evidently,
according to her own showing, tormented most unmercifully. Egremont strove ill to
conceal his admiration; but Zanita made no effort to hide how much he pleased her. 1
expected her to declare openly every minute in her old backwoods’ fashion, “I like you;
I like you better than anybody!” But she said it with her eyes fifty times, and did so
much mischief that I felt already in despair of fulfilling my position as guardian of her
life’s drama.

“Well, Zanita,” said the Professor, “what was your last piece of mischief?”

And forthwith Zanita, thus encouraged, commenced,— “O, Professor! only fancy, I
made all the nuns believe I was the devil got into the chapel right amongst them.”

“I suppose she was the nearest approach to it those good folk have ever had to do
with,” said my husband, sotto voce, to me.

“How did you persuade them of that?” he continued, aloud. “I thought you had two
vases of holy water at the door of your chapel for the express purpose of keeping him
out?”

“So we have,” she laughed, “and 1 got it thrown all over me for my pains. I first
contrived to steal one of the nun’s dresses and veil, leather girdle, and rosary, the
whole paraphernalia, and dressed myself up in it. Then we have an old French sister
named Xavier; she is terribly afraid of the diable, and is always making the sign of the
cross to keep him off. In fact, I think she has a monomania on the point; for when she
is sewing she lays her spools in the form of a cross, and when she peels potatoes she

87



puts them cross-shape, all as preservatives against the evil one. She has a limp in her
walk, is nearly hump-backed, and always wears a green shade, for she has weak eyes. I
used to go behind her and imitate her walk. She has also a curious cracked voice, and
speaks broken English. I could imitate her so well as to startle all the girls by crying
out in her voice, Voici le diable! So I thought it would be capital fun to frighten all
the nuns in chapel, when they got up in the middle of the night to go to matins. O,
aunty! if you had seen me dressed you would never have known me, green shade and
all; and I colored my face with coffee, and painted it in great wrinkles. The chapel
is only lit by one dreary oil-lamp that time in the morning, and when the matin-bell
rang I hobbled in the procession with the rest.

“Xavier is just my size, Mr. Egremont!” she said, casting upon him a brilliant glance
which instantly produced a richer tint over his hand-some face.

“When all was so still you could have heard a pin drop, and the lamp, swung by
four long chains from the arched and groined ceiling, cast flickering, uncertain shadows
over the nuns all kneeling and bowed in meditation in their carved oaken stalls, with
the caryatides and separations, which, I always fancied, look like spirits in purgatory
doomed to bear that weight on their heads, but, by this dim light, seemed like so many
demons trying to carry off the stalls, nuns and all. The subject of the meditation, I
must tell you, was ‘Death, and the tortures of the damned.””

“Surely,” cried Egremont, “they do not require you to meditate upon such an awful
subject?”

“O no! the girls never attend this service — only nuns; we are all supposed to be
asleep in our beds. Just when I thought all their imaginations had become thoroughly
inflamed with the horrors of the infernal regions, I gave an awful shriek in the cracked
voice of Soeur Xavier, sprang to my feet, and hobbled a pace or two to show off my
limp, and threw myself on my face in the most violent contortions. O, you should have
heard how they all screamed ‘Mon Dieu! Jesu Marié! Joseph! Priez pour nous;’ and
called on all the patron saints in the calendar before they could stop themselves. How
the reverend mother, in that awful sepulchral voice of hers, commanded silence. But I
yelled harder than ever, ‘Le diable! le diable! he come emporter me! enlever me! yah-hi,
yah-hi, I make one big sin; I no confess it, yah-hi! I put too much salt in the butter, the
devil he take me. Him there! him here! Cheres soeurs, him blaze you all up on account
of my sin!’

“The sisters had all rushed round me terrified, believing Soeur Xavier was at least
possessed by the devil; some begging me to make an act of contrition; some saying the
litany for the requiscent for me, and the few with presence of mind trying to quiet me
and hold me still. One, thoroughly convinced of the satanic presence, rushed to the
holy water and deluged me all over with it. I was terribly afraid my wrinkles would be
washed off.”

“I wonder the devil didn’t really carry you off!” burst in Martha, who was coming
to and fro in the room with the tea during the narration. “Sure, to be playing such a
trick on them pious nuns as gets out of their warm beds to say prayers for such sinful
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minx as you, Miss Zanita! Why that’s worse nor choking the kitten and tickling my
nose with its tail.”

Here Zanita gave one of her old sidelong glances of elfish delight. I verily believe the
accomplishment of some torture to others was the only enjoyment she knew.

“Well, how did it end?” said the Professor, delighted with the vim of the story and
the artistic talent with which it was narrated.

“Well,” continued Zanita, “in spite of all the writhing and floundering I could do,
they carried me to Soeur Xavier’s cell.”

“Should a’ carried you to the pump,” ejaculated Martha, who was a devout Catholic.

“And,” continued Zanita, “they were putting me to bed when poor Xavier meekly
put in, pray you please not put him in my bed; O, take him out pray, please!” All turned
to look at the real Xavier, who now made herself heard in her own meek person, when
they had thought she was kicking in fits before them. I do not know what would have
happened next; perhaps, taking me for the imp of darkness assuming poor Xavier’s
form, they might have taken me to the pump or thrown me out of window.”

“Sarve you right,” said Martha.

“But the string gave way with which I had fastened on veil, bandeau, and green
shade; and there I was, face and head exposed, with nothing but my coffee wrinkles
left. I suppose I looked so odd that all the novices burst out laughing. Even Notre Mére,
the lady superioress, you know, Mr. Egremont, who had been to the pharmacy for sal
volatile, could scarcely keep a solemn face, and said, as she took me by the shoulder
and marched me off to my own room, ‘Mademoiselle, vous repondrez au moi.’”

“Did you not get fearfully punished?” asked Mr. Egremont, whilst the Professor
indulged in a loud laugh.

“O no,” replied Zanita, “they never punish there; that is the best of the dear old
nuns. But I tell you, aunty, Soeur Dulcima talked to me about one thing, not scolding
exactly or lecturing, until I felt as near like wishing I had not done it as I ever did in
my life.”

“That must have been a feat of Soeur Dulcima,” I responded, dryly. “But if you can
only personate Lady Macbeth, Ophelia, and Juliet as well as you did Sister Xavier, I
shall forgive you as they did.”

“I would rather play Romeo a great deal. I never could be so mawkish as Juliet and
Ophelia.”

“Do you think loving Romeo or Hamlet so absurd then?” said Egremont, making a
desperate effort to look indifferent.

“No,” replied the girl with perfect sang-froid, — considering that this was her début
conversation on love with any young man,— “but the manner of it is ridiculous.”

“Romeo, why art thou Romeo!” she mimicked to Egremont, whilst we none of us
could restrain our laughter. I hastened to change the subject, not wishing her to en-
lighten him as to how she could make love after her own fashion.

After that evening Mr. Egremont rarely called; and my fears had partly given place
to a pensive regret that I had been obliged to banish him from our society, and wishing
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on the whole that Zanita had not displayed such a decided fancy for him, or that she
could be induced to restrain it within maidenly bounds, which I knew she would not.
But, one day driving in Oakland, turning over these thoughts, the subject of them
passed on the road before me. He did not perceive me, for there was a gloomy, wearied
look on his face which never changed. There was something so graceful yet haughty
about his carriage, that if I had seen him for the first time I must inevitably have
fallen into speculation about him, — as I then did. The old conundrum proposed itself
for solution. What could he be doing here? What brought him here? Did he really
care about Zanita, and was he trying to live down the feeling without making any
attempt to win her? I concluded that the latter was the case, for unless he had been
self-conscious I had not said enough to drive him away in that sudden manner. Even
the novelty of so beautiful and brilliant a girl as Zanita would naturally have been
attractive to him. I was on my road to the ferry-boat to attend one of the Professor’s
lectures in San Francisco. I had vainly urged Zanita to accompany me. She did not
like lectures on scientific subjects, — the geology of the cafons least of all.

“T know it off by heart, aunty,” she pleaded. “Didn’t we go with the Professor when
he found it all out?”

I therefore left her at home reading the life of Rachel, whom I al-ways fancied she
resembled.

There was to be a late boat that evening, and the Professor and myself were to
return by it after the lecture, which went off pleasantly, — as my husband’s lectures
always did. Afterwards we went to the hotel with some friends, took some refreshments
— as [ had told Martha not to wait up, — and then returned all together by the ferry.

The moon shone brightly on the bay, drawing its wavelets in rippled silver, and
performing marvels of masonry on Yerba Buena Island, in shadowy towers, and castles,
and cathedrals, which seemed traceable like embers in a fire.

“T feel strangely nervous and almost superstitious to-night,” I said, passing my arm
through my husband’s. “I fancy I can see the figure of Zanita clearly defined in the
moonlight standing on that pinnacle of rock, just as I have seen her stand at the very
brink of Eagle’s Nest or Pom-pom-passa.”

“I see it too, and it is something like her,” said the Professor.

“And there is Egremont rising up behind her,” I said, tracing out the figure, “and
about to push her over.”

“I guess she’ll be first with him, there!” laughed the Professor. “But there, they have
both disappeared,” as the boat veered round.

We parted with our friends at our own door. The Professor turned the key in the
latch and pushed it open, and the whole passage was instantly flooded with moonlight.
I lit the lamp, which had been left for us. I noticed the parlor door was partly open and
the moonbeams slanting in. I went to close it, intending to go straight up-stairs to our
room. I never can recall what impulse tempted me to look in, but my eyes rested upon
a sight which instantly paralyzed my lips beyond the power to utter an exclamation.
There, on the sofa, sat Zanita and Mr. Egremont encircled in each other’s arms, like
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two statues carved in stone. The moon’s rays, lying still over their placid faces, tinged
them with the unearthly hue of two corpses, and showed their eyes, slightly open staring
glassily. At this moment my husband appeared with the light: the vision changed at
once and made them appear very much as though they had fallen comfortably asleep.

“Good heavens!” I exclaimed, recovering my breath. “What is the meaning of this,
Mr. Egremont? Zanita, I am ashamed of you!”

But neither moved, though in my excitement I had spoken loud enough to rouse
the “Seven Sleepers.” I was about to rush upon Zanita and remove her forcibly from
her position when the Professor laid his hand on my shoulder.

“Stop! my dear. Be careful; there is something very curious about this. It is not
ordinary sleep.” And he advanced and passed the light before their eyes. The lids never
quivered, neither did the pupils move.

“My God!” I cried, with an awful dread stealing over me, “are they dead? My darling
Zanita, speak one word!”

“They are not dead,” said my husband, “nor is it even a case of suspended animation,”
feeling each pulse in turn. “Not sick,” he muttered, “either, for their color is quite fresh
and natural.”

“Nor asleep,” I said, “unless they are both somnambulists!”

“They must be under the effect of some strong narcotic,” said my husband, “opium
or hasheesh. Perhaps Martha can throw some light upon the matter. Where is she?” I
ran up-stairs and awakened Martha.

“Do you know anything of Miss Zanita?”

“No, ma’am, unless she is asleep in bed. Why, is she lost again! Up in some other
china closet, you bet!” suggested Martha, rubbing her eyes.

“Did you know Mr. Egremont was here?”

“No, I guess he’s not, leastwise not of my letting in; for he called soon after you was
gone, and said as he would not come in, which he needn’t have troubled to, for I held
the door in my hand and never budged an inch to let him pass; for I guess if I had
Miss Zanita and he would soon have been up at some marlicks or other.”

“Martha, dress quickly and come down-stairs! Something very strange has happened
to Miss Zanita.”

“I’"d be more puzzled if it hadn’t,” responded Martha, hurrying on her things.

We found the Professor still experimenting upon the two statues, who sat rigid as
though they had been frozen.

“Had we not better send for a doctor?” I suggested.

“I do not think it is a case for medical skill,” replied my husband; and he added, “it
might cause a great deal of scandal.”

Martha declared she knew nothing of the event whatever. Until she had gone to
bed at ten o’clock, Miss Zanita had not been moving about. No glass, cup, or spoon
had been asked for, nor could we discover any pill-box, powder-paper, or glass, from
which any mixture or drug had been taken. Mr. Egremont had his walking-cane in one
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hand, and Zanita had a lovely camelia in her right hand, their right and left arms lay
loosely round each other.

“I am sure they were not speaking or moving around before I went to bed,” persisted
Martha, “and when I went to see the front door was all right on the latch, I noticed
the parlor door ajar, and concluded Miss Zanita was abed.”

“My lamb, my pet!” moaned Martha, terrified by the strange sight, throwing her
arms round the still form of Zanita and stroking the pale Grecian brow, which, with
its slight frown, seemed sculptured in white marble. “You shall tickle me with the cat’s
tail, or anything else you like, if you will only speak one word to your own Martha!”
But poor Martha uttered a shriek of dismay, as this appeal was suddenly answered by
Zanita, and Mr. Egremont simultaneously rising from their seat and looking upon us
with a bewildered gaze.

Instantly the feeling of the impropriety of the situation flashed upon us all, and my
indignation began to boil over and first found vent.

“Mr. Egremont!” I said, severely, “can you give any explanation of this?”

“None, madam,” he replied, the words oozing from his blue lips as though they were
thrust forth in agony. He had turned perfectly white in fact, almost a livid green, since
he had awoke, and the miserable expression in his eyes seemed to appeal to the ceiling
to fall and crush him. Shame, remorse, despair, complete self-abasement, were depicted
upon every line of his person.

Not so Zanita; after the first stare of astonishment, she had fallen into that peculiar
furtive look of hers when caught or arrested in any piece of mischief. The defiant, elfish
smile was on her face, and, I must say, provoked me more than anything.

“Zanital!” T exclaimed, “how could you think of going to sleep on the sofa with Mr.
Egremont?”

“Aunty,” replied the invincible child, no more moved than if I had asked her where
she had put a spool of thread, “I don’t think I did go to sleep on the sofa with Mr.
Egremont; at least I don’t recollect it, if I did.”

“My dear!” said my husband, coming to the rescue, “don’t you think we had better
postpone this investigation until to-morrow? Mr. Egremont” — he said, indicating that
individual, who stood like a criminal listening to his death-warrant— “will no doubt
be anxious to answer any and every question, and to-night will be glad of rest.”

“Whatever you wish,” responded the latter, “but I should feel grateful to have my
explanations, few as they are, postponed until to-morrow.” He advanced toward me
and half held out his hand, but I was too angry to give any sign of being propitiated.
“Be pitiful,” he murmured; “do not judge me too harshly,” — and he walked out of the
room bowing to us all, like the ghost in a magic lantern.

Zanita took up a candle. “Good-night, aunty!” she said, with a mischievous smirk;
“good-night, Professor, — Martha!” and she skipped up-stairs with a bound.

“Wall!” exclaimed Martha, “if she ain’t the little imperintest, audacious minx. I never
did! she ain’t afraid of man or devil!”
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“No,” commented my husband, “she has not a particle of fear in her composition!”
— and we all retired to our chambers.

When the door was shut and the lamp set down, I put my two hands on my hus-
band’s shoulders. I needed his quiet strength very much that night.

“John!” I said, “tell me what is it? Tell me what you think?” He clasped his strong
arms round my waist.

“My dear,” he said, “I am not thoroughly satisfied myself what it is. I thought it
might be some soporific, such as chloroform, which Zanita had chanced upon, and
experimented with. But she, at least, has none of the symptoms of having taken such
a poison, and I am inclined to think that it may be some singular effect of animal
magnetism called mesmerism. The greater part of the phenomena exhibited, I am
inclined to regard as a gross humbug. But there is no doubt that muscular insensibility
can be produced by one person over another, the same as by inhaling ether; and that
such coma may last for a certain length of time.”

“But how could they have both fallen into this condition?” I exclaimed. “How could
they both have been mesmerized? Who could have operated upon them?”

“There is the mystery,” said my husband. “I do not believe any one has been in the
house; and yet I never heard of a case of mutual magnetic influence. I earnestly wish
those two had never met, my dear.”

“That thought has tormented me from the first moment they saw each other,” I
replied. “But what is to be done now that the evil has occurred?”

“As to that you must be guided by circumstances. That they met this evening by
any appointment or evil intention, I cannot be induced to believe. And perhaps the
best thing would be to give our sanction to their intimacy and thus denude it of that
dangerous charm of secrecy.”

“You had better question them separately, and I think, you will elicit more from
either of them than I could. Egremont will speak more frankly to you, for a woman
has a knack of arriving at the truth quicker than all the cross-questioning a man can
put.”

Chapter XVII. An Apology for Love.

THE NEXT MORNING I felt restless and anxious, expecting Mr. Egremont every
moment. Zanita had resumed her perusal of the life of Rachel in undisturbed equanim-
ity.

“Aunty,” she said, presently, “won’t you let me have a horse to ride? I feel so caged
up in this small house and garden, I am sure it is that which gives me the headache!”

There was something so reasonable and yet so audacious in this request, at the
moment when she ought to have considered herself in deep disgrace, that 1 paused
before making her any reply. In that moment I perceived Mr. Egremont coming up the
front garden. “Zanita, go to your room!” I said, peremptorily. She quickly descended
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from the back of the chair, where she had been perched like a squirrel, and left the
room before Martha had attended the door. He came in looking haggard and worn as
though he had not slept all night. After a cold salutation had passed we sat for some
time in silence. I was trying to frame a speech sufficiently decisive yet without any
acrimony, and nervously rejecting each sentence as it presented itself; but no sooner
had I opened my lips to speak than he interrupted me with, “Pray, Mrs. Brown, do
not upbraid me until you know all. I will tell you exactly as far as I remember, all that
occurred, and then submit to whatever comments you may think fit to make.”

“Proceed!” I said.

“T called here last evening to see you, and was told by Martha that you were out,
and as she did not seem inclined to let me in, I did not ask for Miss Zanita but went
away. As I passed the window Zanita threw it up and said she wanted to speak to me,
and I must get in at the window, which invitation I gladly obeyed. We talked a few
minutes before she asked me to take a seat on the sofa by her side. She asked me for
the flower I had in my buttonhole. I gave it to her with a compliment. She looked so
beautiful I put my arm round her waist and kissed her,” said Egremont, wringing out
the words as though he was at confession, and coloring like a girl.

“l am surprised, Mr. Egremont, that knowing the peculiar character of my ward,
the anxiety I experience on her account, and the intimate footing upon which you
have been received in this family, that you should wantonly enter upon a clandestine
flirtation with Zanital”

His handsome lips trembled and curved at this rebuke, and the hot color went and
came painfully. He was silent for a few moments, and then said in a choked voice,

“The wanton and clandestine both do me injustice. I was absolutely fascinated and
bewitched by her beauty, as I was the first time I saw her. The interview was entirely
unpremeditated. But I will resume.

“The idea occurred to me that I should like to exert control over her. I hoped I might
gain her devotion, and I thought I would like to try to mesmerize her. I had no thought
but a mere experiment. I said something of the kind to her; she replied, ‘Take care, 1
may magnetize you, as the snakes do the rabbits.” I believe that is substantially all that
passed; I have no recollection whatever of any symptoms of sleep coming over me, or of
any premonitory consciousness that I was falling asleep, such as we usually experience;
and I swear to you on my honor and conscience this is the truth. My feelings toward
Zanita are honorable, and I will be to her whatever she may desire, — friend, lover, or
husband.”

“I am glad to hear you speak so frankly, and must accept your explanation, however
strange and inexplicable it appears. May I ask, did you ever mesmerize any one before
last night?”

“I have done so occasionally,” he replied, the warm wave again mantling his brow.
“But that was in the regular way of making passes,” he added.

Unwilling to probe his suffering any further, I closed the interview, by saying, that
the matter must rest upon Zanita’s feelings; that, for my own part, I did not wish her
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to engage herself as yet, still less to rush into such extraordinary proceedings as that
of the previous evening; that I did not think her at all calculated to perform the duties
of a wife; “nor should I wish,” I said, “to see you her husband, unless I knew more of
you.”

He winced at this last remark, and said, —

“Has there been anything in my conduct that you have disapproved of before last
night?”

“No,” I said; “but you must remember how little I know of your previous life, and
the alarm I should feel at trusting such a wild unmanageable character as Zanita’s
with an entire stranger.”

“Entire stranger!” he muttered bitterly, and wished me good-morning, with the
understanding that he was to return on the morrow to receive Zanita’s answer to his
proposition.

When I made what I considered a necessary explanation to Martha of the affair,
desiring her not to mention it in the neighborhood, she exclaimed,

“O, my eyes and Betty Martin! Ma’am, don’t you go for to believe him. They were
just a keepin’ company a sitting up with one another, as is reg’lar among young folks.
Why, when I was cook aright away down East, there was a young man as used to
come along reg’lar at dusk a sitting up with our young lady, an’ the parlor was always
dusted a-purpose for them. An’ Mrs. Fishgill she used to make us creep about as quiet
as mice, fear o’ disturbing on ’em. Why ma’am, it’s quite natural like, only I don’t see
why they should a set so stiff at it. I thought they were dead. I'll he blessed if I did
not!”

I gave up the argument again, recommending discretion.

“All right, ma’am; I’'m not the one to be blabbing, about ‘sitting up.”” My interview
with Zanita was not more satisfactory.

“Why, aunty, you know what passed last night very well; you have been questioning
Mr. Egremont.”

“Yes, my dear, and I want to see if he has told me the truth.”

“O yes,” she cried, “you want the equipoise of evidence. Well, aunty, he has told you
the truth, for although he is an enormous false-hood on the whole, he never tells a
direct lie. Now the difference between us is, that though I tell a thousand fibs I never
practice deception, as he does.”

“Zanita!” I said, “do not talk nonsense; come to the point.”

“Well then, aunty, I called Mr. Egremont in and made him come through the window,
as Martha had shut him out of the door. I asked him to sit on the sofa.” She went on
talking rapidly as though it were all a matter of course. “He had a flower in his coat,
and I asked him to give it to me. He said he should have offered it to me before, as it
perfectly resembled me,— ‘it was a scarlet camellia,” — but thought I did not care for
flowers. I said I liked it, because it was his flower, and then he put his arm round me
and kissed me, and I liked that too.”

“Zanita!” I said severely.
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“O yes, I like him better than any one except you, aunty.”

I felt wretched, I had dreaded to hear this avowal, and had been hoping against
hope.

“And would you like to marry him and become his wife?” I asked despairingly.

“O no, aunty! I could not be bothered!”

I laughed right out at this characteristic reply. Zanita never cared for any one more
than would gratify her immediate purpose.

Of love, which in a woman consists of tenderness and devotion, her character was
singularly devoid; they were emotions quite foreign and incomprehensible to her. Com-
passion for man or beast she knew not, and would as soon have strangled her lover as
her pet kitten, and experienced no more remorse. When I laughed out at her queer re-
ply, which, nevertheless, came so gratefully to me, she joined in with a terrible reckless
glee, that looked almost fiendish upon that young beautiful face.

“O, Zanita!” I said, taking her delicate hand with its long taper fingers in mine.
“My dear child, will you never learn to feel for any one but yourself, or reflect how
much torture you inflict upon others in order that you may enjoy a small evanescent
gratification?”

“What have I done to Mr. Egremont?”

“Zanita, you have done a very wicked thing. You have encouraged him to place
his affections upon you, under the impression that they were reciprocated. You have
schemed for and obtained from him the choicest and holiest gift a man can offer to a
woman, — his heart and hand. And when you have succeeded in winning this, beyond
his power to recall, then you reject scornfully the whole wealth of his soul which he
has laid at your feet! My opinion is that a woman cannot be guilty of a more heinous
and unpardonable sin. Heartlessness ought to be visited with equal reprobation as the
weakness of over heartfullness. There is less real evil in the latter than the former.”

“As regards Mr. Egremont,” said Zanita, indifferently, “I don’t think he has either
heart or hand to give, so you need not lament the gift thrown away. He admires me
because I admire him, and no more; he will not break his heart any more than I shall;
and as to his hand it is no doubt given away long ago.”

“What do you mean, Zanita?” for I fancied that with her usual trickiness she had
slid into the latter suggestion the better to make out her case. She gave me one of her
oblique furtive glances.

“You don’t know that he has not a wife and children in England, or wherever he
comes from?” she said.

“Nonsense!” I replied, reprovingly. “Of course he has not. But it is not of consequence,
any way, since you do not intend to accept him. I shall inform him of your decision.”

“Whatever you like, aunty,” she said, carelessly, taking up the part of Lady Teazle
she was studying.

“Aunty!” she called in her most coaxing voice as I was leaving the room, “can’t I
have a horse to ride?”

“I will see about it,” — and I left her.
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When I rejoined the Professor in his study and recounted the various items of the
inquirendo, he expressed himself highly satisfied with the result.

“T am heartily glad she has rejected him. She would have been the death of him,
laughed my husband. “She would ruin a whole county of men if she were allowed to
marry them; and I am very certain, — as I told you when she was a mere infant, —
that she is not qualified to form the happiness of any one. She ought to content herself
with being wedded to her profession, and I suppose that unless some prince or premier
makes her an offer, she will not think it worth while to be bothered, as she calls it.”

“She will never marry except from ambition or love of power,” I said; “yet it is one
of the strangest cases of attraction — I will not call it love — I have ever witnessed. It
commenced from the very first moment their eyes met, and thus might be classified as
‘Love at first sight.” But Zanita does not love him, and asserts that he does not care
for her, and of course she ought to know best.”

“And yet,” mused the Professor, “you tell me he made a formal offer to marry.”

“Yes, certainly; but I think he might be actuated by other motives than love. He
possesses a great deal of that quality the French call respect humain, and would be
very sorry to forfeit our good opinion; and the matter having been brought to a climax
by the discovery last evening, he has seen no way out of the dilemma but honorable
proposal.”

“Very probable,” said the Professor. “But admitting that to be the case, what is the
attraction? How was the climax, as you term it, brought about?”

“That is a myth,” I said, “which none of my ologies have yet elucidated. What is
love? What, especially at first sight? A man sees a young woman bearing a noble part
in her family, enduring patiently a great burden of misery, or struggling heroically with
the rough current of the world. He admires, and pities, and reasons logically that such
noble qualities if transferred to a more genial soil and planted round his hearth would
make his home an Eden. The interest deepens into affection, the pity into tenderness,
which is all natural, reasonable, and comprehensible. But that is the passion of love,
only in certain minds: love is usually erratic, unreasonable, unruly, and unconquerable.
It rushes down like an avalanche, we know not from whence, we guess not whither.
It changes all things, transforms the whole face of nature, beautifying, glorifying, and
gilding all it approaches. It makes the stars to shine out, and the moon to be intensely
bright. What lover does not see the moon bigger than erst was her wont to be? The
veriest clown picks gently the flower he has trodden under his hob-nailed shoes all his
life, and carries it to his Molly. Nature seems in sympathy with this master-passion
of love, which, at the same time, is metamorphosing and making as wild work in our
interior and exterior world. The same vivid delusions prevail, as concerning the size of
the moon, the brilliancy of the stars, and the beauty of the flowers. This may be called
the poetic phase, where love idealizes and makes life a romance. Poets sing it, and
artists depict it. Along with it troop a noble band of devotion, worship, self-sacrifice,
admiration. We drink it in as an elixir, sometimes accidentally, but often consciously;
and like revelers in champagne we know that intoxication is to ensue; we know that the

)

97



whole world is to be turned like a kaleidoscope, from dull, prosaic gray to rainbow tints
of gorgeous hue; we know it is the same old dull piece of glass, but yet it is mingled
with such ecstatic moments of faith in the blissful ideal, and disgust of the dronish real,
that we clutch the flowing goblet and sip and sip till our souls are wraptin an elysium
of bliss. This is all-absorbing love.”

“Or harmless insanity,” put in the Professor.

“Let us imagine it” — I went on, not heeding the sarcasm— “an essence something
between spirit and matter floating in ambient air, neither all godlike nor fully human.
We imbibe it with our eyes, and ears, and nostrils, and lips, and touch, and every
trembling fibre of our whole frame.”

“A sort of epidemic,” suggested my husband, “infectious, like cholera or small-pox.”

“You ought to be the best judge of that,” I retorted, “for you have experienced the
three maladies.”

“Well,” he said, “I hope the former has left more trace than the three little marks of
the latter,” — placing his finger over three indented white spots on his forehead.

“But, John, I have not come to Zanita’s case yet, and that kind of fascination is
the most mysterious to me. She has no love for him of the description we have been
speaking of, but still is irresistibly attracted toward Egremont and he to her. Do you
not think, Professor, that the condition we found them in was a physical result of
negative and positive magnetism operating as imperatively upon these two coming
together as the detonation from an electric cloud?”

“That seems a plausible but very dangerous theory, especially if you think they
might explode of spontaneous combustion,” replied the Professor, who always worked
out my nebulous theory by a little satire.

“They are thrown together by much the same magnetic attraction that draws the
lamb to its own mother out of a flock of hundreds of sheep, though it has no mark
by which to distinguish her from the rest. And I believe, that thousands of matches
are made, and lives marred by mistaking that phenomena for love; for if we call it
love among the animals, it ought not to be dignified with that name in human beings,
because the soul has really no part in it, and I believe that either Zanita or Egremont,
in spite of this attraction, would be capable of forming a real attachment to-morrow.”

“I should be sorry for the object of such an affection,” said the Professor; “but don’t
you think, my dear, that it would be an improvement if these negative and positive
affinities could also entertain a little devotion and tenderness for each other? If the
moon could grow a little larger for them as well as the ploughman, or the streamlets
ripple out soft sayings to their longing ears, par example?’

“0O, certainly! I should know the touch of your hand in a crowd, though I did not
know that you were within miles of me.”

For reply, my husband kissed me, and asked if I should know that, for a sapient
little woman as I was. He said, he thought “even an unpoetical Professor of Geology
might swear to that in the dark.”
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“Yes,” 1 continued, “you must have noticed that some hands have the power to
soothe in sickness whilst certain invalids are irrtated by the touch of a nurse. You know
what an objection your sister has to shake hands with strangers, because, she says, in
touching some people she experiences the most uncomfortable sensation, amounting
sometimes to a galvanic shock; and don’t you think that sometimes, when my hair
is emitting electric sparks, that if I laid it upon some persons they would feel some
magnetic influence?”

“Without a shadow of doubt, my dear,” said my husband, roguishly. “You used to
wear a long curl before we were married, and one day the wind blew it round me, and
after that I remember it was all over with me. Since Samson’s time, long hair has been
a mighty perilous weapon.”

“Particularly,” I said, “attached to a javelin, like the Spartan women.”

The next day I felt uncomfortably nervous at having to break to Mr. Egremont the
unpropitious news of his rejection by Zanita. I tormented myself to find the mildest
form in which I could convey it and least wound his sensitive temperament. I rehearsed
in imagination phrase after phrase, and sentence after sentence, with a view to making
had look better; for that Zanita had behaved badly I felt bitterly conscious, and how
deeply he might take it to heart I could not decide. Sometimes I concluded that I would
regard it lightly as a mere childish freak; at others, that I would treat it virtuously and
indignantly, and condemn Zanita as a heartless coquette who was not worth grieving
about. I even went so far as to think of offering my sympathy and influence to coax
Zanita into a more amiable frame of mind. That was the most chimerical idea of all.
The whole was cut short by the announcement by Martha of Mr. Egremont.

“He’ll be come to fix up about Miss Zanita,” suggested Martha, confidentially, “and
no doubt keeping company reg’lar with him an’ sub-due her like. I know when I kep’
company with Abimelech jiggers I felt right badly all the time, — a low sinking like;
and when he went away West to fix about some lot of land and wrote me to come on,
I didn’t feel like it, so I just put the letters in the fire that he might think I never got
them, — post-offices is such uncertin things.”

Still laughing at Martha’s Irish solution of her anti-matrimonial difficulty, I de-
scended to the parlor and made a thorough bungle of all I intended to say, becoming
very hot and red in the process.

“I was quite prepared,” answered Mr. Egremont, very coolly, “for your communica-
tion;” and a haughty sneer settled on his face, which both irritated and perplexed me.
“Zanita having got into somewhat of a scrape with me I thought it best, out of respect
for yourself and the Professor, to make the offer I did, without the slightest idea that
it would be accepted, and, indeed,” he continued, tapping his boot with his cane, “with
the slight knowledge she had of my position, I felt sure she would not.”

“Then,” said I, angrily, “it would appear that I am the only person in earnest in the
whole affair?”

He smiled a faint sarcastic smile, which rapidly transfigured him to a totally different
person. The gentle, sweet-faced Adonis suddenly appeared like some blasé guardsman,
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some callous roué seen lounging about most great cities. My eyes flamed up with
vexation and surprise. “Under those circumstances, Mr. Egremont,” I said, “I must
beg you to avoid such contretemps, as you call scrapes, for the future. I had been
considering how I could best spare your feelings in the matter; but now I perceive that
you have none.”

“T trust you will not judge me too harshly, Mrs. Brown,” he said, resuming his soft
captivating way, “and that in time you will think that this is really the best termination
to the affair.” He bowed gracefully with the old sweet smile, and left me.

“Well,” T soliloquized, — for the Professor was out,— “he is gone, and the mystery
with him; and I never knew anything more provoking and unsatisfactory in my life. If
I only knew what he was or who he was. If I could decide to think well or ill of him, or
come to any definite conclusion about him. The vague perplexity is tantalizing in the
extreme. Why should Zanita hint at his being married? Why should he assume that if
she knew his position she might act differently? How extraordinary that we had been
upon such intimate terms, and discussing the nearest relations he could enter into with
us, and we know absolutely nothing of him, and he had never let fall one syllable from
which we could draw any conclusion.”

The Professor laughed right out when I recounted to him the result of the interview.
“He is quite right, my dear; this is the very best ending possible. If you can only write
finis now, you have done well, and I congratulate you upon a very narrow escape from
trouble.”

Chapter XVIII. New Symptoms and Recourse to
Nature.

FOR SOME WEEKS after this all went on quietly at our home. We neither saw
nor heard anything of Mr. Egremont. We decided that as the nuns had done all they
could for Zanita she was to remain at home and study for the stage: first by reading
with me, and afterwards with some tragedian.

She commenced the study well, and soon delighted me with the vivid conception
she took of each character, old or young, — from Polonius, Ophelia’s father, to Emilia,
lago’s wife. She was skillful in seizing the identity, and where she could not personify
she could mimic to perfection.

The saddle-horse she so much coveted had been procured, and she was such a fearless
and skilled horsewoman that I permitted her to ride out alone, accompanied only by
Beppo as groom, in the secluded park-like roads of Oakland. Sometimes she would
visit her old schoolmistress, — the matter of the expelling having been quite forgotten,
— and would enchant that highly cultivated lady with her recitations from the poets.
Mrs. Martinette made a point of calling upon me to express her strong conviction that
Zanita was destined to become one of our greatest actresses; and that whenever I felt
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disposed to let her essay in a private rehearsal, her magnificent class-room would be
placed at my disposal.

I was beginning to breathe afresh and see my future course clearly, when one morning
Martha opened the parlor door with unusual pre-caution, and peering round stealthily
closed it behind her standing with her back against it.

“Are you alone, ma’am?” she said in a sepulchral whisper.

“Why of course I am, Martha; what on earth is the matter with you?” “Well, then,
ma’am, I thought Miss Zanita might be around, for she is such a flipperty thing you
never know rightly where she is; and I wanted just to say, ma’am, as Mr. Egremont’s
not visiting the house lately — is he?”

“Why no, Martha! How can you ask such foolish questions? I told you that as the
young people did not care for each other the matter was at an end.”

“Yes, ma’am,” said Martha, wiping down her two red bare arms with her apron as
though she had just come out of the wash-tub,— “yes, ma’am, you told me so; but it
beats me if them two ain’t a keepin’ company right straight on.”

“O, nonsense! Martha. What reason have you for supposing such a thing?”

“Where does Miss Zanita ride to?” she asked, briskly setting her arms akimbo.

“She rides about the roads and sometimes to the Academy.”

“Pish!” ejaculated Martha, disdainfully; “no sir’ee, she do not!” she cried, forgetful
of my sex in her vehemence. “She rides somewheres direct, and back same way, and
brings that mare home in a sweat. ‘Where’s this you’ve been?’ sez I to Beppo, ‘to bring
them horses all home in a sweat, sez 1.’ ‘Them’s not in a sweat, sez he.” ‘Them is in a
sweat, sez I,” — and I just wiped it off with my hand and threw it in his face to teach
him to lie to me. And moresomever, ma’am, just you ask Beppo where they’ve went
just after they’ve been, and you’ll see the roundabout rigmarole he’ll be telling you of
nowheres at all.”

“The next time they go out I will ask Miss Zanita,” I said, “for I think you must he
wrong in your suspicions. She had only to express the wish and Mr. Egremont could
visit her as much as she desires.”

“Bless you, ma’am! that’s just her contraryness. She won’t take what she can have,
and will have what she can’t get.”

Having delivered herself of this lucid explanation, Martha wiped her arms again and
returned to her kitchen, leaving me full of uneasiness; for although I could scarcely
believe that Zanita had any rendezvous with Mr. Egremont, there was the danger
that she had formed some other acquaintance; for discretion formed no part of her
character, and to carry on anything on the sly was so much the negro propensity that
Beppo would make only too ready an ally.

Satisfied that if there was any foundation for Martha’s fear I should not elicit
anything from Zanita, I resolved upon a strategem.

The following day, when the two horses were standing ready at the door and Zanita
just preparing to mount, I suddenly notified my intention of riding with her instead of
Beppo, and bade him change the saddle. Beppo was no master of the art of dissimula-
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tion, though an apt scholar; and his great wide open eyes, protruding to their utmost,
showed how terribly he was disconcerted by this change of the programme. He cast
an appealing look toward his young mistress, who stood carelessly switching her habit
with her riding whip.

“Why, aunty! will you not be very tired? And you have company coming this
evening.”

“True, I had forgotten that; but I will go all the same.”

Directly we turned into the main road both horses tried to break into a canter.
Zanita checked her’s, but I gave mine the rein and let him go. The animal shook his
mane and went off as though intent upon doing his duty.

“O, aunty!” cried Zanita, “how fast you are riding; you will be quite tired.”

But I never touched my rein determined to let my horse have his head and see where
he would take me to.

After riding in this way for some time Zanita suddenly shot past me, for her mare
was much fleeter than mine, which we used as a buggy horse, and presently I saw she
was urging her mare to full gallop.

I screamed to her not to gallop, but keep with me; but she heeded me not, and
was soon racing with the wind. The road was almost straight to the beach. She was a
fearless rider and sat her horse so well that I felt no alarm. She looked so bright and
beautiful as she flew on, that every passenger turned to look at her, and must have
thought her the personification of a Die Vernon. Unwilling to lose sight of her I had
now to urge my buggy charger, and he, nothing loth, did his best. But we had lost
time, and just before we came in sight of the beach a curve in the road hid the runaway
from my sight.

I rounded the point in time to see Zanita raised in her stirrup and waving her
handkerchief, fastened to the end of her whip, like a flag of truce. She then turned her
horse’s head and was back at my side immediately.

“T wanted to get a glimpse of the beach,” she said, “and you do not want to ride so
far, I know.”

“T am going on,” I replied, without drawing my rein.

When we neared the beach a little skiff was putting off manned by a single sailor.

Could I be mistaken in that lithe, graceful figure! It was too far off to be very certain,
but my emotions told me it was Egremont.

“Who is that in yonder boat?” I asked, turning to Zanita.

She shaded her eyes with her hand as if to take a better view.

“Which boat, aunty? You call all manner of craft boats. Is it the schooner, the
cutter, the row-boat, or the man-of-war’s boat with the captain in it? Sure enough!”
cried Zanita, as if overjoyed with the discovery.

But the solitary boatman was now hidden by the sail, and the little skiff was bound-
ing with joyous springs over the blue bay toward San Francisco. Zanita kept on chatting
about the visit we had been asked to pay on board the English man-of-war lying off
Buena Yerba. I made no reply, but turned homewards with a heavier heart than I
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had come. Both horses stretched out to take the same pace back. They had done their
work, and evidently knew what was expected of them. If they could have spoken they
could have told me how often Zanita had sped along that road at lightning pace. How
often their spurning hoofs had struck the light from the flints as they tore up the stony
road; how they had been running this race, poor beasts! for days and weeks, and were
ever ready to do it again and again. No wonder they came home covered with foam.
How often had that tiny white sail glided into the little cove or bay; and Zanita’s genet
could have told too, how often the handsome sailor had sprang ashore to lift the lady
from its back, and afterwards stood stroking its soft nose and call it brave little mare.
For he was always kind and affable and gentle to animals. But the dumb brutes are
man’s servants and his slaves; they do his work and keep his secret.

I needed no further enlightenment. I had seen enough. Zanita was keeping up her
flirtation with Egremont, and the secrecy she was practicing could arise from no other
cause than her contraryness, as Martha called it.

When I informed the Professor of my discovery he was more disturbed than was his
wont.

“If she commences a practice of deceiving you, my dear, there is no knowing where
it will end; and suspicion and distrust will keep you in continual anxiety.”

“I should have expected more honorable conduct from Egremont. He must see what
a wild thoughtless child she is, and he is taking advantage of it to amuse himself, not
at hers, but our expense, for he knows that we should be the greatest sufferers from
any esclandre.”

Thus the amount of pain endured should be measured by the substance upon which
it falls, not by the weight of the blow given. The organization, and the nervous system,
regulate the proportion of suffering. A person of delicate sensitive temperament endures
an excess of pain, both mental and physical, over the phlegmatic, obtuse person. Hence
a public disgrace has killed many a man; whilst others seek only how they can best
turn it to account. One man endures an agony from the amputation of a limb, whilst
another could almost dictate a letter whilst the operation was going on.

“I fear we should never induce any dread in Zanita of what evil tongues might say
of her proceedings. Whereas you, my dear, will never be free from pain for a single
instant, until such contingency is put beyond all risk. Is it not so?”

“Indeed it is. “To have my adopted child the talk of the place would utterly destroy
my peace of mind; and to avoid this I must never lose sight of her; for her propensity
to be in mischief is just as prominent as when she was a child.”

“I think,” said my husband, “you had better put an end to this affair by taking her
home to the Valley for a time. It would change the current of her ideas, and probably
turn them in the channel you wish.”

“That would be the very best thing,” I exclaimed. “But what will become of you left
here by yourself?”

“0O, I shall get on splendidly; hang the broom out, and have a good time generally
with my bachelor friends.”
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I shook my head dolefully. I knew he was the last man in the world to be merry
when left alone; that he would mope and grow sick; wear two odd stockings, — even
if he were fortunate enough to find two; never have a handkerchief, and appear in a
disreputable neck-tie; that all his linen would take the opportunity of my absence to
go astray at the laundry. But he insisted upon sacrificing himself and his socks for the
general good, — c’est a dire for Zanita’s and mine. So it was decided we should start
for the Valley immediately.

Zanita heard the news joyfully, and I was happy to think that no regrets for the
handsome gondolier lingered in her mind. Our preparations were soon completed, and
the Professor accompanied us to Stockton, partly to see a friend, and partly for the
pleasure of a sail over the Bay of San Francisco, than which there is scarcely another
to exceed it in beauty.

The city on its seven hills, like Rome, is more picturesque to look at from the water
than pleasant to traverse: the beautiful coast-range of mountains, forming a wall to
the golden gate, where alone the glorious sunlight seemed to be admitted; the soft
green hills sloping like velvet to the very verge of the blue bay, and rising majestically
to the two thousand feet of Tamel Pais and Mount Diablo; the pretty little towns and
villages nestled in the cafons of the mountains, overshadowed by luxuriant mandrona
and quercus-virens; the deep intense blue of the water, with the pink and gold glow of
sunset; the sweet west breeze so fresh and pure, —

“For of all the ways the wind may blow,

I dearly love the West,”

all these combined make a sail on the Bay of San Francisco at sunset a dream of
glorious beauty and delight.

“T never can decide,” I communicated to my husband, “whether I like this or the
Bay of Naples the best. To be sure the latter has Vesuvius, Capri, and Sorrento, which
might be likened to Saneileto,—”

“Without the oranges,” said my husband; “and I think there is a magical shade of
light over Naples, which creates such enthusiasm, and which we lack here, though the
sunsets are very fine.”

“Yes, I remember what you mean: the after-glow, — the very poetry of nature. Do
look at Zanita; she is nearly asleep, she cares no more for scenery than science.”

“She has no poetry in her soul, obviously,” said the Professor.

“I think it is very sad. I should pity a person more in being bereft of the faculty of
drawing pleasure from the glory of God’s works, than for being either deaf or blind.
For nature to the appreciative is like sleep to the wakeful: it steals over us in our
moments of bitter trial and harassing care, and wraps us in downy oblivion, and with
imperceptible tonic opens the deadened senses to new delight and exhilaration. But
this poor child would never know this balm in her extremis.”

“Poor little child,” mused the Professor.
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“John,” I whispered, moving near to him, as I always did when I wanted to gain my
point,— “John, I wish you would try and exercise some of your kindly wisdom upon
the child; for I feel she is beyond my control.”

The Professor pressed my hand softly under my shawl, and replied, —

“My dear, I will do whatever you suggest to help you with your protégé; but I think
in her management she more needs tact than wisdom; and of the former you have more
than I; and in interfering I might only make mischief. Try the Valley first, and then
when she returns we shall see if anything further is necessary.”

“I have a sad presentiment or foreboding about her. I feel as regards her morally
now, as I used to do physically, when she was a little girl in the Valley. She was always
verging on some danger; always hazarding the brink of some precipice. If she was out
of sight for a minute she was generally discovered hanging by her frock in some tree,
or being carried down some gulch by the surging torrent. And now, if it is not the
peril of Mr. Egremont, it will be something else. It seems a strange dispensation of
Providence, that she cannot lead a smooth and natural life like other people!”

“Well, my dear, let us at least anticipate that once in the Valley of Ah-wah-nee,
your lives will flow on as peacefully as the Mercede, when rippling between the banks
of azaleas and lilies.”

We remained in Stockton two days, and then having parted with the Professor, with
much misgiving as to the state of his personal appearance when I should next see him,
we resumed our journey, via Hornitas, — the Little Oven, so called in Spanish, from
its intense heat, lying in the mountains very much like one. Or as Zanita called it, “via
purgatory to Paradise, the Valley.”

To ride behind four well-conditioned horses would seem, in the abstract, the most
pleasurable way of travelling through a beautiful country. But practically this ride
is one of the worst tortures that can be inflicted upon persons guilty of no crime
recognizable by law as punishable. This coach is so constructed, that at every pebble
as large as a nut, or hole to accommodate a taw, it rolls and pitches worse than a
narrow screw-steamer in a chopping sea. You are jigged, and tossed, and bounced up
to the ceiling, tumbled on the floor, wedged against the window, and scattered generally
in all directions; churned up in the corner, or sent sprawling into your neighbors on
the middle seat, and scratch your nose against a watch-chain, or lady’s shawl pin. As
this alternate beating and hanging continues from twelve to sixteen hours, according
to the road, you have very little definite idea of yourself whether you are a living,
bruised, and crushed human being, or a palpitating mass of hogshead cheese. The only
remedy for this is the alternative of having the stage crammed with nine stout inside
passengers, a few children, and a baby or two to stop up the crevices; then you travel
in the same style as poultry going to market promiscuously in a bag. You must either
sit upon your neighbor, or he will make a cushion of you. You find some one’s head
pillowed on your shoulder, and a stray arm round your waist. Feet in general are in
inextricable pell-mell, and woe to the wearer of thin hoots troubled with corns. It is no
use frowning at your wis-a-vis for making you a footstool, for it may be the individual
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in the farthest corner of the coach who has succeeded in intersecting his long limbs over
the way. What canned lobsters must feel is easy to be realized by mortals travelling
per stage on a hot dusty day in California.

Chapter XIX. AU Revoir.

NEVER WERE TWO escaped negroes more joyous than we, when we were mounted
on our horses to ride to Galen’s Rancho. Fortunately, its most estimable owner was
upon his way home, and accompanied us.

He was an old man who had lived the greater part of his life with Nature for his
companion; he had lived so true and close to her that her beauty and purity seemed
to permeate his entire character. Next to Kenmuir, we could not have found a more
interesting companion for such a ride; and as we ascended higher and higher, four
thousand feet, until we reached the Rancho, we appeared to be hourly invigorated by
the pure mountain air.

The cares, vexations, and anxieties I had experienced in the city seemed to be fading
away under the powerful stimulus of horse exercise and the refreshing beauty of Nature.
I know of no better antidote for a weary and jaded spirit than a brisk gallop among
the hills and by-ways of Nature’s peaceful retreats.

Zanita was in high spirit, and looked radiant in beauty and power, as she always
did on horseback. The old mountaineer could not help admiring her and remarking to
me, —

“She does credit to you, Mrs. Brown, for although these mountains gave her talent
and power, the refined bearing and culture come from you; we could not have given
her these graces.”

“You are very good to say so, but I think the nuns deserve the credit of the refinement
you notice.”

“It has always been interesting to me to trace,” he said, “how much her birth amidst
the stupendous grandeur of this scenery, and her life with it alone for so many years,
have had to do with the formation of her character. Those children of Naunton’s have
always been a theme for curious speculation, and I am pleased to see such a pleasant
result evolved.”

“Yes,” I said, ‘Zanita has turned out a very brilliant and attractive girl, and sets
her own cachet upon whatever she does, but her nature still bears the impress of the
wild, untrammeled character of the scenery; she remains the uncurbed child of nature
in spite of all we could do to make her conventional.”

We passed the night at Galen’s Hospice, and when about to start the next morning,
on our twenty-five miles’ ride into the Valley, Galen himself appeared leading up his
own black mule.

“I am going to guide you myself,” he said, “for I find that Bill is off with a stranger,
an artist, who has come up to make sketches of the various points of scenery.”
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“T am very glad to hear that,” I exclaimed, “because it gives us your company; also
because we shall now probably have some fine pictures of this luze de beaute. Who is
he?”

“T don’t recall his name, but he is a very pleasant gentleman.”

“I wonder if we could have him give Rosalind some lessons? She inherits all her
mother’s talent for painting and music, and has accomplished some very creditable
pieces with such little instruction as her father and myself could give her.”

“So I understand,” he replied. “She is growing up a very sweet and lovable little
creature.”

We were once more winding through the grand mountains, gorgeous in their won-
derful atmospheric tints, and through mighty forests of centurian trees, many whose
hoary locks denoted thousands of years rather than hundreds. To think of these giant
patriarchs dwelling here for centuries, long before this Western Continent was dreamed
of by Nor’lander or Spaniard, — when the limits of the toiling, bubbling, surging world
of Europe comprised the terra cognita.

“Think of these majestic hosts that have encamped far and wide over this great
land welcoming Columbus and Balboa to their mossy corridors and wide-spread leafy
chambers, regaling them with their sweet gums and pine nuts, singing them to sleep by
the rustling of their great feathery arms. They must have seemed to them like puling
infants in contrast to their aged generation. They must have been as much astonished
as these voyagers were.”

“Yes,” said Galen, “for I presume they had never seen a white man before.”

“And do you think that the Indians are coeval with the Sequoia and the Pinus
ponderosa?’ 1 asked.

“I do. The Red man is a type of race which is gradually fading out from old age
and decay in the same manner as the individual dies from the same cause. The Indians
have ceased to multiply, yet there is little doubt that they once populated this vast
Continent.”

“Do not ride so far ahead!” I called to Zanita. But she was off and soon out of sight.

“I would ride after her,” remarked Galen, “but I do not apprehend the slightest
danger for her; still, if you feel alarmed, Mrs. Brown” —

“O no!” I returned, “she will be all right now, but we might as well all have kept
together.”

In about a quarter of an hour she came riding back to meet us, looking well pleased
and as gay as she ever was. As we turned a point Galen exclaimed, “Ah! there they
are!”

I looked in the direction he indicated and had no difficulty in recognizing the brawny
shoulders of Horseshoe-Bill planted against a tree, his two hands thrust into the waist
of his trousers, with a short pipe in his mouth, in the blissful enjoyment of life; near
him was the figure of the artist partly concealed by a large white umbrella used to
regulate the shade on his sketch. As my eyes rested on him he arose from his sitting
posture and gave me a full view of him; my eyes surely had deceived me.
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“Good heavens! Zanita,” I ejaculated. “Zanita, is not that Mr. Egremont?”

“Yes, aunty. I saw him half an hour ago, and rode on to speak to him. He is making
a splendid sketch,” she replied, with the utmost nonchalance.

“Nonsense!” I said, angrily, “why has he come to the Valley?” “To make sketches, I
suppose, like any other artist.”

“T don’t believe he is an artist; if he is why has he concealed it from us?”

“You are a good judge, you can see for yourself, aunty,” resumed Zanita, curtly.

As we approached Mr. Egremont, he advanced with that easy grace which was
peculiar to him, and looked up at me with that unconscious sweetness that was always
irresistible.

“Is not this glorious?” he said, surveying nature around us, and cleverly ignoring the
awkwardness of our rencontre.

“Very,” I replied, saying within myself, “What a consummate hypocrite you are;” for
in the presence of Horseshoe-Bill and Mr. Galen I could not express myself aloud.

“You are right-smart at finding the trail now, Mrs. Brown, I guess,” said Bill. “You
remember how you were down on your luck first time as I brought you along; and
how you wanted to put Kenmuir in Stockton mad-house.” Here he laughed heartily,
hitching up his waistband and enjoying the joke.

“That was your doing, Bill. Did you not tell me that he was an idiot?”

“Ha, ha!” laughed Bill, with an unction; “didn’t he look like one, a moping and
a mowing about the rocks? I didn’t suspect as your husband belonged to the same
profession.”

“Moping and mowing idiots!” exclaimed Zanita, catching briskly at the blunder with
her keen mischievous glance. “It’s well the Professor does not hear you, and that aunty
is so good tempered.”

“I’'m darned if I am up in the professions,” said Bill, apologetically.

“Never mind; Bill, I understand what you mean.”

We all rode on, Egremont mounting his horse and acting as my cavalier. He was
ready with all those delicate attentions, those little easy flowing conventional speeches
which entirely exclude any real and earnest conversation however important. Thus,
partly owing to the interruptions of Zanita or Bill — Galen having taken his leave
and returned when we were in charge of the guide, — and partly owing to Egremont’s
adroitness in warding off any special inquiries, I found no opportunity to ask the
question which was natural and pertinent.

Long before we reached our destination he had so far insinuated himself into my
good graces that I found myself talking to him in the old familiar way, and tacitly
admitting his presence amongst us as a matter of course. Strange as it may appear,
either by his influence, or the mysteriously soothing effect of the physical nature around
me, my anger and annoyance at meeting him subsided. I enjoyed his presence as much
as ever without any of the nervousness which had so de-pressed me when leaving San
Francisco.
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What would the Professor think, could he see me now, absolutely enjoying the very
situation I had gone to so much trouble and inconvenience to avoid. My husband, I
knew, would call it caprice; but I called it circumstances over which I had no control.
What could I do? If I took Zanita back to Oakland they would again carry on their
clandestine proceedings; here in the Valley, at least, I could exercise some supervision,
and beside, as there was no other society but our own there was no fear of shocking
proprieties. I had just to allow affairs to take their course, to permit the stream to flow
on, since I was powerless to stem it. Yet how little I dreamed that my last move had
opened a fresh dam which would ere long overflow and carry forcibly all along with its
flood.

At first I imagined that Egremont could not stay long in the Valley, as there was
only Mr. Naunton’s house for accommodation; and unless he approved of his postulate
son-in-law, Egremont would be forced to retire. But in the course of conversation it
came out that Horseshoe-Bill had seen Kenmuir, who had agreed to receive the young
artist into his tiny abode. So here again I was foiled, whilst Zanita had mastered the
situation. “So be it,” I said again to myself, for I saw no way out of the dilemma.

But time soon interfered with my philosophy. Rosie had grown quite tall, and looked
quite a woman, and a very charming one. She had not lost her childlike, trustful
expression, but it was mellowed by the dreamlike dawn of womanhood. Sweetness,
resignation, and tenderness were all adolescent on her white brow, over which her
little golden curls clustered coquettishly as if well knowing how pretty and privileged
they were.

Her father had attended seriously to her education, and I was gratified to find her
very little behind her sister in general information and cultivation. She quite excelled
her in music and painting, and showed marked ability. She took a heartfelt interest in
Mr. Egremont from the first; partly because he was really the first handsome stranger
she had ever seen, — poor little bird! — in this secluded Valley; and eventually because
he was an artist; her admiration was excited by his fine pictures.

“Ah, aunty!” she exclaimed, a few days after our arrival, her bright young face all
aglow, “how nice it would be if I could go with Mr. Egremont and copy the same scene.
I should observe how he composed his subject, and have all the benefit of his good
taste.”

My original idea of her taking lessons from the artist returned to me.

“If Mr. Egremont is agreeable,” I replied, “I can see no objection; perhaps Zanita
would like to amuse herself that way, and I feel inclined myself to do a little sketching;
we could all go out in a party, each of us drawing our own conception, you only being
under the tutelage of Mr. Egremont.”

On being consulted the artist expressed himself quite charmed with the idea of
helping Rosalind, always provided it was not to be considered professionally.

A fair day saw us all busy with frames and canvas, — Horseshoe-Bill displaying a
talent for carpentering we had not expected.
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“Wall! T guess I could make a right-smart pile of money if stuck at the trade; but
I feel somehow like enjoying life backward and forward around these here diggins; it’s
mighty salubresome, I tell you.”

“Why, Bill, I should not have supposed that you had to study your health,” said I,
laughing, as I surveyed his herculean limbs.

“T guess I am not to call sickly-like,” grunted Bill, as he heaved a blow in chopping
up a log that would have felled an ox, “ ‘but there’s nothin’ like preserving the Lord’s
blessings,” — as Kenmuir says. Bein’ tied to one mill, ain’t exactly to my fancy. I like
to go where the Lord sends me,” winking at Kenmuir.

“It’s a long day since the Lord sent you on a message,” quoth Kenmuir; “but if you’ll
come and help me to heave in a log at the saw-mill, I believe He will lead you to do
that.”

“All right! I’'m your man,” said Bill.

The sketching party came off quite a success. We turned out in full force, and
selected “El Capitan” as a subject, viewed from a pile of débris on the opposite side
under the Cathedral Rocks, as we called them.

Egremont sketched with the bold dash of an experienced artist, and the few first out-
lines gave promise of a powerful picture. Rosalind closely imitated, insensibly throwing
in a sweet pathos of her own, for pictures, like music, imbibe the nature of the com-
poser. I selected my own position, and drew as I had been taught at school. Zanita’s
foreground was filled in with a very ferocious grizzly bear, and the height of Tu-tock-
a-nu-lah decorated with an eagle, which, according to the perspective, vied with “El
Capitan” himself in dimensions. The face of the “Wandering Jew,” which stands out
upon that mighty rock, she was very particular to make distinct.

But soon finding herself eclipsed by the superior skill of the whole party, she threw
down her impromptu easel and commenced painting a little smooth-haired white ter-
rier, the property of Horseshoe-Bill, with bright patches of cobalt blue, the tip of his
tail scarlet, which caused its master to exclaim when he saw the performance, —

“Wall! you're a rum ‘un, I tell you!”

Kenmuir belonged to the pre-Raphaelite school, and drew and painted every flower
and blade of grass and every feathery sedge just as it was in nature.

“A fig for your foreground!” he cried to Egremont and Rosie. “Those beautiful de-
cayed silvery logs you have there, are a mile and a half away, and you can’t seem them
from your stand-point.”

“But we have made a composition of them,” said Egremont.

“Then do you think you can compose nature better than the Almighty? Man is the
most arrogant biped that ever walked the earth.”

“Why, Kenmuir!” exclaimed Rosie, “how bare your foreground looks.”

“Bare!” echoed Kenmuir. “Bare with all those flowers in it?”

“They look like ten cents’ worth of mixed glass heads, such as I used to buy in
Oakland,” cried Zanita, mischievously. “Look at my hog,” she said, as she resumed
her sketch. “There is only one pig in the Valley, and he ought to have his portrait
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taken just as he is engaged in grunting his opinion of the geological structure of El
Capitan. Aunty, can you confer upon him the honorary degree of Valley worshipper?
I’'m sure he fully appreciates the beauties of nature from the expression of his sapient
countenance.”

But Zanita soon renounced the sketching expeditions; they were not sufficiently ex-
citing for her busy brain, or her muscular activity. She renewed her horseback exercise,
and easily induced Mr. Egremont to join her. Sometimes Rosie and myself or her father
accompanied them; but Rosie was not fond of the actual exercise of horsemanship; but
rather for the opportunity it afforded of compassing easily different coup d’oeils of the
landscape — this to me, also, was one of the greatest charms of riding in the Valley.

Every four yards on horseback brought new varieties of light and shade, and novelties
of form, which we had not anticipated; hundreds of new sites for sketching subjects
were ever presenting themselves: there was a luxe de choir perfectly bewildering.

“It is difficult to know where to begin,” said Egremont, “and quite impossible to
know where to leave off.”

Every rock had a score of splendid forms, as seen from as many points of view; every
mountain had fifty different shades and colors, as seen at different times of the day, or
in peculiar phases of atmosphere, — all beautiful, all alike enchanting.

But this was not Zanita’s pleasure. If there was a swampy piece to be found in the
river, into that swamp she was sure to flounder, up to her horse’s girth; and then she
would whip and spur to get him out.

“0,” she would exclaim, as she rode up to us bespattered with mud, “I had a terrible
time to get Jeroboam out of that mud-hole.”

“But Zani,” replied Rosie, laughing, “why did you put him in? You know that is
swampy land.”

“0O, I thought I could have got through on the edge,” persisted Zanita.

She would ride full gallop under the low outspreading boughs of the oak-trees, her
long silky hair flying loose, and catching round the leaves; Zanita with a jerk of her
head carrying away the spray, or leaving a lock of hair suspended on the branch.

“You will share the fate of Absalom, some day, Zanita,” I remonstrated. “Why must
you needs ride through a place when there is not actually space, when you have the
whole Valley to choose from?”

At other times she would throw me into a cold perspiration, by forcing Jeroboam
over some brink of rock where there seemed not footing for a chipmunk — the sage
beast carefully selecting his footing, while she would be shaking the reins, and calling,

“Ho! Jerry, look lively; what are you stopping for?”

It came to be a jest before we started, to select a ride where Zanita could not get
into mischief. To which she would retort,

“Do let us find a place so secure that aunty can’t get into a fright. Papa, let me
have Mu-wah to lead my horse.”

This was sure to provoke a laugh from Oswald Naunton.
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Gradually the excursions became divided. I found more and more occupations in the
house which required a woman’s handiwork, — chairs wanting new chintz, windows
needing new hangings, new sheets wanting hemming, and carpets renovating, table-
cloths darning, and a thousand and one trifles which denoted a too young housewife.

In all these labors Rosie was only too anxious to assist me; patiently waiting to go
sketching as the treat for her leisure. In the mean time Zanita, who could never be
induced to sew ten minutes at a time, was away among the mountains, shooting with
Mu-wah, or her father, — more frequently riding with Mr. Egremont.

Thus our family circle seemed to be flowing on as smoothly as the soft-flowing
Mercede, meandering through the Valley, — so resembled it, alas! in other respects,
when it dashes its foamy billows over the defiant rocks, hurling every weaker thing in
its course to destruction and ruin. But now all was peace and summer sunshine; and,
like the humming-bird trumpet flowers hanging over the cascade, we were all happy
on the verge of a precipice.

True it was that I pondered inwardly upon the actual state of affairs between Zanita
and Egremont. Whether they had come to any definite understanding as to their future,
or whether they had agreed to sip the rosy minutes as they flew, and to let the future
tell its own tale, I could not decide. To surprise a secret from either of them was
hopeless, and their conduct offered no elucidation. Mr. Egremont acted with impartial
gallantry to both the girls; he sketched with one and rode with the other, and was in
every circumstance the pink of gentlemanly good-breeding.

Whatever tenderness he might feel toward Zanita, he was the last one to display
it for the criticism and amusement of others. She alone would know the depth of his
love, while outsiders, however observant, could only guess at it. Yet I had noticed that
his gaze lingered over the peach-like face of Rosie — as she would lift her great blue
eyes to his with an expression of baby-wonder, — with something more than artistic
admiration of her beauty.

“But a man can’t love two women at the same time,” I said to myself, “and Cozy
is but a baby, after all.” I had faithfully narrated every circumstance relating to Mr.
Egremont to Mr. Naunton, upon our arrival; but he had in his usual philosophic way
laughed me to scorn, as I may say, — regarding it all a very good joke on the part of his
favorite Zanita, unable to realize the smallest anxiety concerning her, and expressing
absolute indifference toward Egremont.

“My good madam, you are too philanthropic by half. Zanita is all right; surely you
cannot suppose her to be an object of compassion. She is as brilliant as a bluebird,
and as frisky as a young kid. As to the artist, you acknowledge that you know so little
about him, and are not even certain that he has a heart to lose; and if he has, he’s
big enough to look after himself. Don’t trouble about them, Mrs. Brown; you are too
good.”

And Oswald Naunton went off, singing, —

“Weep when you must, but now be gay;

Life is too short to be sighing on.”
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Kenmuir took a different view of the case; but persisted in treating it as a good
joke.

“He’s in for it, as sure as death,” he said, using his Scotch asseveration, as he usually
did when excited. “I would not stand in his shoes for a hundred thousand dollars. Not
I he continued; “for if he marries her, and you say he has offered himself, he will
assuredly wish he had not before twenty-four hours are over; and the first journey
he’ll wish to take will be to Chicago. If he refuses to marry her, and thinks he’d like
some one else, — my certis! but I wouldn’t be in his shoes, that’s all!” cried Kenmuir,
enjoying the dilemma.

“T am not so sure about that,” I retorted, a little piqued; “she is really not a dis-
agreeable girl to live with. The Professor and myself never have any annoyance with
her socially, and we are deeply attached to her.”

“That may be; but you are not her husband. Why!” exclaimed Kenmuir, throwing
himself back with his two hands grasping his waistband,— “why I’d as ‘lief be exposed
to a female Puck, a Medusa, a banshee, an Ariel, a witch of Endor, all tied up in a
bundle, as to be wedded to Zanita.”

I laughed outright, as Kenmuir shook himself like Rollo, as if to get rid from any
particle of chance of such an event happening to him.

“Very well, Kenmuir,” I said; “nobody asks you to take up this bothersome bundle
of confused natures. I am sure Mr. Egremont does not care to have you for a rival.”

“T hope not,” answered Kenmuir, suddenly becoming serious, and looking me in the
face with an expression that made my color rise with an undefined consciousness of
coming evil.

“Mrs. Brown,” he said, earnestly, “I would move earth and heaven, and the powers
of evil, if such there be, to secure the woman I loved from that beautiful specimen of
humanity you have brought down here.”

“I never brought him; but now that he is here, living with you, try to find out the
good in him.”

“The pure blossom opens to the sun,” he replied, “and reveals its beauties to the
day; it is only the bud that has a canker at its core that remains closed and secretes
its imperfection.”

These conversations had occurred the first few days after our arrival at the Valley;
and weeks passed on over our lives, floating on as tranquilly, as peacefully as the web
of yarn from cotton-wood trees, lying placidly on the breezeless air.

Sometimes, Sundays especially, Kenmuir would go botanizing, and occasionally
Rosie would accompany him, returning laden with choice specimens and ferns culled
from the high peaks around. These she would tastefully arrange into bouquets with
her mother’s skill, though not as yet with her mother’s science.

Returning from one of these excursions we all met together in the meadows at
sunset: Mr. Egremont with his paint-box on his shoulder, Kenmuir and Rosie laden
with tall fern branches, and Zanita careering with Mu-wah, fetching the cattle home,
for she still delighted in her childish freaks. She would spring on her horse, with a piece
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of scarlet braid for a bridle, without hat or habit, and fly around with the Indian to
drive the cattle to the milking corral.

“What a subject for an artist!” I exclaimed, as she approached us, her hair streaming
on the wind, and her rich vermilion color dazzling over the white of her transparent
skin, her dark eyes shooting back the golden rays of the sun. “She is magnificent!”

“As an Amazon, if she were large enough,” replied Egremont with a slight sneer. “As
a woman, or lady, she does not convey the type. But I know where I could find the
model for a Ceres, or a Hebe, or a pure woman, if I wanted one,” he continued, his
almond eyes melting with a glance toward Rosie.

Kenmuir spun round on one heel, and whistled a stave of “Captain Jinks,” commenc-
ing in the middle. Zanita rode up, jumped off, and threw the bridle to Egremont, whilst
she walked on with Rosie, admiring the gigantic size of the ferns, making inquiries as
to the exact spot where they grew.

Why should a thunderbolt have fallen amidst that pleasant group — why should
each and all have been stricken down! I have seen a group of luxuriant oaks and pines
embedded in sylvan grottoes of moss, and perfumed with violets, shriveled by a streak
of lightning, and turned to ashes.

Why, why? But the answer cometh not.

Chapter XX. A New Bud.

THE AUTUMN WAS creeping fast upon us in all its regal splendor: the oak-trees
had here and there a bough of cream-tinted leaves, the maples were already every
shade of yellow, and the wild cherry was gorgeous in crimson. The flowers had nearly
all disappeared, excepting that an occasional patch of white violets enameled the mossy
soil; but, en revanche, the ferns which had grown two or three yards high, were waving
in a complete sea of burnished gold, flooding the whole Valley on every side. Whether
it was mere force of contrast or actual reality, the rocks seemed to have become more
dazzlingly white, and glittered in the sun, while the “Sentinel” shone like a white
marble tombstone. The sky was of the deepest blue, and the hushed surging of the
wind gave a solemn tone to the whole landscape. I was sitting beneath the great oak
that overshadowed the cottage, trying to whittle out the sides of a pincushion from
the yellow pine bark, — the cushion itself to be formed of Sequoia, which rivals emery
for that purpose, — when my attention was attracted by the crunching of dried ferns.
I looked up and saw Egremont approaching. He raised his hat as he caught my eye,
but his face was grave and settled.

“T hope you are well this morning, and feel compassionate,” he said, leaning his
graceful person against the trunk of a tree adjacent to my seat. “Quite well; but why
compassionate?” I asked.

“Because I want you to be pitiful to me this morning. I have come to throw myself
upon your mercy, and to ask your help to do what is right. I know I deserve all sorts of
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censure, but let me implore you not to be too angry with me. I am as much a victim
to myself as to circumstances.”

He pulled a handful of the gilded ferns and threw them at my feet; then sliding
softly down and leaning upon his arm looked into my face with one of those sweet,
imploring smiles which I believe no woman in the world could resist, unless it might
be Nell.

“I want you to talk to me,” he said, “as though I were your only son, and that I had
no other friend in the world but my mother.”

“What is it, Egremont?” I said, entirely mollified, as I placed my hand on his fair
forehead.

“T have made a great mistake,” he said, “one that may appear wicked, but yet a
mistake. I never loved your adopted daughter, Zanita, never can love her, and if I had
to force myself to make the attempt, should hate her with all the vehemence of my
nature.”

While he spoke his color came and went so rapidly that I dreaded he might take a
fit. He clutched at the ferns and tore them in morsels; a fierce glare shot from under
his long dark lashes which gave him the look of a maniac.

“There is really no occasion for this excitement, Egremont,” I said. “Neither Zanita
or any of us wish for any further intimacy between you.”

“She does!” he said bitterly. “She cares no more for me than I do for her; and yet” —
he cried, springing suddenly to his feet and poising himself in a defiant attitude— “her
ambition would induce her to marry me for whom I am!” A light of scornful grandeur
seemed to illumine his whole person, and I thought I had never seen so haughty and
noble looking a man.

This speech naturally roused all my latent curiosity, and the mystery of Zanita’s
adherence to him.

“Have you then favored Zanita with more information than myself, in whom you
profess to place confidence?” I asked, coldly.

“Shootee one big bird!” said a voice close to us. We both started. Fortunately it was
only Mu-wah, the Indian, with an immense grouse as large as a hen, which he had just
shot. I had necessarily to admire it, and then sent him off with it to the kitchen.

“But I have something more to tell you,” continued Egremont, when we were alone.

“If T was so carried away by anger about Zanita, it is because I love Cozy. I worship
her, and cannot live without her. In soul and person she is divine. The light of her blue
eyes’ radiance is all I need now and evermore. Do,” he said, seizing both my hands and
upsetting my pin-cushions, bag, and joinering tools,— “do give me one other chance in
life! Do let me have her! for it all depends on you, and your whole life and her’s shall
bless this one moment of trusting. Tell me that you will regard me as you did before
that fiend-like beauty crossed my path; let me start afresh with Cozy, as though all
this delusion had never begun, and I will prove to you, in five minutes, that you have
no reason, in a practical, worldly point of view, to refuse me; and you will not refuse
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to make us all happy, and everything shall be made clear, and all your speculations as
regards me,” he said, with a half smile, “set at rest forever.”

He held my hand nervously with one of his, while he thrust the other into his breast,
where he grasped something which he seemed only waiting to produce.

“I am not surprised,” I said, “for I have noticed your feelings toward Cozy, but she is
far too young; and it fills me with dismay to observe this passion you have conceived
for these two poor children. Do you not think you are more their evil genius than they
yours?”

“Not Cozy’s,” he said quickly. “It would be a delight to be torn by wild animals for
Cozy’s sake. She is the perfection of all that is lovely and exquisite, and I would rather
be thrown from the top of Tu-tock-a-nu-lah than live without her. Tell me I may woo
and win her; the rest of her life she shall tread on rose-leaves.”

“T fear you have done that without leave,” I said, gravely.

“Have I? Is she mine in heart?” he exclaimed, as his face glowed with fervent passion.
“Great God be thanked!”

Ere I could open my lips to reply, a slight movement in the deep ferns arrested
my attention. It was not Mu-wah this time, for the sun shone on the dark gleaming
tresses of Zanita as she moved softly away on her hands and knees, very much with
the motion of a bear. I caught Egremont by the arm and pointed to where the sun’s
rays fell on the shiny hair. He looked, reeled back against the trunk of the tree, and
became as pale as death.

“She has heard every word,” I said.

“She must have been there the whole time, and will be revenged on one of us,” said
Egremont, gloomily.

“You wrong her,” I interposed. “She has never shown malice toward Rosie, and you
can take care of yourself. But Zanita is not vindictive; she forgets too soon.”

“Yes,” he replied, “but her vengeance may be as rapid as her feelings.” I rose to leave
him, feeling thoroughly discomfited by the morning’s revelations.

“Tell me,” he said, eagerly,— “tell me, may I hope? and, as regards myself, I will
make everything satisfactory to you and Mr. Naunton.”

“I cannot reply at once. I must have time for reflection. I will speak with you again
in two or three days, provided you promise me you will make no positive advance to
our dear little Rosie.”

“It shall be exactly as you wish,” he said, and bowed with that indescribable grace
that was native to him.

I went to my room thoroughly bewildered and perplexed with con-tending emotions.
Was it possible that after all he should turn out a fine character, — a man of position
and fortune, perhaps a nobleman, — marry Cozy, make her happy, and a duchess? No
man but an English nobleman had I ever seen wear such a look as he put on when he
said,— “She would marry me for whom I am.” Was it possible that Zanita, with her
keen perceptions and vigorous intellect, had really fathomed the mystery and made
up her mind to be a duchess? This seemed all absurd, yet the fact remained that
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here was a young man who had proposed to me for each of my adopted daughters,
who pertinaciously persisted in concealing his position, family, and occupation; even
now he asked my permission to woo my darling Rosie on the simple intimation that
I shall be satisfied with all concerning him when he deigns to elucidate the question.
Then arose the difficulty about the feelings of the two girls. Rosie was clearly in love
with him in her gentle, delicate, caressing way. No man with a particle of tenderness
and manhood could fail to appreciate the sweet, soft, affectionate, womanly nature of
Rosie, let alone her dazzling beauty, which almost threw the brilliancy of Zanita into
the shade. The effulgence of her blue eyes was truly, as he had said, irresistible, and the
damask of her peach-like cheeks alluring to the touch; her full, rosy, laughing mouth
would be sure to give her a dozen desperate lovers in any city to which she might be
taken, who would only serve to tease and torment the child, for she had no ingredient
of coquetry in her composition.

With Zanita, on the contrary, it was impossible to tell whether she was flirting or in
earnest. So much was she a born actress that even I could not discover which was the
play and which was the reality, and thus it defied my utmost skill to say if she did or
did not like Egremont. Even in her escapade of the morning I vainly tried to determine
whether she had been treating her imagination to the performance of a grizzly bear, or
whether she had been maliciously and wickedly eavesdropping. I felt great reluctance
to charge her wrongfully. If I mentioned the circumstance to her father he would be
sure to adopt the hypothesis which favored Zanita, for he never could see a fault in
her, and owing to his own frank and guileless nature could not be brought to realize
the cunning of hers. “Her mother was as pure and open as day,” he would argue, “and
I am sure deceit is not one of my faults. Where can she have got it from? It cannot be
a part of her nature.”

This he repeated for the hundredth time, when, later on in the day I sought a
private talk with him upon the welfare of the children and the present crisis of affairs.

“That is a psychological and ethnological question upon which I cannot precisely
enlighten you, but there exists no doubt in my mind that Zanita is the child of some
very remote ancestor, we will hope,” I said, laughing, “and that her peculiar qualities
are innate and not circumstantial. Everything that affection, example, practical or
scientific training can do has been done, but all in vain; no effect has been produced
upon her. She has no more conception of the beauty or righteousness of truth than she
had when I first saw her as a baby. I never could make her love it, never teach her to
admire it. She always liked fiction better than fact.”

“That is so,” replied Mr. Naunton. “She was always fond of the semblance of anything,
and more delighted with the peeling of a fruit, put adroitly together, than with its
unsullied bloom; and yet she is a great lover of nature, for see how she revels in the
midst of it.”

“T do not think it is love that stimulates her in anything,” I replied. “The awe-
inspiring, terrific grandeur of these mysterious rocks are congenial with her wild, daring
imagination. She does not love their beauty, but glories in contending with their power.
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But to come to the practical question, What do you think ought to be done in the
present emergency?”

“Well,” said Mr. Naunton, stroking down his handsome beard thoughtfully, “I do
not anticipate anything very serious will ensue. The cold weather will soon be upon us,
and the first snow-storm will necessarily drive him out of the Valley. Zanita, I am sure,
will not break her heart,” said her father, smiling humorously— “that’s one blessing!
You see, madam, there is some consolation in that.”

“Certainly,” I replied, musingly; “but I never know what other worse thing she might
not do, if seriously crossed in her plans or desires.”

“0O, she never has a plan, she is all impulse,” said her father. “I wish to goodness she
had!”

“Yes, her master of elocution tells me that if she would only carry her conception
throughout the play, or even the character, she would make one of the finest actresses
the world has ever seen. He says she has all the voluptuous grace of a ‘Siddons,’ with
the weird power of ‘Rachel.” But only fancy what she did at the private rehearsal
we had among our friends. She had literally enraptured us all as Lady Macbeth, with
her magnificent rating of her Lord, and when she came to the sentence, ‘But screw
your courage to the sticking point and we’ll not fail,” she threw out a magnetic power
enough to have swayed a kingdom, at which there was a unanimous burst of applause.
She twisted her face to that elfish grimace she has, and stooped to tie bootlace, or
garter, I really do not know which. The audience looked aghast for a moment, and
then roared with laughter. The Professor of Elocution was furious, and declared that
he would never give her another lesson, and my husband fears it would be quite unsafe
to produce her before a real audience, as no reliance could be placed upon her not
doing anything grotesque if the occasion offered.”

Mr. Naunton cried out mirthfully,— “That is just like my Zanny. I fancy I see her
do it. She never had the smallest sense of propriety, or of the fitness of things.”

“We have digressed again,” I said. “What do you think we are to do about Egremont
and his offer to Rosie?”

“T would not do anything. I would just adopt Talleyrand’s advice when consulted
on a great crisis. He said, Ne faites rien.” I don’t want Egremont to marry either of
my daughters. I don’t quite fancy him for a son-in-law; he is not one of us; he is to
me something ‘uncanny.” He may be an artist, but I don’t think it; he is on a different
plane from any-thing we know in this country, and there is something about him as
though he expected you to doff your hat and say ‘Your highness’ or ‘Your grace.””

“Just so,” I remarked, “and however familiar you may become with him, — and you
know I had him first as an amanuensis, — yet one never overcomes that sort of easy
hauteur which surrounds him. He reminds me excessively of one of the royal dukes we
chanced to meet travelling in Europe.”

“No, no,” resumed Mr. Naunton, after a pause, “we must just let him go about his
business the end of this fall. My little Cozy does not want to leave her old father yet,
and the child is too young to have formed any serious attachment.”
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Half a dozen yards from the window of the room where we sat, stood a gnarled and
bowed tree, partially consumed by fire, which had left it jagged and picturesque, as
only fire can chisel wood. It bore a fresco work of deep black charring, on the silver
ground of the barkless trunk. One of its own mighty boughs, split from the junction,
and fallen to the ground, had formed a perfect Gothic archway of some fifteen feet in
height. A dead tree in most places is an unsightly object; but in the happy Valley even
death is lovely. The oak leaves, in their sapless brown, are as beautiful as in their juicy
green. The silver trunks of the denuded trees are as handsome as the golden bark of
the yellow pine and unscathed Sequoia; and thus the archway, though in mouldering
decay, was still rich in mellow coloring. Over it the trumpet honey-suckle hung a few
bright flowers and variegated leaves, — for here nothing decays, it only assumes a new
form. Just at this moment appeared under the archway, as if set in a frame, a picture
of animate nature, that transfixed my gaze with admiration and anxiety. It was the
figures of Cozy and Egremont standing together as only lovers stand. They were toying
over a flower; and she was making some pretense at explaining its botanical properties;
but it needed no diviner to find out that their thoughts were of each other, deeper and
more intense than any subject of botany could inspire. Every now and then she would
look right up into his face with those winning soft eyes, and the delicate blush which
always hovered about her face when speaking emotionally. The sun’s rays caught in
the loose meshes of her hair and twined it into a halo of glory round her delicate head;
her lips, like parted rose leaves, smiled ever as she spoke; the goddess of happiness sat
enthroned upon her young face, which had never known a frown or a shadow since she
had wept for her mother. How strangely has nature arranged these things. She seemed
to possess, without an effort, all the lovable qualities her sister lacked; she had all the
sweet reticence of modesty, combined with that gentle womanly yielding which makes
a man believe such women angels. Egremont gazed upon her with adoring, reverential
eyes; and the hot color came and went in alternate flashes beneath the transparent
skin of his temples. But he would not have cast one shade of fear over that trusting
face for the wealth of Golconda. He did not even attempt to touch the little dimpled
fingers as they played about the petals of the flower; but he gazed on them longingly,
and I half dreaded to see him snatch them, and press them to his lips. There was
a subdued self-control about his whole demeanor, which contrasted forcibly with his
abandon toward Zanita, and I could not help reflecting how much a man’s disposition
is formed by the woman he loves or who loves him.

“Look at that picture,” I said, indicating them to Mr. Naunton. “Is it not exquisite?
What a lovely couple they make.”

“Very handsome,” said he. “Only think of papa’s ‘chunck’ having a lover to herself;
for there is no mistaking that such he is.”

“No, and I regret to see it. I very much fear they are both in earnest.” “Aye, they are
young, they are young,” he said, rising, and he left the room to look out some fishing
tackle.
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I hesitated whether or no to disturb them: I did not consider myself in duty bound
to interfere with Rosie, as I should have done with Zanita, though I loved her fully as
well; and her father seemed to think that matters ought to be allowed to take their
course. Moreover, the picture possessed a charm for me that I hated to disturb. My
eyes clung to it as though it were a last farewell look of some beloved object, and it
was thus engravers indelibly on my mind, never to be effaced from that moment. It
was not alone the exquisite grace and tenderness of the picture; but my heart seemed
suddenly to yearn and weep over it. In that moment I felt I could forgive Egremont
all his faults, — as one for-gives the cold, mute face of the dead who have wrought us
ill, although the stony lips ask it not, and were so defiant in life. As my eyes became
humid with the big tears that filled them, the fair picture moved, and approached the
little side window near which I was sitting. Egremont was speaking of his departure.

“When shall you have the first snow-storm?” he asked; “I shall have to leave you
then or be a prisoner for the winter.”

“O, that would be delightful,” echoed Rosie in a joyous mellow tone. “The winter
here is even more charming than the summer. You see all these rocks and mountains
decked out with their choicest jewelry; every single ledge, crag, and projection has
its share of gems, amethysts, pearls and rubies, and strings of opals suspended from
cliff to cliff; then all the cedars and pines put on their furry white coats, and look so
comfortable and happy, as though they dreaded no future storm thus clad; and all is
so still and calm, that I have only to tread upon the crunching snow to make the most
delicious harmonies. I often hear new tunes, that I can sing and play upon the guitar;
and I will show you a thousand new pictures to paint.”

Egremont beamed a glowing smile upon her.

“They would not let me stay all winter,” he said sadly; “but you, Rosie, might come
out with us. You have never left the Valley, never seen the great world and all the
beautiful things which are in it. Would you not like to live in a splendid mansion, with
frescoed walls, and marble pavements, and statues and vases all round, and glorious
views from the windows of miles of green lawn, with the deer tamely grouping under
the shadow of the wide-spread oaks; where the lakes are filled with gold and silver fish,
so trusting that they will come and take the crumbs dropped from your hand; where
there are gardens under glass, with every brightest plant, and flowers all through the
winter; where a miniature world of brilliant-plumed birds will come at your call, and
perch upon your finger; where the rich-toned voices of Italy come to warble to you,
and the fine instrumentalists of Germany concert their grandest harmonies for your
delight. Cozy, darling Cozy, will you not come to such a home and dwell there with
me?” exclaimed he, with a gush of manly tenderness that made me tremble for our
rose-bud.

A soft glow spread over her face for a moment, and then she looked up to him, her
eyes like two blue violets melting in dew,— “Ah! do you live in such a lovely place? 1
should like to go, but,” added she, “I should like to go anywhere with you, or stay here
with you either.”
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“Always, Cozy?” he whispered, leaning over her with bated breath,— “forever,
beauty?”

“Him catchee him horsee,” cried Mu-wah, appearing on the scene.

“Well, put my saddle on,” said Rosie, recovering herself, “and saddle the other for
Mr. Egremont.”

“Saddle him one other Miss Zany?” asked Mu-wah.

“No,” said Egremont, decisively. “Excuse me,” he said, turning to Rosie, “my inter-
ference; but I always feel so uncomfortable riding with Zanita. She is forever trying to
break her own or some one’s else neck. “Tell me,” he whispered, “what I asked you: will
you go to the home I essayed to paint?”

“Should I have to leave father and aunty, and all of them?” sighed Rosie, a little
dismayed.

“Dear child,” he said, “do you remember your mother?”

“No, but I know all about her, and feel just as though I did.”

“You know, then, that she left all behind to come into this wilderness with your
father, when even her life was in danger from the Indians. Do you not believe that
what your mother did was right?”

“0, indeed I do; papa always says that mamma was perfection.” “And you resemble
her in every point,” cried Egremont, tenderly; “so say you will come even before the
first snow-storm.”

“Is it very far?” asked Rosie, gradually yielding to her own heart and his importunity.
“I am afraid papa would be so lonesome.”

“He could rejoin us, and he would be so amused to see you in a long train-dress,
and real jewels, instead of the frost ones you were describing; and we could give him
plenty of fishing, and all the new books that are published.”

I could not see Rosie’s face; but I could imagine that some little glance of consent
was given, for they moved away, and soon I heard their horses’ feet.

Chapter XXI. Peering Over the Edge.

HERE, THEN, WAS a direct breach of his promise to me, — to allow affairs to
remain in statu quo, until he heard from me. Yet he had acted with the same delib-
erate disregard of his word as in Oakland toward Zanita, and was urging Rosie to an
immediate union, reckless of the effect upon her sister. To carry out the impulse of the
moment seemed the sole aim and power of his character; there was no consistency in
the basis. If he were sincere in the expression of his feelings when conversing with me,
he showed himself the very opposite in his professions when he met with another.

I felt rather puzzled to guess the reason of their riding out together, for they had
never done so before, Zanita having invariably been his riding companion, — Cozy
going with him on the sketching expeditions, copying the same view, and, with his
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help, making almost as good a picture, for she had painted ever since she could hold
a brush, and possessed admirable talent, inherited from her mother.

Nervous and excited with this momentous day, I betook myself to my good friend
Kenmuir, at the saw-mill. “When your saw has cut through that log I want to have
a chat with you,” I said, and presently we were seated on the little platform, with
the great amphitheatre of rocks around us in deep shade of cobalt blue. The nearer
pine-trees were reflected with intense clearness of vivid green against the distant domes
and pinnacles of the Valley. The air was fresh, though laden with odorous compound
of bay and mint. There was always a solemn, sad sighing of the wind surging through
the pines in this portion of the Valley, arising from the great current brought down
through the trough of the Yo-semite Fall. To-day it seemed melancholy and almost
wailing. “It sounds to me,” I said, “like the wailing of Indian spirits over some funereal
pyre.”

“O, pshaw!” cried Kenmuir, “it is glorious! I love it! It fills me with rapture! It is the
most perfect minor harmony that human ear ever heard! I fear you are not well if you
feel so melancholy.”

“I am mentally sick, that I admit, and so nervous I feel every moment as though
some great calamity was about to befall us; as though the Sentinel might tumble over
and crush us all.”

“Let me see! Two thousand feet high, and calculating impetus of débris, would just
reach us,” laughed Kenmuir.

“Or a sudden waterspout,” I continued, “burst over Yo-semite, as it did last year,
when the water rose four feet in twenty minutes, and drown us!”

“Yes, but it did not drown us, for all that, last year, and might not this; and you
would so enjoy it, for it was the most glorious thing I have ever witnessed. We heard
a tremendous crash or explosion, as though a whole park of artillery had been fired,
and the echo took it up, and repeated it from Tu-tock-a-nu-lah to Tis-sa-ack, for at
least twenty seconds, and running out we saw the water leaping from rock to rock in
a furious torrent, carrying down great pines (a hundred feet long) and boulders in its
course, that were hurled over the top of the lower fall with such violence that they
struck the giant trees growing at the foot and shivered them as if by a thunderbolt.
The roar and booming was the grandest you ever heard, and the water rose in yon
pool four feet in less than twenty minutes; but it did not destroy us, and your fears are
quite imaginary. God has all these things in his fingers, and can take care of everything
He has made.”

I recapitulated to him the events of the day. He looked grave — a rare thing for
him, — and seemed to come down to humanity with consider-able pain.

“Man,” he said, “is the only mistake, it seems to me, in the works of the Creator,
and there does appear to be something radically wrong about him. It is strange to me
if Zanita does not feel jealous and play them some trick. My poor Rosie! Rosie!” he
said; “we shall have to be vigilant to shield her from any harm!”

“So she loves him,” he said, with a sigh, after a long pause.
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I could not help quickly regarding his face; there was a gentle regret upon it, as
though some half-hope had faded out.

“At the risk of seeming inhospitable,” he said, “the sooner you take Zanita out of
the Valley the better. Perhaps Egremont will remain as long as the snow will permit
him, or he may go out with you, — any way would answer, — but something must he
done at once, or Zanita will torment them as sure as death. Their sketching excursions
have not escaped her supervision, I know; she has often overhung a cliff where nothing
but a squirrel would venture, to look at them under their umbrella; but, as you are
aware, Egremont is not the man to take any freedom with a delicately refined girl like
Rosie; he appreciates her too highly, and, I venture to say, her sister never saw a look
or a movement to feed her jealousy; but she has watched them.”

“How singular,” I said, “for her to be jealous of a man she has refused and will not

accept, — for I presume he was still following her when he came down here, — and if
she had encouraged him, would never have thought of Rosie.”
“It is not strange to me,” he said. “Zanita never could love, — or even keep up

the pretense of it, for long together; but she is gratified by attention, and strives to
enthrall every one in her train. She chooses to rule and command. Don’t you remember
how proud and delighted she was, when a little girl, to lead that party of ‘prospecting
miners’ up the Indian Cafion to Eagle’s Point, and how angry she was with the one
who stayed back to carry Cozy, and how she nearly killed him by rolling a piece of
rock down upon him? I guess she feels much the same now, and, I rather think,” he
continued, “she has some high-fashioned notions about our friend being a great man
in his own country, in which case she would make him marry her. She asked me the
other day which was the greatest — an actress or a princess. I told her that, generally,
the princesses were regarded as the highest, but that some actresses had been greater
than any princess.

“‘How long would it take me to become such a one?’

“‘Eight or ten years.’

“‘O, bother!’” she cried, and left me. I don’t know what reason she has for not
believing him to be an artist.”

“He is very fond of it and very skillful, though it is strange that he did not mention
his profession at first; but everything about him is strange, and everything about her
goes by the rules of contrary,” I said.

“The more reason,” he answered, “that we should keep asunder these two remarkable
freaks of human nature. Now you never see that amongst plants or trees; they grow in
harmony together, and love each other’s fellowship, and generally, if transplanted to a
strange neighborhood, suffer long and bitterly, even if they do not pine and die. Moss
is a most affectionate thing; it likes to cling and spread itself over the loved object.
The giant, Sequoia, grow in family groups and frequent twins. Do you think if you cut
one of those twins down the other would not pine and grieve? I know it would. But,
here in human nature, two slim, beautiful young saplings, like Zanita and Egremont,
fight and wrangle, and mar each other’s symmetrical proportions, regardless of their
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mutual weal or woe. I can’t understand it,” said Kenmuir, “there’s something radically
wrong about human nature. I wish they were both safely out of this Valley.”

“You are alarmed lest the Valley should be in any way injured by their contention,’
I observed, laughing.

“I should be sorry for them to injury the reputation of the Valley, — the noblest of
the Lord’s handiwork. For instance, I would not like any one to be killed here on these
splendid rocks. I would not like them to spatter the blood, and dirt, and brains over
this sublime coloring.”

“O, do cease!” I exclaimed. “You have turned me so sick! How could you suggest
such a horrid picture? My heart is quivering within me!”

“T am very sorry,” he cried. “It was a mere fancy that rose before me as though I
saw it. Pray forgive me! I ought to have remembered how nervous you are to-day.”

“0, it’s nothing!” I said, “mere weakness, — but I seemed to see the picture vividly,
too.”

“Let us talk of something more genial, — Rosie, for instance. Do you not think that
her pictures are going to turn out real gems?”

“I do, indeed! I am going to take some of them to San Francisco, submit them to an
artist, and dispose of them. It would be curious if the two sisters should distinguish
themselves, — one as an artist, and the other as an actress.”

At supper that evening Mr. Egremont did not join us, in fact he never did unless
specially invited, for although Mr. Naunton in his hospitable way had asked him to
make the cottage his home and the hut his lodging, he never paid a visit longer than
a call unless so requested.

“Did you not ask Mr. Egremont to come to supper, Rosie?” I said, addressing her.

She blushed a sweet pink and answered, “I did not think of it, but I expected he
would come.”

After supper Zanita sat in the corner of the divan with her feet curled under her
reading a book, the slight, habitual frown was rather more marked than usual, and the
lips were tightly compressed. It seemed pitiful that a face so young and so beautiful
should not enjoy more of the sweet joyousness of youth; yet hers was a temperament
constituted for suffering, — a disposition that was always chafed and restless; her
face in repose had ever a troublous expression, and all the enjoyment she knew was
comprised in feverish excitement and in the accomplishment of some fierce design
she had conceived, usually bringing upon herself the antagonism of all around her.
She naturally made enemies instead of friends, and her own heart was inimical to
her surroundings, whether of man or beast. Poor, burning, sapless heart, the milk of
human kindness had never flowed through it to soften its feverish intensity; it had
never known the delights of affection or the rapturous emotions of love, the tenderness
of pity or the warmth of sympathy. Ambition, strife, and dominion had possessed it
from its very cradle.

)
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Zanita’s pets had been her victims or slaves; her playmates, her tools or servants;
her relatives, the resources on whom she drew for her necessities, and when they ceased
to fulfill that useful position they were as nothing to her.

As these thoughts forced themselves upon me, my heart yearned with compassion
for the poor child, for it was not her fault, but her misfortune, that nature had dealt
so hardly by her.

She was feeling more bitter and harassed to-night than usual; she was aggravated
by the loss of Egremont’s attentions, even in the small matter of taking a ride with
Rosie; for the rides were part of her dominion, and although she had perversely chosen
to make them distasteful to him, she hated to have her rights abrogated, — she wished
to command him with the power to pain unquestioned. She was now in the throes of
some new expedient to recapture his allegiance; and so self-reliant and confident in
her own power was she, and so unskilled in the boundless tenacity of a real passion,
that she had no other thought than of reconquering the truant, rejected lover, and of
bringing him again to her feet.

It flashed across me also that memorable night, as I studied her strange face, which
had been a new volume for seven years to me, that for one reason or other she would
now marry him; perhaps he had dazzled her imagination with some ambitious picture
of the future such as he had drawn for Rosie, adapting the coloring to suit the taste
of his auditor, yet this hypothesis in no way sustained his indifference to the refusal of
his offer and his present desertion.

Yet if she had resolved to marry him, as my convictions seemed to foreshadow,
then would really come the tug of war. Would she control Egremont by her strong
magnetic power, or would he, strengthened by a pure and holy love, adhere manfully
and faithfully to the Rose-bud?

If he acted thus honorably, I thought I could respect him once more; but if, on the
contrary, he should waver and yield to the fascination of Zanita and break our little
angel’s heart, I felt that I should lose all hope of the pair and renounce any further
interest in the future Mrs. Egremont. But my present wish and hope was that he would
take himself out of the “Life Drama;” altogether withdraw his thread from the woof of
these two lives, and leave us to weave it out at our leisure for the greater good: “Mais
I’homme propose, et Dieu dispose.” All works together for a good end, our minister
used to say when he found that any ends he had proposed for Zanita were utterly
futile.

Rosie brought out her guitar, and throwing the blue ribbon over her graceful little
shoulders, sang in her rich mellifluous soprano voice, “Ah scordali di me;” so clear and
round was every note, so sweet and thrilling, that no doubt it would penetrate in
delicious cadences to the little hut bathed in moonlight, where her lover watched and
sighed for her; doubtless she thought so too, for a tender pathos was breathed in the
refrain of “scordali di me,” which came fresh from the young heart owl-brimming with
its first love.
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Once she stepped quietly to the open door and peeped out wistfully. O, that yearning
look for the beloved form for which we hunger! How many starve to death when the
last look has been taken! Poor little Cozy, she looked into the moonlight in vain.

“Are you reading a tragedy, Zanita,” asked her father, “that you look so stern?”

“‘Parisina,” father; but Cozy’s banjo is spoiling the effect.”

Zanita was no musician, and cared nothing for music.

“Cozy is more given to romance than tragedy,” mused the father.

Kenmuir stepped in with the good news that he had seen an Indian who had met
the Professor on his way into the Valley, and he might be expected in a day or two.
Kenmuir made Rosie sing more love-songs, and at last the evening broke up, all feeling
happy; the former whispered to me as he bade me good-night, “‘All’s well that ends
well,” you see.”

Chapter XXII. The Creeping Shadow.

EVERYTHING WENT ON as usual next day until about noon, when I called to
Zanita to come and read to me.

“Shall T do, aunty?” cried Rosie, starting up cheerfully.

“No, my dear; I want Zanita to rehearse with me. See if you can find her.”

Cozy set off, but returned in ten minutes, saying she could not find her.

I went on with my work, thinking she would come in presently. At the end of two
hours I again inquired,— “Where do you think Zanita can be gone, Cozy?”

“T don’t know, I am sure, aunty. I have searched all her haunts, and she is not with
papa, fishing. She may be gone for a ramble, — camping, perhaps,” — said Rosie,
laughing, “as she always would do when we were children.”

“She is the strangest girl for doing odd things that ever was,” I exclaimed, going on
with my work.

At our dinner hour I sent Rosie to look for Kenmuir. Probably Zanita had gone off
on some expedition with him.

No, he had not seen her. “Stay!” he said: “did she wear a white dress?”

“No, a pink one. Perhaps you don’t know the difference,” said Rosie, laughing.

“Perhaps I do, Miss Pert! I thought I saw a piece of the same dress Zanita wore last
night up among the ceanothus bushes, like a white fleecy cloud. I like that dress,” said
Kenmuir, “it is so much more graceful than these new-fangled fashions. I thought it
was Zanita up there, though I did not see her face, and then I saw Egremont climbing
up shortly after.”

“Has he returned to dinner?” I asked.

“No,” said Kenmuir. “Now Rosie, to satisfy yourself that I do know red from white,
go and see if you can find the dress Zanita wore last night.”

Rosie trotted off and returned laughing. “Her white dress is nowhere to be found,
and her pink one lies on the floor just as though she had jumped out of it.”
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Kenmuir seized Rosie by the hand and imprinted a kiss upon the golden little curls
on her forehead, saying,— “If you dare to question my knowledge of colors again I will
cut off one of these.”

“Then she has gone with Egremont,” I resumed. “What on earth could possess her
to put on a mull muslin dress to climb rocks and manzanita bushes? She will come
home with it in ribbons, as of old.” I spoke angrily, for I could not conceal my vexation
that she had already commenced her strategic movement. I exchanged glances with
Kenmuir, and we walked apart from Rosie.

“It is as I told you,” he said; “she has made up her mind to have him or she would
never discipline herself to sitting upon one rock all day watching him sketch.”

“You are right,” I replied, “and directly the Professor arrives we will leave, though
we have to camp out at Mono again, and Mr. Naunton must do the best he can about
Rosie and Mr. Egremont, for he is sure to remain behind if I carry Zanita off nolens
volens.”

Evening approached, and there was no appearance of the excursionists.

“T should not be a bit surprised,” said Rosie, “if Zanita made Mr. Egremont camp
out, just by way of mocking at his discomfort, whilst she will throw herself upon the
bushes and sleep as though upon a bed of down.”

“In a white mull muslin dress!” I exclaimed, irritably. “It will not look much like
down to-morrow morning.”

Rosie and Mr. Naunton laughed at this imaginative picture of Zanita next morning,
but as daylight receded, and the moon rose, I became more nervous.

“I do not think you need be alarmed, aunty,” said Rosie; “Zanita never had an
accident, with all her hair-breadth escapes of flood and field, and if anything had
happened to Mr. Egremont,” she continued, her color rising at the mention of his
name, “she would have been down ere this for help. I think there is no doubt now that
she insisted upon camping out just to torment him, aunty, and show how brave she
is.”

“It is very wrong of her, and she shall never go out again with Mr. Egremont.”

“It is too bad of her never to think how alarmed you would be, but I am rather
glad she is not here to-night for I want to tell you a big secret, aunty,” said Rosie, in
a tremulous voice. She threw her arms around my waist, and laid her blushing cheeks
upon my shoulder.

“What is it, darling?” I said, caressing her glossy hair.

“T want to tell you what Mr. Egremont said to me, I have been trying all day to do
so but could not get courage.”

She told me what I already knew, and then — how strangely events repeat them-
selves — I asked her the very same question I had put to her sister about the same
man,

“Do you love him, Rosie?” and the trembling answer came, “O, so much! aunty. I
hope it does not seem ungrateful, but he is more than all the world to me — dearer
than existence; and life without him would not be worth anything.”
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“And would you like to leave us all and become his wife?”

“Dear aunty! I should grieve to leave you and papa, and Zanita, and Kenmuir, and
the Valley, but I would rather die than not be his wife when he wishes me.”

I took the soft velvety cheeks between my hands and kissed them. I then said,—
“Has Zanita ever spoken to you in confidence about Mr. Egremont?”

“No, aunty! you know she never gives me her confidence in any-thing. Why?”

“Because, my dear, perhaps she loves him too!”

“Zanita!” cried Rosie, with a start of surprise. “She never cares very much for any
one, you know, aunty.”

“No, dear, but she likes admiration, which to her is the same thing, and I think you
ought to know that Mr. Egremont admired her once, when first he knew her.”

“I am not surprised at that,” she said; “Zanita is very handsome, and talented,
and quite bewitching, when she likes, — but that would not trouble me. She intends
marrying a prince, — she said so in her sleep one night, — and when I tease her about
it she gets angry.”

“T have reason to believe,” I said, “that he came into the Valley on her account, and
I feel, dear, that, for the sake of your happiness, it is somebody’s duty to ascertain
how he stands with Zanita. I cannot believe that a man can love two such opposite
characters at the same time, and to be alternating from one to the other is simply
disgraceful.”

“0, aunty! you cannot surely look in his face and think him guilty of such conduct.”

“My dear, that face is the greatest puzzle I ever met with in my life, and makes me
inclined to throw physiognomy to the winds. If he should turn out dishonorable, and
a hypocrite, I should never trust another beautiful face as long as I live. What does he
mean by going out with Zanita and remaining out the whole day?”

“Aunty,” laughed Rosie, “you seem to forget that Zanita may have insisted upon
going with him, just for a freak, as she does everything else, without thinking or
caring what the consequences may be.”

“But he could return in proper time. It is incomprehensible, and, like everything
else concerning him, bears the imprint of suspicion.”

After a little more chat Rosie retired to her room, and seeing a light in Kenmuir’s
cabin, I walked over, for I was too uneasy and filled with vague conjectures, to sleep.
The moon shone in mystic splendor, limning out distinctly the grandly fantastic rocks
of Hum-moo, oxidizing its gigantic pilaster and minarets, like some wondrous temple
erected for the worship of a fabulous humanity, — on the scale of the mastodon, still
found in the iron grasp of the granite gorges. The opposite side of the Valley being in
shade, was one solid mass of eberus, but from underneath the pines, obelisks sent long
straight shadows across the meadows, raying them in alternate bars of light and dark.

As I crossed the Mercede, by the rustic bridge, the high ridges of To-coy-ee and
Low-oo-too were clearly defined in the crystal waters, — the cedars on their summits
transversed and standing on their topmost branches, pointed with feathery sprays
to the lozenge-shaped moon, shining like a great Kohinoor diamond in the reflected
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cerulean vault. The owl’s plaintive cry was reverberated from two antique cedars at
either side of the bridge. They were pleading with each other over some momentous
crisis in their lives.

“Doo-doo-doo!” sighed one.

“Doo-doo-doo!” echoed the other.

Birds and beasts, as well as men, have their troublous times, I ween, and their plans
“oft gang aglee!” though Kenmuir seems to think it is only man who has got astray out
of his orbit, or the ends for which he was created. My own idea, in which I agree with
the Professor, for once, is, that nothing is lost or gone astray in the universe of creation,
— that men and mountains, all fulfill their tasks as appropriately as mosquitoes and
mastodons.

The Professor laughs at the idea of “mistakes,” “blunders,” and “miscalculations,”
and vexatious regret at having created this or that, and throwing it away in disgust.
Whatever is, was intended to be, is our theory, and we have to make the best of it,
unable at the moment to decide whether it will be good or bad in the long run.

I tapped at Kenmuir’s window as I passed. He was sitting writing in company with
two tree-frogs, who evidently took an interest in his literary labors. He opened the
door for me.

“I half expected you,” he said; “I know you are anxious. Come in and take a seat.”

“No, thank you,” I answered, as I noticed a third guest, in the shape of a pet rat-
tlesnake, curled up in the corner over a watercourse which Kenmuir had encouraged to
flow through his abode, in order to refresh some ferns which also had domiciled them-
selves under his roof,— “no, thank you, I would rather sit outside in the moonlight.”

He pulled his old sheepskin chair to the step. Hung around the cabin were Egre-
mont’s small oil-paintings of the various points of the Valley. Somehow the sight of
them brought a dimness to my eyes, the shadow of approaching wretchedness was so
heavy upon me.

“I am sorry to see you so overcome,” said Kenmuir, noticing my emotion; “you may
need all your courage before long.”

“And shall show more than I evince now!” I said. “What do you think of this state
of affairs?”

Kenmuir settled his back against the door-sill, and looking steadily down into my
face said,— “I fear they are off!”

“Eloped!” I exclaimed, springing to my feet.

“That’s the proper expression, I suppose. I mean that.”

“But they have no horses; they cannot have walked out of the Valley!”

“Not likely! but she would catch some stray horses, and they would ride bare-backed
as far as Galen’s Rancho, and then get saddles and go onto Mariposa, where they could
be married.”

“Good Heavens!” I exclaimed, stamping my foot. “How I shall hate him if he has
done that! I would rather he had pitched from the top of Tis-sa-ack. What are your
grounds for such a supposition?”

Y
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“Well,” said Kenmuir, “they are these: if they had camped we should most likely see
their fire, and I have been round looking. They are not out at Old Methley’s, for I have
been there; and then Zanita is far too good a mountaineer to camp out this weather
without plenty of blankets and food. Now Egremont had nothing but his sketch-box
when I saw him, and it is not likely he would allow her to carry a burden like an Indian
squaw.”

“She took nothing from the store closet,” I put in, “because I had the keys all the
morning.”

“No,” continued Kenmuir, “I will venture to say they are not camping out. If it were
any one else but Zanita they might have lost their way; but she knows every foot of
the ground, and would come back by this moonlight as easy as not. That they would
remain out all night is too improbable, and I am quite certain they have not.”

“No,” I said, “that seems conclusive, and besides, Mr. Egremont would never dare
appear before me again after such an outrageous proceeding; and I do not believe that
Zanita, with all her influence, could make him do it. You do not suppose they have
gone to Radd’s,” I suggested.

“No, there is nowhere to sleep there unless they turned Radd and his wife out; and
Zanita would never put herself under the fire of Mrs. Radd’s battery for a whole night:
I am morally certain of that.”

“Then what do you think ought to be done?”

“Do you want to stop the marriage?” he asked, hesitatingly.

“Why certainly I do; they are acting no better than two lunatics, and would tear
each other to pieces before the honeymoon was over. Why, he expressed the utmost
contempt and bitterness for her yesterday morning. I believe he must be subject to
aberration of mind, and she is acting on some wild fancy; but she is under age, and
we can surely prevent this marriage, and I shall have no hesitation in doing so: it is
my duty.”

“Well, then,” cried Kenmuir, “I will saddle my Bucephalus, and meet them at Mari-
posa to-morrow morning, for they cannot have gone farther, and I know Judge Mac-
mach well enough to get him to stay the proceedings.”

“When will you start?” I asked. “It is no good consulting Mr. Naunton; he never has
seemed to live clearly in this world since his wife’s death.”

“I am ready this moment, when I have taken the precaution to prevent the frogs
continuing my manuscript with their legs dipped in the ink.” He had been careful to
tether a horse up, foreseeing that he might need one.

He was off in a few minutes. I listened to the horse’s feet, as they re-sounded in the
stillness for miles down the Valley.

When he was gone my heart sank lower and lower. I did not expect he would find
them, although I coincided with him in his solution of their disappearance; yet I did
not realize it in my heart. I am a woman of strong presentiments. I knew she could not
have carried him off against his will, and yet they were gone together, — gone never
to return it seemed to me; every hour appeared to make this more certain.
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I put my ear to the ground. I could distinctly hear the scraping of the horse’s hoofs
over the rocky track round the Po-ho-no Fall. I almost wished I had started with him;
it would have been less trying than this nervous waiting, this exhaustive suspense.
In action, however terrible, I never feel that sickening dread which so overpowers me
in moments of anxious anticipation. There is certainly no wisdom in meeting trouble
half-way; but if I am sure that misfortune is approaching, I always feel inclined to rush
en avant and contend for every inch of ground. To stand still, or even to fly, is equally
impossible for me.

As sleep was quite out of the question, I resolved to make myself some coffee, write
a little note to Rosie, telling her where I was gone to, rouse the Indian, Mu-wah, to
accompany me, start for the Upper Valley, and put Radd on the search.

But the Indian was nowhere to be found, and I had to go in search of Rosie’s
pony and saddle him myself. I debated whether to rouse Mr. Naunton, and ask him
to join me; but finally decided not to do so, as he would scarcely take my view of
the importance of the case, and would probably retard me. Apathy and a good deal of
indifference had grown upon him with years, and the death of his wife, who had seemed
to be the better half of his soul; and, moreover, his faith in Zanita as a mountaineer
was unbounded. That she could be lost, stolen, or strayed in the mountains, seemed
to him an utter impossibility.

“You might search a week in these rocks in vain,” he had said, when I had proposed
seeking for her, “and she would walk in at the end of that time as cool as though she
had only been out an hour. She is a real mountain child, the true daughter of Ah-wah-
nee; she will never be otherwise, and it is useless to fret about her. She will be home
probably by moonlight, and if not, by sunrise, and if not, to-morrow or the next day;
but she must be let to come her own way.”

I have often thought there was nothing so exhilarating as a ride in the early morning
in the mountains alone. The freshness of Nature seems to descend over all, and fold us
in her unsullied embrace; the nobility of the whole scene animates us, and dissipates
those petty troubles which often pester us and destroy our happiness, as mosquitoes
under a net defy the arts of the great god Somnus.

As I entered the sylvan tangle of the forest, the South Fork Cafion was dim in the
matin twilight; but soon became roseate with incipient day, and ere I had ascended far
up the rocky path which leads to the foot of the falls, bright flashes of slanting light
shot through the trees, coruscating in golden beams, and when I emerged from the
umbrose avenue of knotted cedars, the sun hung like a ball of resplendent fire between
the rival domes of Tis-sa-ack and Tah-mah.

When I had reached the crest of the mountains, whence I could command a view
of the two falls, and look down on the Py-wy-ack, whilst remaining on a level with the
foot of the Yo-wi-ye, I drew my rein, and, as Kenmuir would say, “Let the grandeur
and sublimity of God’s untouched, unsullied creation permeate through every fibre of
my existence.” I had need of the sustaining power of the clear surging wind, — of the
strength of the majestic cascade that rolls on from all time to eternity, — to crave
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the placitude of the mute moss that girdled with many rings the pinus ponderoso in
sunshine and shower, and snow and heat, and cling to them in silent tenderness.

“Nature is a stern philosophic religionist.

‘Thus it is. Thus it is best,” is her motto.”

My soul took in this supremely divine message and felt composed.

Farther on a little bird caroling joyously, as though it would burst its little throat
in its vigorous evolutions, gave me the idea to rouse the echoes. Possibly Zanita or
Egremont might respond.

Upon the second trial I received an answer other than the echo. Alas! it was a male
voice, and a baritone, whilst I knew Egremont’s was a tenor, from his having joined
with Rosie in duets.

I kept up the communication, in some vague hope that it might bring good news,
and in the space of about ten minutes Rollo came bounding up to me; then I knew his
master was not far distant, and shortly Radd appeared waving the hat with the torn
brim, which, like the tower of Pisa, was always falling but never fell.

He welcomed me with a great display of gladness, —

“‘Hail Aurora, Goddess of the Morn,

Whose rosy fingers ope the gates of day,’

“to thee I pay my devoir.”

“Mr. Radd,” I replied, in plain prose, “I was on my way to see you, but I must rest
here. I want you to make me a fire, and warm this coffee, and to have a very serious
talk with you.”

Radd looked into my face, read there my anxiety, and was silent. Gathering a few
sticks, my coffee was soon warm, and sitting upon a mossy knoll at the foot of a
wide-spreading evergreen oak, I made him my confidante as to the loss of Zanita and
Egremont.

“We will hope it is not a tragedy, madam,” he said softly, — and his face spoke that
deeper sensitive sympathy which made me pity the husband of Nell,— “but unless it
turns out as you fear, a wedding, I am almost afraid.”

“O, a wedding,” I interrupted him, “would be the greatest tragedy of all.”

“Greater than death?” he hazarded, looking at me carefully.

I shrank a little from this fearful alternative. “Why,” I asked, “do you put it so?”

“Because, madam, though I would not pain you by a heedless thought, yet you
should not lose sight of the fact that the beautiful daughter of Ah-wah-nee has slept
upon her mother’s bosom too often, not to know that her mull muslin dress, as you
term it, would be frozen about her at this season. Hence she has either got out of the
mountains, as you say, for a purpose, or she is,—” and he stopped short and picked at
the torn rim of his hat.

My eyes watched it, and thought it would come off; but my heart stood still, and I
gasped out, “She is — what?”

“Returned to the bosom of her mater naturoe,” he said solemnly.
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My breath came tightly for a moment. “Let us hope not,” at length I said, pushing
the horrid phantom from me.

“They have not been up here,” he said,— “at least not through the Upper Valley;
but they may have gone by Mono, and every inch of the road shall be searched this
day; you shall not he kept in suspense any way. Have you anything about you that
belonged to either of them? Rollo will find whatever he has once had a scent of, and
if he gets on their trail will not leave it until he has run them down.”

“There is a handkerchief I picked up a little way from Kenmuir’s hut; it is marked
‘Egremont:’” I handed it to him.

He looked at it carefully. “It is very fine,” he remarked. “What is that square hole
cut out over his name for? There has been something above: I can see the ink marks
on the other side.”

“Very curious,” I said; “but I cannot divine why it was cut out.”

“Well, madam, if you will return into the Valley, lest the family of our mountain
sylph become alarmed, I will undertake to search all this portion of the rocks, and
either find them or give you a positive assurance that they are not there.”

Thus, without the trial of encountering Mrs. Nell, I wended my solitary way back
again, Rosie’s pony nothing loth to make such a short day of it.

Chapter XXIII. Over the Brink.

AS T REACHED the cottage I heard Mr. Naunton’s voice, exclaiming, “Where in
the mischief are all the folks gone? Surely the fairies have been amongst us and spirited
them away! There is Mu-wah off now, and Mrs. Brown, and Kenmuir, and only Cozy
and myself left.”

“Here I am!” I cried, riding up.

“Well, well,” exclaimed Mr. Naunton, “wonders will never cease! So you have been
for a matinal ride. Bravo!”

“Zanita returned?” I asked.

“Not yet. I am expecting her every moment.”

“But where do you imagine she is?” I exclaimed, half provoked at his indifference.

“Well,” he said, “it would take a great deal of imagination to say the identical spot
where she may be, but if Mr. Egremont were not with her I should not take the trouble
to think about it; but I do not exactly like her being away with him so long. I hope
they have not found their way to any of the ranchos or settlements — it will cause
such a talk. But I should think Mr. Egremont had more sense than that.”

Here Rosie flew out and gave me a warm, rosy kiss. “I declare, aunty, I had become
desperately alarmed about every one disappearing in such a mysterious way. I began
to think there was some awful catastrophe about to peril the Valley, and that the
Indians’ evil spirit had come to assert his reign. But where is Kenmuir? I cannot find
him anywhere.”

133



“He has gone on the Mariposa trail, fearing they may have met with some accident,”
I answered, evasively, — for I could not wound Rosie by the dread suspicion.

“I don’t see how they could manage an accident on that road, and without horses
too,” said Mr. Naunton, “unless they chose to jump over. There is no place where they
could fall down that I know of.”

“Do, aunty, come and take some breakfast, for you look as though you had not slept
all night. Indeed, I do begin to feel very uneasy,” she said, nestling close to me. “As
papa says, if Zanita were alone I should not fear, for she knows exactly how to take
care of herself; but Mr. Egremont would never remain out all night, I am sure, and
must be withheld from returning by some unforeseen accident or misfortune.”

Here old Methuselah came in to inquire if the young lady had returned.

“No,” said Mr. Naunton, putting the best face upon the matter, “but we are expecting
her in hourly.”

“Because,” continued the old man, “I think I can do a step or so of a score miles
in the service of our Queen of the Valley, for never was a more daring, fearless moun-
taineer than that child, whose foster-mother was the great Yo-semite. Well,” he said,
diving inconsequently into his memory,— “there’s the Duchess of Argyle, — called the
‘Beautiful Duchess,” — who carried all the elections with her prowess, who won the
wager with the Prince Regent, to raise a regiment in a shorter time than his Royal
Highness, and won it, too, by giving every volunteer a kiss; then there is Mademoiselle
Théroigne, who headed the populace of Paris, and rode on the cannon to Versailles.
And to go back out of our own day: there was Joan of Arc; then, in semi-fact and
fiction, there is the ‘Daughter of the Regiment,” and ‘Lord Ullin’s Daughter.” But T’ll
back our ‘Daughter of Ah-wah-nee, or the Great Yo-semite,” against them all. She can
ride a wild horse, or shoot a grizzly, snare a skunk, catch a coyote, with any man in
the Valley.”

“Grizzly!” exclaimed Rosie, turning pale. “Ah, I never thought of that! Supposing
grizzly has killed them! They had no arms.”

“A grizzly!” echoed Mr. Naunton, contemptuously. “Why Zanty would be half-way
up a tree before a grizzly could say Jack Robinson.”

We all laughed; but mine was a mere catenation. I was thinking all the time of
what other means could be devised to expedite the discovery for weal or woe. A silent
inquisition of memory was rapidly going on through every circumstance and event,
since the fatal meeting of these two exceptional persons in my husband’s study; seek-
ing vainly to detect a clew to the fearful climax which seemed impending, or to find
some evidence which, followed, might lead up to the explanation of the mystery. More
definitely asserting itself was an eager peering of the spirit into each ravine, and rocky
defile or tangled glade. The impatient, palpitating soul could ill wait the tardy move-
ments of the body, but was away over the distant mountains, scouring the Valley
and austere heights, penetrating each umbrageous nook and dell, skimming down the
rippling streams, where the cool waters might have tempted the fugitives to linger,
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glancing into every granite cave and under the tufts of plume-like ferns and drooping
lichens.

It has always been to me a subject of speculation whether in this mysterious pil-
grimage of the spirit out of the body it actually discerns tangible objects as revealed
to the physical; whether in this intense mental search for Zanita it would recognize
her presence, should she be on the spot it visited. We say, quite commonly, “O, I had
lost an article, and could not find it for several days. I had an idea it was so and so,
and sure enough! found it where I thought.” Is it not possible the spirit messenger had
searched it out?

Had Zanita been left behind, her prescient intuition would have discovered Egre-
mont, and the latter appeared to have some kind of prevision by which he could sift
out her hidden whereabouts. But my spirit wandered in vain, and saw them not. A
dark cloud had fallen between our worlds and parted us forever.

It must not be supposed that I trusted to this speculation alone. It was far too
chimerical for the present absolute emergency.

So I quickly drew Methuselah on one side and expressed to him my fears that the
young people had met with some serious accident; that they might be so injured as to
be unable to move; and that I considered it necessary every exertion should be made
to rescue them upon this supposition, for the thought of their lying wounded, without
succor, was too horrible to dwell upon.

The old giant perfectly agreed with me, and arming himself with a stout hook and
coil of rope, set out upon an exploration.

I began to calculate with Rosie what was the earliest time at which Kenmuir could
return.

“If he went as far as Mariposa,” she said, “besides scouring the country round, it
would be a good hundred miles, there and back, to say nothing of the gyrations round
to the different settlements, another thirty or forty. I fear we cannot look for him back
to-night.”

We went into Zanita’s room to try to discern any indications of her having contem-
plated a longer absence, but all was as usual there. Her pink dress hurriedly thrown
off, her book half open, — pencil and paper lying in it where she was making notes, —
the last word half completed. That word was “Treachery!” The table stood underneath
the window, and from it was visible Kenmuir’s hut and the path leading to the great
dome. She had doubtless seen the figure of Egremont depart, and had, in her impulsive
way, resolved to go with him, and hastily changed her dress to the one she knew he
admired, snatched her garden hat from the peg, where part of the lining still hung,
and raced after him.

The appearance of her room was conclusive to my mind that there had been no
premeditation. What she had succeeded in accomplishing afterward still remained
wrapped in shadow. The marriage theory began to fade away, and my hopes from
Kenmuir’s journey to ebb low. The minutes passed like hours, and it seemed a whole
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week since I had given up expecting them the night before, and next to impossible
that Kenmuir had been gone only twelve hours.

Weary and feverish I lay down and tried to sleep, but it was useless. My messenger
was still out with the search-warrant, — now escalading cliffs impossible for humanity
to have trodden, now sweeping under the falls where it would have been submerged
and carried over the cataracts.

“Rosie!” I called, — unable to bear the supposition alone,— “do you think it possible
they could have ventured too near to the fall?”

“I do not think it probable. I hope not!” said Rosie. “Mr. Egremont is never fool-
hardy, and always tries to prevent Zanita from perpetrating these reckless exploits.
No,” continued poor Rosie, whose joyous face began to assume a pitiful look of a baby
about to cry,— “I am afraid if they are injured it must be from the falling of a rock,
either from under or upon them. I could not bear to entertain the thought at first,
but it is gradually taking fast hold upon me.” And she raised her violet eyes to the
adamantine fortress in front of her with a sad, appealing look.

I had just closed my eyes again when she exclaimed, —

“Why here is Rollo coming up the path at full speed with something in his mouth.
O, aunty dear, look! What is it?”

I sprang to my feet. Up came Rollo with the most bustling importance, wagging his
tail, shaking his head, and wriggling his body as though he were conscious of being
the most welcome guest and of rendering the greatest service. “If ever a dog rightly
earned his dinner, that dog is myself,” he appeared to say, as he delivered up to us the
object he carried.

It was a piece of canvas, and although torn and scratched was evidently an oil-
painting.

“It is Mr. Egremont’s last sketch!” cried Rosie, turning white, “and O! is that blood
upon it?” And ere I could catch her she had swooned away. I called loudly for help.
Chang-Wo, the cook, appeared, fortunately carrying a pitcher of water. I took it from
him and sprinkling it upon Rosie sent him for some brandy.

Rollo stooped over her and licked her face, much bewildered at the result of his
achievement. She was soon conscious again, and the big tears rolling down her face.

“Courage, my darling! you must nerve yourself now, for there is much to be done.
Thank God, we have a clew at last!”

“Where is Mr. Naunton, Chang-wo?”

“Him away, gone!” quoth Chang, in his monosyllabic style.

“Where?”

“Away! takee him long stick, takee him long rope, away!” and he pointed to the
mountains.

“Poor papal!” cried Rosie, “he has really become alarmed; there must, then, be actual
danger.”

We examined the sketch together. It represented the half dome of Tis-sa-ack, and
the point of the Clouds’ Rest.
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“Do you know it, Rosie?” I asked.

“O yes,” she replied, “I was with him when he began it! I have the fellow copy on
my easel.”

“I am surprised he did not ask you to go with him to finish it. O, how I wish that
your father or the Professor were here, for something must be done at once. Rosie,
have you the courage to go with me?”

“Yes, aunty! I know the exact spot.”

In another minute we had saddled the horses and were off at a brisk canter, Indian
file, Rollo ahead, followed by Rosie and myself.

About three miles up the Valley Rollo diverged and made as for his own home.

“Rollo! Rollo! that is not the way,” cried Rosie.

The dog hesitated, wagged his tail, and resumed his way.

“He wants us to go home with him. Never mind! push on, Rosie, for you know the
spot.”

Rollo stopped, looked wistfully after us, came slowly back a piece, stopped again,
then took his own way, full gallop.

We were soon on the site whence the sketch had been taken. Rosie sprang from the
pony.

“Here it is!” she said. “I remember it so well!”

“And there are evident marks of his having been here.”

“I think these are our tracks,” said Rosie, examining. “O yes!” she cried, and burst
into an agonized sob.

I looked, and there in the disintegrated, fine granite was written the word “Cozy.”

Poor child! T took her in my arms and kissed her softly.

“Do not grieve for this sign of his love. They have not been here or it would have
been effaced. So let us go. I wish we had kept Rollo, for he would have guided us to
where he found the sketch.”

We mounted our horses and rode slowly home, silent and dispirited. A sudden flicker
of soul’s light had blazed up for a moment, and left us enveloped in deeper gloom.

“Ah!” exclaimed Rosie, suddenly jerking round in her saddle. “Here is old Mophead!”
The name I had christened him years ago was familiarly used by the children; and
moving at right angles toward our path, I saw something like a great bunch of tow.

“He has surely found something, or he would not have given up the search so soon.”

He saw us and approached. His face had a grand old consequential expression, from
which I rather argued favorably. He looked as though he would say, “I am the important
personage in these matters; place yourself in my hands and you will not have long to
wait for the solution of your difficulties.” He flung his moppy head back in a stately
way as he spoke, —

“T think, madam, that I have discovered a very important fact in this case. Do you
not think this has something to do with the mystery?” And he produced from his
bosom an ornament that glittered, and shot out rays of light back to the afternoon
sun.
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Rosie looked and turned away; she saw no connection between it and her beloved.
But I took the bauble in my hand. It was a sort of star or cross, brilliantly set with
diamonds in blue and white enamel, with a small piece of ribbon attached to fasten it
to the garment.

“I have seen such ornaments in Europe,” I said. “Where in the world did you find
it?”

“No doubt, madam,” he replied. “It is a foreign decoration. I re-member quite well
to have seen it pinned on the breast of high officers on board the Bellerophon, when
the great Napoleon was laid low. It be-longs somehow to courts and camps. Do you
not think it formed a portion of the apparel of your distinguished guest? I found it tied
round the neck of a Pinte Indian who was going up to the ‘deer feast,” and I succeeded
in getting it from him in exchange for a half-dollar. He told me he had just found it
among the rocks, and I made him go back to show me exactly the spot. I searched all
about the vicinity, but could discover nothing more; but I had the Indian tied hand
and limb in my castle in case he may have been murdered by the party.”

“This,” he whispered, approaching his great head which was nearly on a level with
mine, though I was mounted on horseback,— “I brought this down to allay your un-
easiness. Now I am about to start for the Upper Valley to get Randolph’s dog. If you
have anything which belonged to either of them I will carry it, to put the dog on the
scent. He’ll hunt out their traces if they are in the rock.”

We told him how he had found the painting immediately after our vain search.

With great strides he was soon out of sight again.

I regarded the gemmed ornament attentively, and suddenly there flashed across me
Mr. Egremont’s movement when putting his hand into his breast and saying, “I can
prove to you in two minutes.” That it belonged to him there was not the shadow of a
doubt in my mind.

We rode slowly home, thinking to be there when Mr. Naunton re-turned. He had
not yet arrived, and again we were plunged into the horrors of suspense.

Rosie, after hearing my conviction that the gem was Mr. Egremont’s, lay motionless
with her face buried in the divan cushions.

“Do not despair, dear child! all is not lost yet. I feel as though they must find him
very soon now. They must have had a fall, it would seem, from his things being so
scattered about, but perhaps he is only disabled; and after an hour’s rest, if your father
is not returned, I will again start out for the Upper Valley with a few restoratives, and
a good strong blanket to make a stretcher in case of need, for I feel, dear, that we must
prepare for something of that nature. You must provide for our coming home. Have
Mary keep the hot water ready. “There is nothing like being prepared for the worst
now.”

I set forth again for the third time that day over the same path under the same
feelings, only more intensified. They had risen slowly and gradually to the culminating
fear that some more alarming, perhaps fatal catastrophe, had befallen the missing
ones.
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The little incidents above narrated had tended to dispel the lingering hope we all
had cherished, that some unwonted freak of Zanita’s might eventually unravel the
mystery. We had dwelt upon the espieglerie of the china closet; and Mr. Naunton laid
great stress upon the fact of her having once built herself into the potato-hole, where
she made a fire, in performance of an Indian curative custom of the sweat-house. On
that occasion fortunately Chang had gone to the hole for a supply of potatoes, and
found her almost suffocated.

“Zanita is fertile in invention, and has struck a new lead of mischief we none of us
can guess at.”

But speculations of this nature were over. The picture had been torn from its case,
and there were marks of blood upon it, and the ornament had been worn under the
vest, if anywhere. I thought I would ride round by old Mophead’s castle, in case he
might have returned. I found only the Indian, bound hand and foot, who bellowed
loudly when he saw me, “Wah-hi! wah-hi! go him away, go him away!” — meaning that
I should unloose him and let him go.

He was an old man I had occasionally seen roaming about, whose soft handsome
features we had often remarked. The very last time, I remembered Zanita had been
with me, and had spoken a few words of Indian to him. I felt sure this man was no
murderer, but possibly might know something concerning the missing ones.

I dismounted, gave him a drink of water, and asked him, —

“See young squaw? — talk Indian?”

He understood immediately, and answered, “Ugh! ugh! Mono,” nodding with his
head toward that direction. “Gone fetch him!” and he appealed to be immediately
released.

This I dared not do, but it sent a thrill of pleasure through my heart I had not
experienced for twenty-four hours.

“T go fetch big knife and cut your rope,” I replied, smiling on him as I mounted my
pony. He chuckled a response, and I rode off toward the foot of the mountain. I raised
our mountain whoop several times, in order that the party might hear me and guide
me to them. Soon I got a response from Radd, — for I knew his voice, — at the foot of
the “Glacier Point.” One side of this point, which projects into the Valley, is an almost
vertical smooth surface for three thousand feet, which gives it the name of glacier. On
the other side it presents a jagged, broken front formed of stern, bold rocks, clefts, and
ravines, — a mass of broken stones, as though they had been prepared for building
purposes. A few stunted shrubs of manzanita grow among them without an apparent
soil for sustenance.

As I rode into this embattlement Radd approached me carrying in his hands some
broken pieces of wood which I instantly recognized as the sketch-box.

“He has found these,” said he, pointing to Rollo, “but there is more to come.”

I left my horse and we mounted the débris. Rollo sprang from rock to rock with a
plaintive yell that chilled my very soul.

Y
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I have heard the sharp excited cry of the fox-hounds on full scent in the English
hunting field, and the still more bitter yelp of the blood-hounds chasing fugitive slaves
in America, but the short gasping howl that burst from Rollo from time to time was
the most distressful sound I have ever heard a dog utter.

Old Methley was eagerly following and urging him on with encouraging words. At
last he bounded toward his master and delivered to him what turned out to be a bunch
of paint brushes. Shortly afterward Mrs. Radd appeared on the shelving rock holding
up a hat in her hand, which I immediately recognized. We climbed toward her. She
said, as we all stood appalled at this evidence, —

“T know’d it was all up then — when I seen her ghost go a-gliding by last night.”

“Woman, hold your peace!” cried Radd, with more severity than I supposed he was
capable of assuming.

“Wall, it don’t amount to much neither ways, if I says it or other folks says it; it’s
all up with them, and that’s what’s the matter; but I'll take my bible oath that I seen
her ghost a-gliding through the moonlight in the Upper Valley last night.”

“Is it not possible,” I said, catching at this idea and comparing it with the Indian’s
assertion,— “that the form might have been Zanita’s? She wore a white dress.”

“And she all smashed up in the rocks,” quoth Mrs. Radd, contemptuously. “Wall,
them townsfolk have no manner of idee. Rollo never takes on like that but when he
scents blood” —

“Peace! woman,” vociferated Radd again.

Rollo was howling piteously over a deep cleft in the rock, and Methley’s gaunt figure
stood over him beckoning us like the genius of evil. We scrambled up the rugged steep
at our utmost speed. The sun cast his last lurid beams over the peaks and jutting
points, and tinged them with a deep blood-red, penetrating every niche and crevice.

We stood on the brink of the cliff looking into a fissure which was as if the rock had
been split asunder. A slender streak of red, like blood, crept slowly down and down
until it was lost in the abyss, and as we were kneeling breathless over it there was
revealed to us a pallid face, still and mute, turned upward to the sky.

A great cry burst from every lip.

It was Egremont lying placid in the arms of death.

A heavy stillness came over me as I assisted to lower the ropes and hooks in order
to grapple for him. Rollo paced about swaying his head, ever uttering his moans.

With much difficulty we raised the body from the depth of some twenty or thirty feet.
Alas! we might as well have left it in its granite sepulchre. It was torn and mangled, and
shattered almost piecemeal. His clothes were saturated with gore, to which fragments
of granite had adhered. The skull was crushed, and only the beautiful face was left
unexcoriated. The expression was calm and noble, and the beautiful arched lips and
chin looked like chiseled alabaster. It was too sad for words and too solemn for grief.

We carefully laid him in the blanket and each holding a corner bore him down.
Then Radd and Methley, cutting down two young saplings, bound the blanket firmly
to them and lifted the sorrowful burden as the Chinese carry their loads.
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“Do you not think we should continue the search?” I said, tremblingly, dreading to
finish the terrible sentence.

“Rollo seems to have given it up,” said Radd, “and I think he would not do that if
there were any other scent to follow.”

Radd, however, made the essay by once more ascending the rock, but Rollo looked
after him wistfully, with an expression that said, “It is of no use.” So we set out with
our terrible burden.

Nell remained behind, saying she would take another look around, and I rode on in
advance to prepare them at the cottage for the shocking catastrophe.

Chapter XXIV. Waking and Sleeping Terrors.

IT WAS SOME relief to my heart when, within half a mile of the house, I met my
husband who had just arrived, and having been informed of the terrible crisis that we
were in, he had come on to meet me.

“My poor Sylvia!” he exclaimed, as he lifted me from the saddle, the better to give
me a fond caress.

I laid my head on the breast where I had found shelter from this world’s sorrow for
so many years, and burst into heavy sobs.

I could afford to weep now that he was present to act for me. This reliance, this
help in need that makes a unity of love so precious, is the greatest boon granted us
here below. For a few minutes I remained in his encircling arms, he stroking me gently
and murmuring, —

“My poor child! you are overtried and overworked. Leave the rest to me.”

But soon I was able to tell him of the dreadful discovery we had just made.

“Terrible!” he said— “very terrible! He must have fallen over the cliff and been dashed
to pieces.”

I calmed myself and we continued our march.

My husband speedily mastered all the facts in his clear way, and made a resumé
which was some comfort to me: —

“No trace of Zanita having been found on the débris, the evidence that the woman
saw her, combined with the Indian’s Mono story, would go to show that she is safe and
well somewhere, and will doubtless turn up in her wild way in process of time. But we
must question the Indian with an interpreter.”

Thus my good husband kept on talking all the way home; and so judicious was his
treatment of my nervous excitement, that before we reached the cottage I was quite
calmed and pacified, and able to undertake the painful task that lay before me of
communicating the sad news to Rosie. She, poor child! rushed out to meet me and
clung round my neck. She seemed to glean from my face that the mystery was solved.
Her father had returned, and Kenmuir, looking jaded and worn, was just riding up.

“In vain,” said he, shaking his head. “Unsuccessful.”

141



On approaching me he too read in my face the preface to the awful disclosure, and
was silent. I made him a sign that I must speak to Rosie alone, and motioned him to
the Professor, whilst I went to my room followed by the poor child.

“Rosie, my darling!” I said, “a fearful accident has happened. He has fallen from the
rocks and is very much shattered. They are bringing him home.”

Rosie had uttered a little cry when I first spoke, now she interrupted quickly, —

“And Zanita?”

“We have not seen her. She was not there; but Mrs. Radd saw her alone last night,
and she has probably gone off on the Mono trail.”

Rosie’s large blue eyes dilated with horror. “Gone off!” she cried, “and never sought
help: left on the cruel rocks all torn and lacerated, to die! O, aunty!” — and her face
flushed— “it is not possible!”

“We know nothing, dear, for certain. We have not seen her, but that is our conjecture.
We shall learn more to-morrow.”

“Can he not speak?” she said, after a pause.

“No, my darling, I fear we shall never hear his voice again.”

Rosie was trembling all over, but rising with an effort, as though she dreaded to
pursue the conversation, she said, —

“Aunty, let me get you some tea; you look as though you were going to faint.”

“No dear, I shall not faint, but you may give me a cup of tea; and there’s poor
Kenmuir who has ridden some hundred and fifty miles, no doubt, without ever being
out of saddle.”

I went into the sitting-room. Kenmuir was standing with his arms folded and head
dropped down. There was a dark shade of sorrow on his usually bright face.

“O, Mrs. Brown!” he said, “how grieved I am for that young man. There was some-
thing noble in him that I could not but like,” — and then he added, in a whisper, “my
soul shrinks back affrighted from the solution that my judgment gives of the event.”

“Good God! What?” I said.

“No, no,” he murmured, clasping his hands, while the big drops of sweat oozed out
from his forehead,— “I cannot tell you my suspicion. We will wait.”

“Be ready to prevent Rosie from seeing the corpse,” I said. “They are to take him
to your hut, and you must sleep here.”

“O, that makes no difference,” he said; “I would as soon remain near the poor boy
dead as alive, but I think we ought to try the Mono trail at once, and when I have
taken a cup of tea and an hour’s rest I will start again.”

“O, impossible!” T exclaimed. “You must have already ridden one hundred and fifty
miles.”

“Nearly that, for I diverged to the Mariposa Grove and Big Trees, and several sheep
ranchos, and three horses broke down under me. The first thing is to examine the
Indian, and learn where he last saw her. I dread being too late again. If I had gone off
on that track last night I might have saved him. Poor lad! his handsome young face
will haunt me many a day.”
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Here Rosie appeared with the tea. She pressed Kenmuir’s hand affectionately. There
was still a rigidity about her face that was more alarming than the most violent burst
of grief, — a wild, horrified look, which made her blue eyes assume a shade of black.

I looked out, fearing she had seen the arrival of the party, but they were not in
sight.

“What has she seen? What does she suspect?” I said to Kenmuir, as she turned to
seek her father.

“My God! not what I do, or she will go mad,” he said, passing his hand over his
brow

What did he suspect? I had not the courage to press the inquiry. I felt that I had
borne as much as I could, for that day, of horrible excitement. My head was beginning
to feel as in a dream of hideous phantasmagoria.

Mr. Naunton was much shocked, but on the whole somewhat relieved when he found
that it was not his own child, and felt quite sure that now Zanita was safe somewhere.

Presently Kenmuir intimated that the party was coming. I beguiled Rosie into my
room at the other side of the house; for there is something about the appearance of a
corpse, however enveloped, which at once tells the sad fact that life is no more. Some
shrinking consciousness we have that there has taken place some supernatural change,
which has a sort of repulsion and terror for us; and I wished to spare my darling this
shock if possible.

It was only a few moments before Kenmuir rapped at my door, saying, —

“Mrs. Brown, you are wanted.”

Then turning to Rosie, I said, “They have brought him home, dear child, and I am
going to him; remain here unless I send for you; try to prepare yourself for the worst.
I can give you no hope.”

The same look of horror passed over her face, which she strove to hide in the pillow
as I left her to attend the corpse of her lover.

It was found impossible to remove any of the clothes; so mutilated was the once
graceful form, that it seemed held together only by the garments. We wrapt him in a
sheet and tied a linen cloth about the head, leaving the fair white forehead uncovered.

Ah! how beautiful he looked in death. I stooped and kissed his closed eyes, with
their deep long lashes resting on the rounded cheeks where the remains of his brilliant
color yet lingered, and my tears dropped softly on those curved and haughty lips which
had appealed so piteously to me but the day before.

“0 life, so few the days we live!

Would that the boon which thou dost give
Were life indeed.”

But here was the end of the sad life drama, in which we had all played our parts;
and there lay the hero, with his secret forever locked within his marble lips. O, that
they had told it yesterday, he had now been alive and happy, with our Rose-bud in his
bosom; for then he would never have gone with Zanita, who, no doubt, allured him
into that mad danger. It was the opinion of all that he had fallen backwards from the
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projecting pinnacle of rock, which shelved out over the Valley from Glacier Point. No
doubt he had turned giddy and lost his balance.

“T think we ought to make a strong oak coffin, lined with cedar, and send him to
his friends,” said Kenmuir.

“There is the difficulty,” I said; “we know absolutely nothing of his antecedents.”

“Under the circumstances, I think we ought to look in his desk.”

We had taken from his pockets a few keys and trifling articles, and with one of them
we opened the desk. There was a great deal of poetry, which seemed original, in his
handwriting, and some letters, of no importance, addressed to Mr. Egremont. Only
one contained a striking and mysterious inclosure. It consisted of a second envelope
addressed to “His Highness the Prince Augustus of Cumberland;” the letter was written
in a delicate female hand, and commenced, “My dear husband.” The whole letter was a
strong pathetic appeal to be taken back in the name of their former love, and of their
child; but the tenor of the communication left the impression that it had not been
written by a wife or a lady. It concluded with a curious demand for a larger allowance.
There was no date or address to this document; it was signed by the pet name “Maggy.”

Was it really addressed to our poor friend; was that his true name, and did he
preserve his incognito from some circumstantial necessity? All was a deep and terrible
mystery; but many expressions of Zanita’s now recurred to my mind, which led to
the belief that she, at least, had fathomed its depths. When she reappeared, no doubt
much would he explained.

In the mean time old Mophead had gone to bring up the Indian, in order to have
massed together all the knowledge of the language which the three possessed, — Naun-
ton, Kenmuir, and himself.

Bill, who had come in with my husband, was a carpenter as well as a guide, and
he set about the melancholy task of making a coffin. Poor Mr. Naunton walked away,
saying, in response to some suggestion from Bill, “I cannot give any directions about
that work; it takes me right back to that day when my sweet saint went to her home
in heaven, and left the Valley but a gloomy wilderness to me. If she had taken the
two little ones with her, I should have been thankful; then we might all have gone
together.”

Methley here came in with the Indian, now untied. The former was shaking his old
mophead dolefully.

“I make no account of him,” he said. “Where is Mu-wah? He says that Mu-wah
knows all about it; but he has certainly seen our little lady on the Mono trail, unless
the scamp is making up the story; and I can’t, for my life, see why he should.”

Mu-wah was not visible — had not been seen by any of us. Ah Chow said he had
never returned from the deer feast; but this the Indian denied, and said that he had.
It was nearly certain that the Indian knew whatever Mu-wah knew; but was possessed
with the notion that Muwah should reveal it himself, and again volunteered,— “Him
fetch him.”
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He was promised a dollar if he brought Mu-wah back before morning, for we all
conceived the impression that Mu-wah was some way in league with Zanita in assisting
her hiding.

We all went to take an hour’s rest. I looked in upon Rosie; she was lying quite still,
with her face in the pillow, but she looked up as I approached; there was no sign of
weeping, but her eyes wore the same awe-stricken expression.

“Aunty,” she said gently, “may I see him before — before” — and her soft lips
quivered so that she could not finish the sentence. She made another effort and said,
“I know what that hammering is; they are putting the nails in my heart!”

That loving little heart had divined all. I pressed her in my arms, hoping that she
might be moved to tears.

“Rest to-night, darling, and to-morrow you shall see him; his face is still beautiful.”

“Is it?” she answered, and the lips again quivered and prevented farther utterance.

I lay down, but sleep, in the soothing oblivion which brings repose, visited me not.
My soul seemed to go into a semi-trance: that mystic land of shadows, where our
bitterest sufferings in actual life are intensified by a vague helplessness which seems
to surround us. The mountains of granite which we have to traverse are endless, and
boundless as the despair with which we continue to struggle to ascend them; the sky
pours down a flood of hot lava, or freezing snow, which annihilates us, and yet we
seem to be surviving in death. We have no power, we give up and succumb under our
misery; we cannot lie down and die — this luxury of despair is denied us.

I have often thought that if man is doomed to eternal torment for his crimes, this
vividly conscious dream of agony must be the realization of it; for bitter as was the
misery of our actual life at this moment, my dream was wrought up to be fifty times
more wretched. Every spot I had visited on the previous day I was again toiling over,
with feet more heavily weary and a heart bursting to overflowing.

Poor Egremont’s condition was more mangled, and the wretched portions of his
limbs were constantly falling away; his face was distorted, and excruciatingly painful.
Yet I had to look at it, and I had no power to seek relief by turning away. The Indians
were jabbering, like the blue jay, an unintelligible tongue, yet we were compelled to
find out what they said.

At last my soul, having traversed the dark paths of yesterday, continued the journey
onward in search of Zanita: over the rocks and through the Upper Valley, where 1
seemed to see her in company with Mrs. Radd, — gliding like a ghostly phantom,
whom we cried to in vain, and could not reach or touch, though we strained every
nerve and sinew. She yet floated away, and still we had to follow, and follow in an
agony of dread and anguish. Hither, thither, over rugged boulders, over great barriers
of fallen trees, whose ragged arms pointing upward made a chevauz-de-frise over the
boiling rapids of rushing torrents; under the cascades of the Upper Valley, flowing from
the endless melting snow of the huge sierras; through the green rippling river, which,
when we entered with our naked feet, seemed no longer water but coiling green and
purple snakes, that hissed and sputtered as we passed.
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Still the soft white semblance swept on; the folds of her muslin drapery, like the
gauzy mist of the falls, left nothing in the eager grasp but moisture. Now we thought
she was taking the Mono trail, anon that she would sweep up the inaccessible cafion of
the outlet of the Valley. Yet as she is wafted toward the bare frowning side of Tis-sa-ack,
there comes an indefinable superstition over us, — that we are chasing the goddess
herself, and no longer Zanita. Up the side of that bold and austere height she rolls like
a fleecy cloud of morning mist: what mortal steps can follow! yet stop we cannot. Will
Death enfold us in his cold embrace at last? No, we must go on, on.

Our drooping forms are hurried on toward the fearful edge where six thousand feet
overhang the Mirror Lake.

If she is mortal she must be dashed to pieces there, and we must share her fate; for
we seem to have gained on her, and nearly touch her. On, onward she flies, and we
pursue; nearer, and nearer to the edge, — and now she is on the brink. We can see the
surging world below more dizzily before us, and the lake shimmering in the moonlight.

One plunge, and she is over! But I have caught the white dress, and hold it firmly
in my grasp, — the piece is left in my hand!

I awakened with a stifled cry.

“0, husband! she is in the lake.”

“Who, dear?” he answered. “You have had a nightmare, and woke me with your cry.”

“Zanita!” I gasped, wiping the perspiration from my brow. “I am persuaded that she
is in the lake.”

I had grasped the sheet so convulsively that the marks were still fresh. The Professor
endeavored to persuade me to sleep again.

“O no!” I exclaimed, “not for the world; such agony I never experienced in my waking
moments — a perfect hell of torments. Besides, they will all be ready to go out on the
search again, and I am deter-mined to go to the Mirror Lake.”

I related my dream excitedly to Kenmuir, though not to Mr. Naunton.

“Do not let this idea distress you,” said Kenmuir, who nevertheless spoke as though
he believed it every word,— “it is only a dream, and I had an idea myself of going
there.”

I noticed the same dark look in his eyes, of which he seemed conscious, for he looked
away as he continued: “I will follow the trail you have dreamed of, and will come out
on the shoulder of Tis-sa-ack, which walls in the lake; you and the Professor can go
there by the Val-ley route, and then, if we can find nothing, we can all go up to the
canon together toward Lake Tomaya, and on to the Mono trail to meet Mu-wall; and
then I think we shall have encompassed her round.”

Thinking I would not awaken Rosie if she was asleep, we stole off quietly: Naunton
and Kenmuir together on foot, and the Professor and myself on horseback. Ah Chow,
who seemed aroused to the consciousness that the affairs transpiring were very impor-
tant, and that he ought to be equal to them, had prepared a cold roast fowl, which he
divided between the parties, and insisted with a kindly smile upon our taking, saying,

“Him muchec care of Missy Rossy.”
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“Take care of her, good Ah Chow,” I said. But I hoped we might re-turn ere she was
fairly awake.

Chapter XXV. In Her Mother’s Arms.

THE MOON WAS just at her second rising above the Sentinel; it was a waning
moon, which makes the commonest things of earth look unearthly. She cast a weird
light over the north dome and royal arches; and the manzanita, which cluster upon
it, looked like the cavernous entrance to some enchanted castle or hobgoblin’s cave —
every dark archway was deeper and more unfathomable; and the round white dome,
shining distinct in the bright light, completed the hallucination that this rock was some
vast fortress of midnight ghouls and uncanny spirits.

Now and again we heard the sharp yelp of a wandering coyote as he prowled in
search of prey. When we entered on the wooded rocky path, unearthly figures seemed
starting out of every projecting rock, or half concealing themselves behind the trunks
of trees; so strong was the impression of my dream upon me, that I could not deter
myself from riding around the strange objects to ascertain really what they might be.
The charred trunks of trees presented the most hideous spectres to my distracted fancy;
and when a deep guttural sound reached my ears, I grasped my husband’s arm with
fright.

“It is only a bear,” he said; “he will not molest us: do not be alarmed. I have my
revolver in case of need.” It was a relief to know it was anything so near humanity as
a bear, for they rarely take the offensive, and generally run away when attacked.

I was fast losing my self-control. As we trod the steep rocky trail leading to the
miniature lake, it seemed peopled with strange fantastic figures, which the water in
the early summer had hidden from view, or only partially revealed, but now were left
bare in the dry season: they were grotesque limbs of trees and rocks, scored deeply by
the water at its various heights. The horses’ hoofs sounded hollow as though passing
over some subterranean world, and sent a dismal reverberation to the vast tower of
See-wahlum, which marks the entrance to the Mirror Lake.

As I knew the trail better than my husband, I had gone in advance, it not being
wide enough to admit of two abreast. My attention was directed to the careful guiding
of my horse down a difficult bit of road over a slope of flat rock, down which he had to
slide. As we turned the corner of the great portal into the mighty coliseum of granite
mountains, the arena of which is the brightest Mirror Lake, set in, as it were, to reflect
the whole, I expected to see it as I had done so often, with the dome of Tis-sa-ack
reflected, and the brother peaks of Tocoyae, Hunto, and the smaller tower See-wahlum,
communing together deep in the bowels of the earth, all nodding gravely with each
ripple, like a state cabinet in solemn conclave on the affairs of the upper world.
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As I turned the corner, I raised my eyes, and the whole view of the lake was before
me. [ uttered a piercing cry, which the five echoes took up, and heralded around;
shrieking from cliff to cliff, from tower to dome.

“As though the fiends from heaven that fell
Had pealed their banner cry of hell.”

For there was my dream revealed in stern reality before me; there was the shadow of
the great mountains bending their giant heads together, and there lay Zanita stretched
on the mirror, the centre figure.

There was scarce a ripple on the lake, the silver sheen of the waning moon played
over its surface and mingled with the folds of the white robe which lay floating upon
it. The face was like whitest chiseled marble, framed in the dark locks which waved
loosely around, and fell in long silky meshes over her bosom. She looked like a lovely
picture on a silver disk, set in the depths of some bottomless gulf. Her hands were by
her side, and her delicate taper fingers interlaced with the water, as if she were playing
with quicksilver. Her eyes were closed, and the penciled eyebrows made a stern line
across her Olympian brow. There was an expression of firm endurance about the small
mouth which had never deigned to complain.

Long ere my eye had taken in all this, my husband had thrown his strong arm
round to support me on my saddle; and we sat together gazing down upon her mute
and motionless. All hope and all action were at an end; Death had held her for hours
in his icy clasp. Calm, placid, and beautiful, around her the mighty death watchers
towered up solemn and mournful in the melancholy moonlight; underneath them, as
she floated on the silver sheen, the stars shone out in the deepest blue, and her home
seemed bright down there.

The water of the lake had fallen perceptibly, having a broad band of white sand,
which gleamed in the pale light like polished ivory, making a framework for the green
fringe of willows that bordered the lake.

I felt stupefied and palsied at the discovery, and as though all energy of motion had
suddenly left me. I had no wish to touch or move the phantom-like scene. It seemed
as though my life and the world were come to an end, and that all was consummated;
my whole soul and faculties seemed entranced in my gaze. I felt no poignant grief or
violent sorrow. I had no sudden burst of anguish, of dread, of regret, or of horror. It
seemed as though I had become perfectly resigned to all that had transpired, and had
no aspirations beyond. I was in close unison with the placid melancholy of the waning
moon, — still, cold, and death-like.

How long we sat our horses in this way I know not, my husband holding me softly
to his breast. He knew well the condition of my over-wrought system and brain, and
knew best what to do. Presently I was roused by his saying, —

“Isn’t that Kenmuir and Naunton?”

I lifted my eyes for the first time from the scene; and followed where he pointed to
the sloping shoulder of Tis-sa-ack. We could descry the figures. The Professor waved
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his handkerchief, and they returned the signal; but they could hardly have discovered
what lay in the lake.

“He had better see her thus,” I said; and my husband raised his voice, and shouted,
“Come here!”

The echo answered in sepulchral tone, “Here!” and a second cried pitifully, “Here!”
and a third more mournfully, “Here!” and a mocking sigh, as from distant regions,
echoed, “Here!”

I shuddered, and looked again in the lake, where the tall bowing heads of the
mountains pointed to the figure that floated on the centre. “Here!” they seemed to say,—
“here is our child, the daughter of Ahwah-nee, returned to her native home.” Again I
shuddered, and looked up to Tis-sa-ack. They had seen it all. Naunton stood with his
face buried in his hands; he was not fascinated as I was: the grandeur and immensity
of death overcame him. Kenmuir was urging the descent; a few yards before him,
my practiced woman’s eye lit upon something that was not a shimmering moonbeam
playing on pulverized granite; it was a strip of soft mull muslin; it hung and fluttered
from a contorted bough of chaparral, and then I knew how it had happened: from
thence she had fallen, and was dead before she reached the water. All this I knew, but
said it not; we sat still again for another half hour, till the crackling of the branches
announced the arrival of the two men, when I heard the convulsed sob of Mr. Naunton.
It seemed to nerve me into life again, and an acute sympathetic pain grappled my
heart. I jumped from my horse and approached him.

“Ah! don’t leave her thus,” he moaned.

“See,” 1 said, “look how beautiful she is; this is not death as we regard it; it is only
a change as the oak-leaves change, and the ferns are golden, and the water dried into
silver sand. The child of the mountain! See how she sleeps in her cradle of glory.”

But he could not raise his head then, and never more, for the mountain tops never
again saw his brilliant eyes, or the heavens his upturned face.

“Come away, then, and they will bring her.” I led him by the arm, and we mounted
our horses and rode away.

Kenmuir had not spoken; but I noticed that the fixed dark expression was still on
his face, which the dusky light made almost ghastly.

We paced home slowly and in silence; dumbness seemed to possess us all, and reign
over every other emotion. It might have been the shock, or the peculiarity of the
circumstances, or that the tenderest passion of love was not awakened by the elf-like
child. It was more a mystic entrancement than tender affection. No heart-wrung cry of
sorrow was heard from any one, and I felt that the scene was too appalling and grand
to weep over. I thought Rosie would be the one to cry aloud.

As we passed Kenmuir’s cabin I noticed Ah Chow sitting on the step almost smoth-
ered in a whole bolt of white calico which I had brought from San Francisco for sheeting.
I gazed with stolid wonderment upon him. Surely, I was getting light headed! What
could the man mean by unfolding my bolt of calico? Uncertain if I saw aright, I jumped
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off my horse and approached him. He pointed mysteriously toward the door with his
thumb.

“Missy Rossy muchee sorry!”

By degrees I comprehended that it required “muchee” calico to make mourning
according to Chinese fashion. Somewhat relieved as to my own state of mind I stepped
into the hut, and there lay our Rosie half seated, half extended on the bier, her long
fair curls bestrewing the cold immovable face of the dead. I put my arms around her.

“Come, dear little one, come home with me!”

She arose mechanically without uttering a sound, and passed out with me. Ah
Chow stood aside hesitating with the funeral calico. I shook my head to forbid any
demonstration, and he submitted with that patience peculiar to Asiatics.

As Rosie did not make any inquiries as to our success in finding her sister, I resolved
to withhold the terrible truth from her as long as possible. When she arrived at the
house she threw herself upon the divan and buried her face as before.

I went in search of Horseshoe-Bill to send him to meet my husband and Kenmuir.
I soon heard his voice in high confabulation with Mrs. Nell and Mophead, who were
helping him with his joinering.

“I can’t see no manner of use in putting of him in two coffins: he can’t want a Sunday
and a week-day suit. He has nothin’ to do but lie there until the trumpet rouses him
up at the last day, and I suppose the Almighty’ll attend to finding his missing pieces,
as He does for other folks. I don’t see no difference with this.”

“It is my opinion,” said Methley, “that he ought to be buried with military honor;
for the decoration I found is similar to those I saw worn by high officers on board the
Bellerophon.”

“O, you dry up with your millingtary blesserings. He’s just one of your British ad-
venturers as come over here a-swindling of honest folk with their titles and foldermirigs.
I make no count on ’em, nohow! I’d jest bury him like other folks. Wall! I reckon he’ll
have to be sent home to his folks in England, and he’ll need more nor one coffin to
keep him all there. I reckon he’s a right to that, for he forked me out ten dollars when
I brought him in here,” said Bill.

“Ah, I guess you know which side your bread is buttered; but I guess it’s as likely
he’s not left directions for the superior ‘commodation o’ two coffins to be paid for.”

“You bet your life he has!” responded Bill.

I notified my presence, and explained in a few brief words the misfortune which had
befallen Zanita.

“Well, well!” cried Bill, passing his sleeve over his face ostensibly to dry the perspira-
tion, but really to wipe the tears from his eyes,— “I’d a backed that young’un against
a thousand dollars never to have missed her footing. What could have ailed her? She
must have been off her feet.”

‘There!” broke in Nell, triumphantly projecting her front tooth,— “there! did I tell
you or did I not? I guess I don’t say much as isn’t gospell When I see her ghost
come a-flyin’ and a-callin’ for help through the Upper Valley, I knew how as she was
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burglariously murdered, and I'd as lief bet a cinnamon bear-skin against a cent that
this here Britisher, with his jewels and hifalutin airs and ‘commodation of two coffins,
is at the bottom of it.”

We all stared at Nell in horrified silence. I felt the tight grip on my heart again
and my breath coming heavily. More horrors! never to cease accumulating in this
memorable twenty-four hours.

“I did hear ’em a pitchin’ into each other right smart one day when I was fishin’
down below the Po-ho-no Falls,” said Bill. “Darn me! if he didn’t jest rear and tear
like a real lunatic; and she kept on a jeering and a spiting him. Then I thought I'd
better he on hand to see fair play for Miss Zany, if he should think o’ layin’ hands on
a woman. There’s no tellin” what them furriners ‘ill do. Now I wish I'd been on hand
day ‘fore yesterday. I don’t believe in her falling down there.”

I turned away faint with this new suspicion. Old Methley followed me sympatheti-
cally, and shaking his great mop like a good-natured lion tried to console me.

“We must not lightly cast suspicion upon a distinguished member of a friendly power
like Great Britain. Of course if he had survived we should doubtless have been under
the necessity of confining him in my castle, and I should have posted myself as honorary
guard until everything had been cleared up — as it was thought fit to do with the
Great Napoleon at St. Helena, just to keep him out of mischief. But now that he is
dead I would not dishonor his grave.”

“But supposing he were alive,” I said faintly, “would you think he had something to
do with Zanita’s death?”

“I should say that he pushed her over the shoulder of Tis-sa-ack in a fit of passion.”

“Good God!” I ejaculated. “How, then, do you now account for his death?”

“Suicide,” replied my companion, deliberately; “suicide, madam. You remember some
little time ago,” continued Methuselah, falling back on his memory some fifty years,—
“the British Prime Minister, Lord Castlereagh, whom Byron satirized as ‘Carotid
Artery-cutting Castlereagh?’” —

My heart was too riven with anguish to enter into the discussion, and he continued,—
“But I would bury him with honors if he cannot be sent home to his friends.”

“What!” I said, anxious to put to the test he suspicion he had expressed,— “would
you confer honor upon one whom you believe to be a murderer and a suicide?”

“We do not know for certain that he is, madam; but the suppositions are strong,
that having been seen last together alive and found dead apart, that they did not
each fall from a separate rock by accident. And no mountaineer will believe that our
young Vestal of Tis-sa-ack fell from her high altar, or that she flung up her young life
willingly. Her father, for one, will never believe she fell by accident. On the other hand,
this British stranger going alone to such a narrow slip of projecting rock as ‘Glacier
Point,” and falling therefrom, after parting with his sweet-heart, indicates suicide. You
know best, madam, if he had any motive for committing this damned deed?” cried the
old man, excitedly.
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I dared not answer the question. The uncontrollable vehemence Egremont had
shown when last speaking of Zanita rose to my memory and kept me silent.

Methuselah, with delicate perception, changed the subject.

“How is poor Naunton?” he said. “How does he bear it?”

“I greatly fear it maybe his death,” I said. “He does not seem able to endure deep
grief.”

“Some of us are not,” he replied. “It kills the soul if not the body. Seventy-five years
ago I was a young man and wooed a young girl. We kept company in New England
fashion, — became one life, one heart, and one soul. Well! she died. She went away,
and took with her that part of my soul which she alone possessed; and here I stand
alone, and have never been the same man since and never shall be again!” sighed old
Mophead, “for I am getting old. I've never been the same man this seventy-five years.”

Mr. Naunton was still in his room, and as I received no answer to my knock I judged
it better to leave him to himself.

Fortunately when the sad cortége arrived we were able to bear the poor girl to her
own little room without the knowledge of father or daughter.

“T guess I'll fix her up an elegant corpse!” cried Nell. “It would be real mean to bury
her as you did her mother!”

“I don’t think her father will allow her to be touched, but you can ask him.”

“What! bury her in them sink-rags? Well, if he isn’t a queer cuss, you bet your life!
He’s as contrairy as Dick’s hatband, as went nine times round and wouldn’t tic! I guess
we’ll have a right-smart time with him afore we get her buried, anyhow! As to t’other,”
she continued, wagging her head in the direction of the cabin,— “I make no account
of fixin’ a corpse that’s mashed up like hog’s head cheese. He’ll he all right if he gets
his two coffins. It’s all them Britishers cares for!”

The “smart time” prophesied by Nell soon came about, for al-though Oswald Naun-
ton was not violent as he had been at the death of his wife, yet grief had transformed
him into a different man. He remained shut up in his own room, refusing sympathy,
and food, and conversation on any point.

I was anxious to know where he would like his child buried, and if Egremont was
to be laid alongside, — awaiting instructions from his friends. After many ineffectual
efforts, I succeeded in procuring the laconic direction, —

“Bury her with her mother!”

“And Mr. Egremont — shall we lay him by her side?”

“No! Curse him!” thundered Naunton, rising and pacing the room with long strides.
“Pitch him into the deepest pool in the river! Burn him on the top of the highest
mountain, and cast his ashes to the winds! Fling him over the Po-ho-no Fall! Cast him
into hellfire forever!” shrieked the wretched father. “My child! my beautiful child!” —
and he covered his face with his hands and moaned aloud.

It was useless to offer words of consolation. The conclusion his mind had arrived
at was evidently that of Nell and Methley, — the terrible one that his child had been
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murdered by the English stranger, and the anguish and horror of the thought was
driving him mad. There was no comfort for him but time.

From the father I went to the daughter, and, to my surprise, found her in eager
conversation with Kenmuir, the latter half supporting her with his arm. They were
gazing into each other’s eyes with the same appalled expression of dismay I had noticed
from the first, as though they had seen some fearful spectre which froze up every other
emotion. They became silent as I approached, as though they had resolved to spare
me the vision, whatever it might he. It could not be the same idea as the father’s, or
Rosie would never have spent the night by her dead lover, had she believed him to be
the murderer of her sister.

I next sought my husband, my refuge under every emergency; for I was fast losing
my presence of mind in this rush of inscrutable events.

“Dear John,” I said, “is not the mystery of this tragedy terribly crushing? I feel
almost overpowered by it. What is the suspicion which is transfixing poor Rosie and
Kenmuir with horror? Do you know?”

“Yes,” he replied; “and if you feel that you can bear it, I will tell you all about it.
But mind I do not agree with the hypothesis, nor still less with that of Mr. Naunton. I
do not agree with any of them. I take a different view altogether.” He always did take
a different view of every-thing from every one.

“We met the two Indians,” continued the Professor, “whom Radd was bringing in.
Mu-wah is nearly out of his senses with some great fear which has seized upon him,
and is altogether incoherent. His companion corroborates with a nod and a grunt every
incongruity that Muwah asserts.”

“What do they say?” I broke in impatiently.

“T am coming to that, my dear. In substance nothing more than that they saw
Zanita and a white man out on Palel-lima, or Glacier Point. ‘They muchee talkee,’
which means they were disputing, I suppose.”

“Good heavens,” I exclaimed, “surely she never pushed him over?” And I seized my
husband by both arms, in my eagerness to bring out the fatal secret.

“Be calm, my dear. I made that stipulation with you, you know. Rosie and Kenmuir
suspect what you have just intimated. Of course without premeditation, but they think
that she gave him a push in her impulsive, fierce, bitter way. A very slight push would
send a man backwards from that point.”

“Fearful, fearful!” and a rush of tears came to my relief.

“But,” continued the Professor, “Radd says that there are man’s foot-prints leaving
the point; and the Indians are rather confused in a statement that they saw them upon
the Mono trail. Now my impression is, that Zanita had been in one of her aggravating
moods; that she had taken him to Glacier Point to show him the ‘kingdom of the
earth,” which he might possess if he wedded her, and subsequently carried him on to
Tis-sa~ack; that there she ventured to the very brink for the sole purpose of tormenting
him; that he, under terrible fear, had at-tempted to withhold her, — the most fatal
thing he could do under the circumstances; that she, in defiance, and scorning his help,
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had missed her footing and pitched headlong over the brow of Tis-sa-ack. The piece of
her dress hanging on the bushes denotes she has fallen, and I do not for one moment
entertain the idea that Egremont has murdered her. If you will think of it, my dear,
such a thing is not at all compatible with his character.”

“Well, then, who has murdered him?” I said, repeating the word inadvertently.

“T do not see any grounds for the supposition that he was murdered,” reasoned
the Professor; “that is where all draw illogical deductions. It in no way follows as an
inevitable sequence that because a man is found dead in the cleft of a rock a few
thousand feet below a platform, upon which he was last seen alive, that he has been
murdered.”

“Then you think, like Methley, that he committed suicide?” I cried, becoming every
moment more confused in my ideas.

“No! certainly not: why suicide? He had sought Rosie’s affection, and obtained it.
He did not care for Zanita, who was the obstacle, and she is suddenly removed from
his path. Why should he destroy himself? The thing is preposterous. Why is it that
human nature ever de-lights to duplicate horrors? Don’t you see, my dear, that when
the rash girl fell from his grasp he could not follow her; but had to retrace his steps
at his greatest speed, under the utmost excitement and anguish, to seek for help in
the Valley. Mechanically he would retrace the track she had brought him. He would
come round that sharp curve onto that dizzy height unexpectedly, and at a random
speed; would suddenly perceive the danger of his position, launched, as it were, between
earth and heaven. His brain would reel, vertigo would ensue; he would over-balance,
and have passed into eternity in less space of time than it has taken me to describe it.
Few mountaineers would walk out upon that narrow projection of rock without nerving
themselves for the feat; even Kenmuir would not run out upon it; and for a person
unaccustomed to mountain heights to rush upon it without warning, and in a great
state of mental excitement, every nerve and muscle strained to the highest tension of
haste and suspense, would obviously result in certain destruction.”

“Then you believe it to be a series of accidents happening in a sort of sequence?”

“Unquestionably, to my mind accident is the solution of the whole terrible affair,”
replied the Professor.

I cannot say that this view of the matter thoroughly convinced me; or that I quite
coincided with Kenmuir or Methley; my mind remained in an undecided neutral condi-
tion, more painful to the nerves than any positive conviction. For the mind accustoms
itself to the most painful catastrophes; but uncertainty goads like an open sore that
heals not.

My poor Zanita, without being “fized up,” was laid, embalmed only in our pity,
beside her mother, — her father, Rosie, and Kenmuir declining to attend the funeral,
although, as I well knew, from different motives: the former, because he could not bear
to look upon his grief; and the other two, because they did not dare that others should
witness their want of it.

Y
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Poor Rosie shut up her gentle soul within herself, and seemed to have no confidence
to impart the dreadful secret that had darkened her young life to any one but Kenmuir,
who shared it with her. Mr. Naunton kept his room, and was unapproachable to my
husband, myself, or any one, and after the funeral I felt that I had no longer any
mission in the Valley. Old Methuselah had taken possession of the double coffin with
the remains of the mysterious Egremont, and had hidden it away from the father’s
vengeance in one of the moss-clad grottoes in the rocks, a natural mausoleum, where
it may remain to the present day, for we never were able to discover his relatives, or
any one who knew him more than casually.

He had appeared as a mystery, and so remained to the end, and was one of a class
of the extraordinary characters which may be met every day in California. He might
have been a prince who had forfeited his principality, or the son of a princess who had
made disgrace his portion, or a murderer, or an escaped felon: we never knew more
than that. He had the manners, breeding, and education of a gentleman, if not the
principles.

But now the end had come, the past was irrevocable, and my husband sought by
every means to divert my thoughts from dwelling upon it. We soon, therefore, took
our farewell of the Valley of Ah-wah-nee forever.

Chapter XXVI. Finis.

WE RETURNED HOME; but my health and nerves had received a shock which I
could not overcome, and months of weary restless suffering passed on. My heart was
too full of sorrow to enjoy anything, and thus the monotony of my life was fast eating
into my natural vitality.

At length my husband proposed our going to Europe; not, as he said, entirely on
my account, as he did not wish me to suppose myself so ill; but because there were
several geologists for whom he had the highest respect, yet with whom he was most
anxious to hold an argument.

Thus four months after the tragedy of the Valley saw us landing in Southampton.
Change of scene and habit wrought that marvelous revolution in my feelings which no
medicine, spiritual or material, could accomplish.

The Professor disputed to his heart’s content; and then went on to Switzerland to
make more explorations.

“My dear,” said my husband one day, pulling out a pocketful of dirty stones, “I do
not think this mountain air agrees with you. You are looking sick and weary again.”

“It is not the air, “ I said, “but the recollections which the scenery recalls. It makes
me nervous; I cannot deny it.”

“Let us go to Italy!” said the Professor. “We will see the Thorwaldsen Lion, and then
we will depart.”
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We were gazing on that far-famed work of art in rapt admiration, when a firm hand
was placed on my arm, and, turning, I beheld the glad honest face of Kenmuir. Only
the face, for the rest was a travelling suit of Tweed, and leaning upon him was the
graceful figure of Cozy.

Explanation was scarcely necessary. They were on their honey-moon trip, “Walking
in fresh gardens of the Lord,” as Kenmuir phrased it; for in nothing else save his Scotch
suit was he changed from the moment I had first seen him upon that fatal point of
Palel-lima.

The news from the Valley was the usual tidings of death and marriage, — the
former, poor Mr. Naunton, and the latter, their own.

Nell and Radd went on as usual, Rollo assisting in the household, and pioneering
Radd when he had sold too many skins to see his own way. Old Mophead would
doubtless live as long as the famous Dr. Parr; and even the present generation of
babies may hope to see him if they visit the Valley of Yo-semite some twenty years
hence.

Horse-shoe Bill conveyed travellers into the Valley, never failing to relate, “That
horrible mash as took place of two human beings in this here spot!” The traveller would
examine the place where love and jealousy had wrought out their ends, gather a flower,
and sigh, “Alas, poor Zanita! What a poetical name! Is there any more champagne?
Do their ghosts haunt the place?”” and so pass on.

And thus we all pass on through light and shade, — through life’s joys and crimes,
— till we come to the end, and the Angel of Death writes up

FINIS.
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The Mountain Trail and Its
Message by Albert W. Palmer

A member of the Sierra Club, Albert W. Palmer wrote this 1911 book, featuring
many original photographs, which details his summer outings in the early years of
the twentieth century. He was accompanied by Muir on some of these month-long
mountain sojourns. The Mountain Trail and Its Message is a resource for all that
sense the spiritual nature of their relationship with God, with planet Earth, and with

other people, particularly as experienced in wilderness places.
“He leadeth me the paths of righteousness— PSALMS 23:3.

GILMORE LAKE — SIERRA NEVADA
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The Mountain Trail and Its Message

IT HAS BEEN my privilege during the month of my summer vacation for the last
three years to be led in paths — paths which have been to me paths of righteousness,
of joy, and of inspiration. Out here in the West we call these paths mountain trails. It
is out of my experience with these “paths of righteousness” that I seek to bring you the
message of the mountain trail.

The trail is not the grandest thing in the mountains — it is only a humble path. It
is not the most beautiful — it is often ugly and scarred, filled with dust and stones.
But it is one of the absolutely necessary things, and one comes into a peculiar intimacy
with it. There is a vast difference between a trail and a road. There are usually many
roads, and if one loses the road he may make inquiries and find another one. But if one
loses the trail he must find that one trail again, and there is no one of whom to ask
directions. A road advertises itself afar off. You can always tell when you are coming
to a road, but you may pass within twenty feet of a mountain trail and never dream of
its presence, so modest is it and so slight. A road looks very much alike mile after mile,
but every rod of a mountain trail has its individuality all its own. One usually travels a
road in a vehicle, but I have always traveled the mountain trail on foot, and, traveling
so, every rise, every down grade, every stretch of dusty sunshine, every cool shadow
becomes important and noteworthy. And so, as day by day you surrender yourself to
the mountain trail and follow gladly where it leads, there comes a feeling of peculiar
intimacy and companionship with it.

My experiences on the mountain trail have been, for the most part, in connection
with the annual outings of the Sierra Club. Our outing parties number from one hun-
dred twenty to two hundred people and we spend a month each summer in some remote
and beautiful part of the Sierra Nevada. All supplies are carried by our hired pack train
of mules and horses over mountain trails, for we go into that region where the roads
“run out and stop.” At night we sleep in the open air in sleeping bags on piles of fir
boughs or pine needles or even, after a hard day’s tramp, gratefully upon the hard
clean ground. Each person is limited to forty pounds of baggage, which must include
sleeping bag, extra clothing, and all personal belongings. This forty pounds must be
packed in a dunnage bag three feet long and eighteen inches in diameter, with the
owner’s name blazoned on the side in letters two inches high.

The cooking is done by Charlie Tuck, a Chinaman of the type that every true
Californian loves even as a Southerner loves his old “Uncle ‘Rastus.” In the winter
he cooks for a hotel in San Rafael, but his Heathen Chinee soul is not indifferent to
the call of the wild, for in his hotel contract he always specifies that he is to have
July free to go with the Sierra Club. He has two Japanese and his nephew, Toy, as
helpers and he rules “the commissary,” as the camp kitchen is called, as supremely
as ever the Empress Dowager ruled Peking. It is stern and simple fare he gives us
— soup and rice and canned corn and tomatoes, fresh meat occasionally, trout in
abundance, hardtack, bacon, dried prunes and figs, and, on high days and holidays, a
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white pasty pudding, with infrequent raisins scattered through it, which the irreverent
have nicknamed “Wall-paperer’s Delight.” Our party is made up of lawyers, doctors,
college professors, high school teachers, and occasionally a rancher, business man, or
minister. There are even more temperaments and points of view than occupations. The
mountains seem to mean something different to each one. There is my nephew, the
Fisherman — he values each camp in terms of the number of trout that rise to his
fly in the adjacent mountain torrent. The Geologist loafs along the trail, oblivious to
the very existence of trout, breaking rocks with his hammer, and, after everyone else
is in camp, the Botanist drifts wearily in, like an overdue tramp steamer through the
Golden Gate, with his press full of flowers. No ancient lava or rainbow trout for his
herbarium, if you please! This man in the well-tailored khaki suit has been planning
reservoir sites all day and that other man in shabby corduroys and a broad gray hat
has been watching the shadows in the canyons, listening to the music in the trees, and
entering into fellowship with the chipmunks that cheerily share his lunch.

And then, when the day’s tramp of from six to eighteen miles is over, we all gather
after supper in a great circle around the camp-fire. Each member of the party con-
tributes according to his ability. There are silent souls that do their share by keeping
the fire a-blazing, there is a Los Angeles lawyer with an improvised limerick for every
occasion and a Berkeley doctor with an inexhaustible supply of stories. The Botanist
and the Geologist share their knowledge with the rest of us, leaving out the big words,
and a quartet, four men from four corners of the country, sing some of the good old
songs. Last of all “the Signor,” with his head thrown back and his fine spiritual face
illumined by the blazing fire, touches his violin and pours out in music the things we
all long to say and cannot.

Sunday comes and we gather, men and women of many creeds or no creed at all,
under the shelter of some majestic yellow pine with the great cliffs towering above us.
The old hymns, led by the violin, the simple prayer, the Twenty-third Psalm repeated
together, the sermon touched with a sense of the Divine presence all around us —
these things all help to make a summer in the Sierra more than a physical refreshment
alone.

And so by day we live in fellowship with the trees, ever calm, dignified, serene, and
with the great cliffs in whose presence we feel so slight and so transitory. And then
at night, when the camp-fire has died away and a hush has settled down across the
hills, we lie in our sleeping bags and, before we close our eyes, look straight up at the
innumerable and silent stars, and learn anew what it may mean to pray.

Last year a member of our Sierra Club wrote a very beautiful little poem entitled
“The Mountain Trail.” It has not yet been published and I am not at liberty to reproduce
it in print. It tells of how the trail winds its way up the mountain side, through the
flower-strewn mountain meadows, across the rushing rivers, up the great rock slopes,
and even over the gleaming snow, and closes with the longing that it may go on forever.

“Over the misty mountains,
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Past the wide heights of blue,
Even to the crystal fountains,
Where all the dreams come true.”

I do not wonder that the mountain trail should arouse a poet to song, for I have
spent days on the mountain trail which were in themselves like poems lived, and the
memory of which is like the echo of some great music. I have started out in the morning
and climbed a rocky, dusty trail up steep zig-zags through the chaparral until, hot and
weary, I have come to a gently sloping plateau land, where the trail wound slowly
upward through fragrant pines with great bronzed trunks and then dipped into little
meadows green with spring-time and glad with flowers. In the trees birds were singing,
and as I listened I said over to myself those beautiful lines of Edwin Markham’s on
“Joy in the Morning™

“I hear you, little bird,

Shouting a-swing above the broken wall.
Shout louder yet; no song can tell it all.
Sing to my soul in the deep, still wood;

Tis wonderful beyond the wildest word;

I'd tell it, too, if I could.”

And then I have climbed up above the tree line and, sitting beside a bed of white
heather with [MI its exquisite white and crimson bells, have looked across the jagged
peaks and gleaming snow drifts of the summit region. Below, a blue little lake with
solemn trees around it; yonder, a lake still frozen over, with a snow bank reaching
down to it like a miniature glacier; and everywhere the beautiful French-gray granite
cliffs, so clean that they make one feel as if all sin and stain had been swept from this
upper world forever. And then I have crossed the pass and gone down the other side,
reached camp, and again felt the joy of companionship and home.

1. I find in the mountain trail many parables, but first of all a parable of the higher
life. The mountain trail life involves hardship. The trail is far beyond the reach of
wagon roads. No luxurious cars carry one around its curves. No one leans back on
the cushions of an automobile along the mountain trail. He who would know the trail
must leave the comforts and luxuries of civilization behind, must be glad to wear great
heavy hob-nailed shoes, strong simple clothing, must be ready to live laborious days,
to lie down at night weary on the hard ground, to eat plain food and to share in the
hard work of camp life.

If a man will do this the trail shall bring him great rewards — a clear atmosphere
such as the valley people never know, the beauty and majesty of mountain fastnesses
which the people in the luxurious trains see not, and, when the roads where the great
automobiles speed along are lined with dust and sunburned grass, the trail will lead
him into little nooks where the flowers are yet in spring time.
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Is not this a parable of life? There are men who live their lives on the wagon roads,
in the Pullman car, on the cushions of an automobile. They shun all hardship, their
object in life is to avoid all pain, just to have a good time. And they have their reward
— miles of dusty road, acres of sunburned grass.

But there are other men who live the life of the mountain trail, the life of aspiration
and endeavor. They are “Pioneer souls who blaze their paths Where the highways never
ran.”

They hear something calling them out of the unseen even as Kipling’s Explorer
heard “One everlasting Whisper day and night repeated — so:

‘ Something hidden. Go and find it. Go and look behind the Ranges — Something
lost behind the Ranges. Lost and waiting for you. Go!””

They, therefore, consecrate themselves not to the common dusty roads of material
comfort and pleasure, but to the quest of the ideal.

It means oftentimes a loss of comfort, it means poverty perchance, it may mean
defeat, as the world counts defeat, to follow this trail of the ideal. But it is the men
who have lived such lives who have moved the world, and they have not been without
their reward — beautiful flowers bloom for them which the men on the dusty road
below know not of.

I have found myself this summer often thinking of Jesus’ saying, “I am the way.
What a splendid trail of the ideal his life has blazed across the mountains of this life!
What joy of the mountaineer comes to those who follow in that trail!

2. The trail also brings to me a parable of our indebtedness to the past. No man
can walk mile after mile over a mountain trail without a feeling of gratitude toward
the men who made it. Resting beside the trail one day I found myself thinking of
the Indians who first found the pass; of the rough pioneer soldiers under Kit Carson
or some other fearless leader who may have been the first white men over the route;
of the cattle men who made it easier and plainer; of John Muir in his rugged youth,
traveling alone with his flour and his tea, and without blankets that he might carry
more food and thus be able to penetrate farther into the fastnesses of the Sierra and
bring back to the people word of the wonders and beauties he had seen. I thought also
of the foresters who had re-built the trail and of the troopers who guarded it. Into
a sense of grateful fellowship with all these men one enters as he lives day by day in
companionship with the mountain trail — this long slender thread which, stretching
back over the hills, seems to be the only thing connecting him with civilization and,
leading on into the unknown, promises new joy and beauty for the days to come.

And with this gratitude goes a duty — the duty not in any way to injure the trail,
but, as far as possible, so to place a stone here or remove one there as to improve
the trail and make it plainer and easier. In high altitudes the trail goes over the bare
granite, where there is no way of marking its location except by low piles of stones,
called “ducks,” placed at frequent intervals. It is an un-written law of the mountains
never to destroy a “duck,” but, rather, to add another stone.

)
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What a parable it is of our heritage of human institutions and ideas! These customs
and institutions are the trails across the mountains of time builded by the men who
went before us. The family, the state, the Church, law, religion, standards of honor and
conduct — they are all great trails to find and mark which our ancestors ever since
before the dawn of history have labored.

How wise the man who treats these things in the spirit in which the mountaineer
treats the trail!

The true mountaineer does not start off cross country regardless of trails. He knows
difficulties and dangers will confront him if he does. It may seem strange that the trail
goes down here or up there, but he stays by it because he knows that the men who
built the trail must have had reasons for their course. And so he follows the trail and
sees that it is in no way injured or obscured. More than that, he improves the trail.
He realizes that no trail is perfect. He puts a log across a bad stream crossing, and
if a tree has fallen across the trail he chops a way through it or around it. He may
even, with better surveying instruments and with dynamite to blast the rocks, find
and build a shorter and better grade. But through it all the old trail is the basis on
which he works, and he never forgets or despises the men who made it.

Happy the man who follows this parable in regard to human ideas and institutions;
who seeks not to destroy but to fulfil; who, when he seeks to reform the social order,
realizes the heroic service that was given to bring to pass even the imperfect freedom
and justice we have today; who, when he criticises the Church, appreciates also the
work it has done and is doing for the world; who, when he reaches a sweeter and
simpler creed, remembers that the creeds of the past, however rough and crude and
harsh, were yet trails over which men traveled on to fellowship with God.

3. Again there comes to me a message from the companionship of the trail. No man
passes any other upon the trail without speaking to him. Strangers will stop and ex-
change information about good camping places. The standards of value and judgment
are different from those on the great roads below. Men are not valued according to
their wealth at home. No one cares who your father was or what club you belong to.
Neither is judgment based on outward appearances. The man with the shiniest shoes
or newest fangled kind of knapsack is not the man most honored on the trail.

The trail has different standards. It honors and respects and yields obedience to
character and the capacity and willingness to do. The man who does his share of the
work without grumbling, the man who does the cooking (though he be a man with
eyes aslant and a cue hidden under his old hat), the man who contributes his talents to
the common good modestly and cheerfully, whether his particular talent be catching
trout, telling a good story, running the pack train, frying hot cakes, or playing a violin
in the light of the camp-fire so that the cliffs echo back such music as they never heard
before — whatever the talent may be, there is the man who is honored and respected
on the trail.

And if but one humble and obscure man on a mountain trail be lost, every other
man on the trail feels in duty bound to aid in the search till the lost is found. One
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night two of our party failed to come into camp. As searchers started out on horseback
how gladly we contributed little articles which might be of service! How anxiously we
waited until an hour later two shots far down the canyon told us that both the lost
ones had been found!

What a magnificent thing if we could bring this companionship and these standards
down into the city street!

How fine to keep up that feeling of brotherhood which, in the spirit of Walt Whitman,
silently at least, salutes every man we meet! How fine to keep on judging people, not
by their clothes or their wealth or social standing, but by character! How fine if we
could awaken in the great roaring city, with its saloons, its brothels, its gambling dens,
that mountain responsibility for seeking and finding those who go astray!

4. There is a fourth lesson of the trail. It is one which John Muir taught me. There
are always some people in the mountains who are known as “hikers.” They rush over
the trail at high speed and take great delight in being the first to reach camp and in
covering the greatest number of miles in the least possible time. They measure the
trail in terms of speed and distance.

One day as I was resting in the shade Mr. Muir overtook me on the trail and began
to chat in that friendly way in which he delights to talk with everyone he meets. I
said to him: “Mr. Muir, someone told me you did not approve of the word ‘hike,’ is
that so?” His blue eyes flashed, and with his Scotch accent he replied: “I don’t like
either the word or the thing. People ought to saunter in the mountains — not ‘hike!’
Do you know the origin of that word saunter? It’s a beautiful word. Away back in the
middle ages people used to go on pilgrimages to the Holy Land, and when people in
the villages through which they passed asked where they were going they would reply,
‘A la sainte terre,’

‘To the Holy Land.” And so they became known as sainte-terre-ers or saunterers.
Now these mountains are our Holy Land, and we ought to saunter through them
reverently, not ‘hike’ through them.” And John Muir lived up to his doctrine. He was
usually the last man to reach camp. He never hurried. He stopped to get acquainted
with individual trees along the way, he would hail people passing by and make them
get down on hands and knees if necessary to examine some tiny seedling or to see the
beauty of some little bed of almost microscopic flowers. Usually he appeared at camp
with some new flowers in his hat and a little piece of fir bough in his buttonhole.

Now, whether the derivation of saunter just given is scientific or fanciful, is there
not in it another parable? There are people who “hike” through life. They measure life
in terms of money and amusement; they rush along the trail of life feverishly seeking
to make a dollar or gratify an appetite. How much better to “saunter” along this trail
of life, to measure it in terms of beauty and love and friendship! How much finer to
take time to know and understand the men and women along the way, to stop a while
and let the beauty of the sunset possess the soul, to listen to what the trees are saying
and the songs of the birds, and to gather the fragrant little flowers that bloom all along
the trail of life for those who have eyes to see!
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You can’t do these things if you rush through life in a big red automobile at high
speed; you can’t know these things if you “hike” along the trail in a speed competition.
These are the peculiar rewards of the man who has learned the secret of the saunterer!

5. There is one last parable which the mountain trail brings to me — its endlessness.
It climbs to the crest of the ridge and is lost to sight, but it goes down the other side.
It loses itself in the green depths of the canyons below, but far away on the other wall,
if your eyes are clear and strong, you can make it out zig-zagging up out of the canyon
again. You camp for the night weary beside the trail, but the trail runs on as a prophecy
that you too shall follow in the morning. Only once have I followed a mountain trail
to its end, and that was when we climbed Mt. Whitney. There, fourteen thousand five
hundred feet above sea level, at the very highest point in the United States, the trail
seemed to end at a rude pile of stones. But do you know I believe the poet saw the
deeper truth, and I too believe that there is a trail that still leads on

“Over the misty mountains,

Past the wide heights of blue,
Even to the crystal fountains,
Where all the dreams come true.”
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Thunder Bay

Deep calm from God enfolds the land;
Light on the mountain top I stand;

How peaceful all, but ah, how grand!

Low lies the bay beneath my feet;
The bergs sail out, a white-winged fleet,
To where the sky and ocean meet.

Their glacier mother sleeps between
Her granite walls. The mountains lean
Above her, trailing skirts of green.

Each ancient brow is raised to heaven:
The snow streams always, tempest-driven,
Like hoary locks, o’er chasms riven
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By throes of Earth. But, still as sleep,
No storm disturbs the quiet deep
Where mirrored forms their silence keep.

A heaven of light beneath the seal!

A dream of worlds from shadow free!
A pictured, bright eternity!

The azure domes above, below
(A crystal casket), hold and show,

As precious jewels, gems of snow,

Dark emerald islets, amethyst
Of far horizon, pearls of mist
In pendant clouds, clear icebergs, kissed

By wavelets, — sparkling diamonds rare
Quick flashing through the ambient air.
A ring of mountains, graven fair

In lines of grace, encircles all,

Save where the purple splendors fall
On sky and ocean’s bridal-hall.

The yellow river, broad and fleet,
Winds through its velvet meadows sweet —
A chain of gold for jewels meet.

Pours over all the sun’s broad ray;
Power, beauty, peace, in one array!

My God, I thank Thee for this day.

I. The Mountain

IN THE SUMMER of 1879 I was stationed at Fort Wrangell in southeastern Alaska,
whence I had come the year before, a green young student fresh from college and
seminary — very green and very fresh — to do what I could towards establishing the
white man’s civilization among the Thlinget Indians. I had very many things to learn
and many more to unlearn.

Thither came by the monthly mail steamboat in July to aid and counsel me in my
work three men of national reputation — Dr. Henry Kendall of New York; Dr. Aaron
L. Lindsley of Portland, Oregon, and Dr. Sheldon Jackson of Denver and the West.
Their wives accompanied them and they were to spend a month with us.

Standing a little apart from them as the steamboat drew to the dock, his peering
blue eyes already eagerly scanning the islands and mountains, was a lean, sinewy man
of forty, with waving, reddish-brown hair and beard, and shoulders slightly stooped. He
wore a Scotch cap and a long, gray tweed ulster, which I have always since associated
with him, and which seemed the same garment, unsoiled and unchanged, that he wore
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later on his northern trips. He was introduced as Professor Muir, the Naturalist. A
hearty grip of the hand, and we seemed to coalesce at once in a friendship which, to
me at least, has been one of the very best things I have known in a life full of blessings.
From the first he was the strongest and most attractive of these four fine personalities
to me, and I began to recognize him as my Master who was to lead me into enchanting
regions of beauty and mystery, which without his aid must forever have remained
unseen by the eyes of my soul. I sat at his feet; and at the feet of his spirit I still sit,
a student, absorbed, surrendered, as this “priest of Nature’s inmost shrine” unfolds to
me the secrets of his “mountains of God.”

S |

: g,

FORT WRANGELL
Near the mouth of the Stickeen — the starting point of the expeditions

Minor excursions culminated in the chartering of the little steamer Cassiar, on
which our party, augmented by two or three friends, steamed between the tremendous
glaciers and through the columned canyons of the swift Stickeen River through the
narrow strip of Alaska’s cup-handle to Glenora, in British Columbia, one hundred and
fifty miles from the river’s mouth. Our captain was Nat. Lane, a grandson of the famous
Senator Joseph Lane of Oregon. Stocky, broad-shouldered, muscular, given somewhat
to strange oaths and strong liquids, and eying askance our group as we struck the
bargain, he was withal a genial, good-natured man, and a splendid river pilot.

Dropping down from Telegraph Creek (so named because it was a principal station
of the great projected trans-American and trans-Siberian line of the Western Union,
that bubble pricked by Cyrus Field’s cable), we tied up at Glenora about noon of a
cloudless day.
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“Amuse yourselves,” said Captain Lane at lunch. “Here we stay till two o’clock to-
morrow morning. This gale, blowing from the sea, makes safe steering through the
Canyon impossible, unless we take the morning’s calm.”

I saw Muir’s eyes light up with a peculiar meaning as he glanced quickly at me
across the table. He knew the leading strings I was in; how those well-meaning D.D.s
and their motherly wives thought they had a special mission to suppress all my self-
destructive proclivities toward dangerous adventure, and especially to protect me from
“that wild Muir” and his hare-brained schemes of mountain climbing.

“Where is it?” I asked, as we met behind the pilot house a moment later.

He pointed to a little group of jagged peaks rising right up from where we stood —
a pulpit in the center of a vast rotunda of magnificent mountains. “One of the finest
viewpoints in the world,” he said.

“How far to the highest point?”

“About ten miles.”

“How high?”

“Seven or eight thousand feet.”

That was enough. I caught the D.D.s with guile. There were Stickeen Indians there
catching salmon, and among them Chief Shakes, who our interpreter said was “The
youngest but the headest Chief of all.” Last night’s palaver had whetted the appetites
of both sides for more. On the part of the Indians, a talk with these “Great White
Chiefs from Washington” offered unlimited possibilities for material favor; and to the
good divines the “simple faith and childlike docility” of these children of the forest
were a constant delight. And then how well their high-flown compliments and flowery
metaphors would sound in article and speech to the wondering East! So I sent Stickeen
Johnny, the interpreter, to call the natives to another hyou wawa (big talk) and, note-
book in hand, the doctors “went gayly to the fray.” I set the speeches a-going, and then
slipped out to join the impatient Muir.

“Take off your coat,” he commanded, “and here’s your supper.”

Pocketing two hardtacks apiece we were off, keeping in shelter of house and bush
till out of sight of the council-house and the flower-picking ladies. Then we broke out.
What a matchless climate! What sweet, lung-filling air! Sunshine that had no weakness
in it — as if we were springing plants. Our sinews like steel springs, muscles like India
rubber, feet soled with iron to grip the rocks. Ten miles? Eight thousand feet? Why, 1
felt equal to forty miles and the Matterhorn!

“Eh, mon!” said Muir, lapsing into the broad Scotch he was so fond of using when
enjoying himself, “ye’ll see the sicht o’ yer life the day. Ye'll get that’ll be o’ mair use
till ye than a’ the gowd o’ Cassiar.”

From the first, it was a hard climb. Fallen timber at the mountain’s foot covered with
thick brush swallowed us up and plucked us back. Beyond, on the steeper slopes, grew
dwarf evergreens, five or six feet high — the same fir that towers a hundred feet with a
diameter of three or four on the river banks, but here stunted by icy mountain winds.
The curious blasting of the branches on the side next to the mountain gave them the
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appearance of long-armed, humpbacked, hairy gnomes, bristling with anger, stretching
forbidding arms downwards to bar our passage to their sacred heights. Sometimes an
inviting vista through the branches would lure us in, when it would narrow, and at its
upper angle we would find a solid phalanx of these grumpy dwarfs. Then we had to
attack boldly, scrambling over the obstinate, elastic arms and against the clusters of
stiff needles, till we gained the upper side and found another green slope.

Muir led, of course, picking with sure instinct the easiest way. Three hours of steady
work brought us suddenly beyond the timber-line, and the real joy of the day began.
Nowhere else have I see anything approaching the luxuriance and variety of delicate
blossoms shown by these high, mountain pastures of the North. “You scarce could see
the grass for flowers.” Everything that was marvelous in form, fair in color, or sweet
in fragrance seemed to be represented there, from daisies and campanulas to Muir’s
favorite, the cassiope, with its exquisite little pink-white bells shaped like lilies-of-the-
valley and its subtle perfume. Muir at once went wild when we reached this fairyland.
From cluster to cluster of flowers he ran, falling on his knees, babbling in unknown
tongues, prattling a curious mixture of scientific lingo and baby talk, worshiping his
little blue-and-pink goddesses.

“Ah! my blue-eyed darlin’, little did I think to see you here. How did you stray away
from Shasta?”

“Well, welll Who’d ‘a’ thought that you’d have left that niche in the Merced moun-
tains to come here!”

“And who might you be, now, with your wonder look? Is it possible that you can
be (two Latin polysyllables)? You're lost, my dear; you belong in Tennessee.”

“Ah! T thought I'd find you, my homely little sweetheart,” and so on unceasingly.

So absorbed was he in this amatory botany that he seemed to forget my existence.
While I, as glad as he, tagged along, running up and down with him, asking now and
then a question, learning something of plant life, but far more of that spiritual insight
into Nature’s lore which is granted only to those who love and woo her in her great
outdoor palaces. But how I anathematized my short-sighted foolishness for having as
a student at old Wooster shirked botany for the “more important” studies of language
and metaphysics. For here was a man whose natural science had a thorough technical
basis, while the superstructure was built of “lively stones,” and was itself a living temple
of love!

With all his boyish enthusiasm, Muir was a most painstaking student; and any
unsolved question lay upon his mind like a personal grievance until it was settled
to his full understanding. One plant after another, with its sand-covered roots, went
into his pockets, his handkerchief and the “full” of his shirt, until he was bulbing and
sprouting all over, and could carry no more. He was taking them to the boat to analyze
and compare at leisure. Then he began to requisition my receptacles. I stood it while
he stuffed my pockets, but rebelled when he tried to poke the prickly, scratchy things
inside my shirt. I had not yet attained that sublime indifference to physical comfort,
that Nirvana of passivity, that Muir had found.
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Hours had passed in this entrancing work and we were progressing upwards but
slowly. We were on the southeastern slope of the mountain, and the sun was still staring
at us from a cloudless sky. Suddenly we were in the shadow as we worked around a spur
of rock. Muir looked up, startled. Then he jammed home his last handful of plants,
and hastened up to where I stood.

“Man!” he said, “I was forgetting. We’ll have to hurry now or we’ll miss it, we’ll miss
it.”

“Miss what?” I asked.

“The jewel of the day,” he answered; “the sight of the sunset from the top.”

Then Muir began to slide up that mountain. I had been with mountain climbers
before, but never one like him. A deer-lope over the smoother slopes, a sure instinct for
the easiest way into a rocky fortress, an instant and unerring attack, a serpent-glide up
the steep; eye, hand and foot all connected dynamically; with no appearance of weight
to his body — as though he had Stockton’s negative gravity machine strapped on his
back.

Fifteen years of enthusiastic study among the Sierras had given him the same pre-
eminence over the ordinary climber as the Big Horn of the Rockies shows over the
Cotswold. It was only by exerting myself to the limit of my strength that I was able
to keep near him. His example was at the same time my inspiration and despair. I
longed for him to stop and rest, but would not have suggested it for the world. I would
at least be game, and furnish no hint as to how tired I was, no matter how chokingly
my heart thumped. Muir’s spirit was in me, and my “chief end,” just then, was to win
that peak with him. The impending calamity of being beaten by the sun was not to
be contemplated without horror. The loss of a fortune would be as nothing to that!

He pointed to a little group of jagged peaks rising right up from where we stood —
a pulpit in the center of a vast rotunda of magnificent mountains

We were now beyond the flower garden of the gods, in a land of rocks and cliffs, with
patches of short grass, caribou moss and lichens between. Along a narrowing arm of
the mountain, a deep canyon flumed a rushing torrent of icy water from a small glacier
on our right. Then came moraine matter, rounded pebbles and boulders, and beyond
them the glacier. Once a giant, it is nothing but a baby now, but the ice is still blue
and clear, and the crevasses many and deep. And that day it had to be crossed, which
was a ticklish task. A misstep or slip might land us at once fairly into the heart of the
glacier, there to be preserved in cold storage for the wonderment of future generations.
But glaciers were Muir’s special pets, his intimate companions, with whom he held
sweet communion. Their voices were plain language to his ears, their work, as God’s
landscape gardeners, of the wisest and best that Nature could offer.

No Swiss guide was ever wiser in the habits of glaciers than Muir, or proved to be a
better pilot across their deathly crevasses. Half a mile of careful walking and jumping
and we were on the ground again, at the base of the great cliff of metamorphic slate
that crowned the summit. Muir’s aneroid barometer showed a height of about seven
thousand feet, and the wall of rock towered threateningly above us, leaning out in
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THE MOUNTAIN

places, a thousand feet or so above the glacier. But the earth-fires that had melted and
heaved it, the ice mass that chiseled and shaped it, the wind and rain that corroded
and crumbled it, had left plenty of bricks out of that battlement, had covered its face
with knobs and horns, had ploughed ledges and cleaved fissures and fastened crags and
pinnacles upon it, so that, while its surface was full of man-traps and blind ways, the
human spider might still find some hold for his claws.

The shadows were dark upon us, but the lofty, icy peaks of the main range still lay
bathed in the golden rays of the setting sun. There was no time to be lost. A quick
glance to the right and left, and Muir, who had steered his course wisely across the
glacier, attacked the cliff, simply saying, “We must climb cautiously here.”

Now came the most wonderful display of his mountain-craft. Had I been alone at the
feet of these crags I should have said, “It can’t be done,” and have turned back down
the mountain. But Muir was my “control,” as the Spiritists say, and I never thought of
doing anything else but following him. He thought he could climb up there and that
settled it. He would do what he thought he could. And such climbing! There was never
an instant when both feet and hands were not in play, and often elbows, knees, thighs,
upper arms, and even chin must grip and hold. Clambering up a steep slope, crawling
under an overhanging rock, spreading out like a flying squirrel and edging along an
inch-wide projection while fingers clasped knobs above the head, bending about sharp
angles, pulling up smooth rock-faces by sheer strength of arm and chinning over the
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edge, leaping fissures, sliding flat around a dangerous rock-breast, testing crumbly
spurs before risking his weight, always going up, up, no hesitation, no pause — that
was Muir! My task was the lighter one; he did the head-work, I had but to imitate.
The thin fragment of projecting slate that stood the weight of his one hundred and
fifty pounds would surely sustain my hundred and thirty. As far as possible I did as
he did, took his hand-holds, and stepped in his steps.

But I was handicapped in a way that Muir was ignorant of, and I would not tell
him for fear of his veto upon my climbing. My legs were all right — hard and sinewys;
my body light and supple, my wind good, my nerves steady (heights did not make
me dizzy); but my arms — there lay the trouble. Ten years before I had been fond
of breaking colts — till the colts broke me. On successive summers in West Virginia,
two colts had fallen with me and dislocated first my left shoulder, then my right. Since
that both arms had been out of joint more than once. My left was especially weak. It
would not sustain my weight, and I had to favor it constantly. Now and again, as I
pulled myself up some difficult reach I could feel the head of the humerus move from
its socket.

Muir climbed so fast that his movements were almost like flying, legs and arms
moving with perfect precision and unfailing judgment. I must keep close behind him
or I would fail to see his points of vantage. But the pace was a killing one for me. As we
neared the summit my strength began to fail, my breath to come in gasps, my muscles
to twitch. The overwhelming fear of losing sight of my guide, of being left behind and
failing to see that sunset, grew upon me, and I hurled myself blindly at every fresh
obstacle, determined to keep up. At length we climbed upon a little shelf, a foot or
two wide, that corkscrewed to the left. Here we paused a moment to take breath and
look around us. We had ascended the cliff some nine hundred and fifty feet from the
glacier, and were within forty or fifty feet of the top.

Among the much-prized gifts of this good world one of the very richest was given
to me in that hour. It is securely locked in the safe of my memory and nobody can
rob me of it — an imperishable treasure. Standing out on the rounded neck of the cliff
and facing the southwest, we could see on three sides of us. The view was much the
finest of all my experience. We seemed to stand on a high rostrum in the center of the
greatest amphitheater in the world. The sky was cloudless, the level sun flooding all
the landscape with golden light. From the base of the mountain on which we stood
stretched the rolling upland. Striking boldly across our front was the deep valley of
the Stickeen, a line of foliage, light green cottonwoods and darker alders, sprinkled
with black fir and spruce, through which the river gleamed with a silvery sheen, now
spreading wide among its islands, now foaming white through narrow canyons. Beyond,
among the undulating hills, was a marvelous array of lakes. There must have been
thirty or forty of them, from the pond of an acre to the wide sheet two or three miles
across. The strangely elongated and rounded hills had the appearance of giants in bed,
wrapped in many-colored blankets, while the lakes were their deep, blue eyes, lashed
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with dark evergreens, gazing steadfastly heavenward. Look long at these recumbent
forms and you will see the heaving of their breasts.

The whole landscape was alert, expectant of glory. Around this great camp of pros-
trate Cyclops there stood an unbroken semicircle of mighty peaks in solemn grandeur,
some hoary-headed, some with locks of brown, but all wearing white glacier collars.
The taller peaks seemed almost sharp enough to be the helmets and spears of watchful
sentinels. And the colors! Great stretches of crimson fireweed, acres and acres of them,
smaller patches of dark blue lupins, and hills of shaded yellow, red, and brown, the
many-shaded green of the woods, the amethyst and purple of the far horizon — who
can tell it? We did not stand there more than two or three minutes, but the whole
wonderful scene is deeply etched on the tablet of my memory, a photogravure never
to be effaced.

THE RESCUE

The Mountain’s Faith

At eventide, upon a dreary sea,
I watched a mountain rear its hoary head
To look with steady gaze in the near heaven.
The earth was cold and still. No sound was heard
But the dream-voices of the sleeping sea.
The mountain drew its gray cloud-mantle close,
Like Roman senator, erect and old,
Raising aloft an earnest brow and calm,
With upward look intent of steadfast faith.
The sky was dim; no glory-light shone forth
To crown the mountain’s faith; which faltered not,
But, ever hopeful, waited patiently.
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At morn I looked again. Expectance sat
Of immanent glory on the mountain’s brow.
And, in a moment, lo! the glory came!
An angel’s hand rolled back a crimson cloud.
Deep, rose-red light of wondrous tone and power —
A crown of matchless splendor — graced its head,
Majestic, kingly, pure as Heaven, yet warm
With earthward love. A motion, like a heart
With rich blood beating, seemed to sway and pulse,
With might of ecstasy, the granite peak.
A poem grand it was of Love Divine —
An anthem, sweet and strong, of praise to God —
A victory-peal from barren fields of death.
Its gaze was heavenward still, but earthward too —
For Love seeks not her own, and joy is full,
Only when freest given. The sun shone forth,
And now the mountain doffed its ruby crown
For one of diamonds. Still the light streamed down;
No longer chill and bleak, the morning glowed
With warmth and light, and clouds of fiery hue
Mantled the crystal glacier’s chilly stream,
And all the landscape throbbed with sudden joy.

II. The Rescue

MUIR WAS THE first to awake from his trance. Like Schiller’s king in “The Diver,”
“Nothing could slake his wild thirst of desire.”

“The sunset,” he cried; “we must have the whole horizon.”

Then he started running along the ledge like a mountain goat, working to get around
the vertical cliff above us to find an ascent on the other side. He was soon out of sight,
although I followed as fast as I could. I heard him shout something, but could not
make out his words. I know now he was warning me of a dangerous place. Then I came
to a sharp-cut fissure which lay across my path — a gash in the rock, as if one of the
Cyclops had struck it with his axe. It sloped very steeply for some twelve feet below,
opening on the face of the precipice above the glacier, and was filled to within about
four feet of the surface with flat, slaty gravel. It was only four or five feet across, and
I could easily have leaped it had I not been so tired. But a rock the size of my head
projected from the slippery stream of gravel. In my haste to overtake Muir I did not
stop to make sure this stone was part of the cliff, but stepped with springing force
upon it to cross the fissure. Instantly the stone melted away beneath my feet, and I
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shot with it down towards the precipice. With my peril sharp upon me I cried out as
I whirled on my face, and struck out both hands to grasp the rock on either side.

Falling forward hard, my hands struck the walls of the chasm, my arms were twisted
behind me, and instantly both shoulders were dislocated. With my paralyzed arms
flopping helplessly above my head, I slid swiftly down the narrow chasm. Instinctively
I flattened down on the sliding gravel, digging my chin and toes into it to check my
descent; but not until my feet hung out over the edge of the cliff did I feel that I had
stopped. Even then I dared not breathe or stir, so precarious was my hold on that
treacherous shale. Every moment I seemed to be slipping inch by inch to the point
when all would give way and I would go whirling down to the glacier.

After the first wild moment of panic when I felt myself falling, I do not remember
any sense of fear. But I know what it is to have a thousand thoughts flash through
the brain in a single instant — an anguished thought of my young wife at Wrangell,
with her immanent motherhood; an indignant thought of the insurance companies that
refused me policies on my life; a thought of wonder as to what would become of my
poor flocks of Indians among the islands; recollections of events far and near in time,
important and trivial; but each thought printed upon my memory by the instantaneous
photography of deadly peril. I had no hope of escape at all. The gravel was rattling
past me and piling up against my head. The jar of a little rock, and all would be over.
The situation was too desperate for actual fear. Dull wonder as to how long I would
be in the air, and the hope that death would be instant — that was all. Then came
the wish that Muir would come before I fell, and take a message to my wife.

Suddenly I heard his voice right above me. “My God!” he cried. Then he added,
“Grab that rock, man, just by your right hand.”

I gurgled from my throat, not daring to inflate my lungs, “My arms are out.”

There was a pause. Then his voice rang again, cheery, confident, unexcited, “Hold
fast; I'm going to get you out of this. I can’t get to you on this side; the rock is sheer.
I’'ll have to leave you now and cross the rift high up and come down to you on the
other side by which we came. Keep cool.”

Then I heard him going away, whistling “The Blue Bells of Scotland,” singing
snatches of Scotch songs, calling to me, his voice now receding, as the rocks inter-
vened, then sounding louder as he came out on the face of the cliff. But in me hope
surged at full tide. I entertained no more thoughts of last messages. I did not see how
he could possibly do it, but he was John Muir, and I had seen his wonderful rock-work.
So I determined not to fall and made myself as flat and heavy as possible, not daring
to twitch a muscle or wink an eyelid, for I still felt myself slipping, slipping down the
greasy slate. And now a new peril threatened. A chill ran through me of cold and
nervousness, and I slid an inch. I suppressed the growing shivers with all my will. 1
would keep perfectly quiet till Muir came back. The sickening pain in my shoulders
increased till it was torture, and I could not ease it.

It seemed like hours, but it was really only about ten minutes before he got back to
me. By that time I hung so far over the edge of the precipice that it seemed impossible
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ONE OF THE MARVELOUS ARRAY OF LAKES

that I could last another second. Now I heard Muir’s voice, low and steady, close to
me, and it seemed a little below.

“Hold steady,” he said. “I’ll have to swing you out over the cliff.”

Then I felt a careful hand on my back, fumbling with the waistband of my pants,
my vest and shirt, gathering all in a firm grip. I could see only with one eye and that
looked upon but a foot or two of gravel on the other side.

“Now!” he said, and I slid out of the cleft with a rattling shower of stones and gravel.
My head swung down, my impotent arms dangling, and I stared straight at the glacier,
a thousand feet below. Then my feet came against the cliff.

“Work downwards with your feet.”

I obeyed. He drew me close to him by crooking his arm and as my head came up
past his level he caught me by my collar with his teeth! My feet struck the little two-
inch shelf on which he was standing, and I could see Muir, flattened against the face
of the rock and facing it, his right hand stretched up and clasping a little spur, his left
holding me with an iron grip, his head bent sideways, as my weight drew it. I felt as
alert and cool as he.

“I’'ve got to let go of you,” he hissed through his clenched teeth. “I need both hands
here. Climb upward with your feet.”

How he did it, I know not. The miracle grows as I ponder it. The wall was almost
perpendicular and smooth. My weight on his jaws dragged him outwards. And yet,
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holding me by his teeth as a panther her cub and clinging like a squirrel to a tree, he
climbed with me straight up ten or twelve feet, with only the help of my iron-shod feet
scrambling on the rock. It was utterly impossible, yet he did it!

When he landed me on the little shelf along which we had come, my nerve gave way
and I trembled all over. I sank down exhausted, Muir only less tired, but supporting
me.

The sun had set; the air was icy cold and we had no coats. We would soon chill
through. Muir’s task of rescue had only begun and no time was to be lost. In a minute
he was up again, examining my shoulders. The right one had an upward dislocation,
the ball of the humerus resting on the process of the scapula, the rim of the cup. I
told him how, and he soon snapped the bone into its socket. But the left was a harder
proposition. The luxation was downward and forward, and the strong, nervous reaction
of the muscles had pulled the head of the bone deep into my armpit. There was no
room to work on that narrow ledge. All that could be done was to make a rude sling
with one of my suspenders and our handkerchiefs, so as to both support the elbow and
keep the arm from swinging.

Then came the task to get down that terrible wall to the glacier, by the only
practicable way down the mountain that Muir, after a careful search, could find. Again
I am at loss to know how he accomplished it. For an unencumbered man to descend
it in the deepening dusk was a most difficult task; but to get a tottery, nerve-shaken,
pain-wracked cripple down was a feat of positive wonder. My right arm, though in
place, was almost helpless. I could only move my forearm; the muscles of the upper
part simply refusing to obey my will. Muir would let himself down to a lower shelf,
brace himself, and I would get my right hand against him, crawl my fingers over his
shoulder until the arm hung in front of him, and falling against him, would be eased
down to his standing ground. Sometimes he would pack me a short distance on his
back. Again, taking me by the wrist, he would swing me down to a lower shelf, before
descending himself. My right shoulder came out three times that night, and had to be
reset.

It was dark when we reached the base; there was no moon and it was very cold. The
glacier provided an operating table, and I lay on the ice for an hour while Muir, having
slit the sleeve of my shirt to the collar, tugged and twisted at my left arm in a vain
attempt to set it. But the ball was too deep in its false socket, and all his pulling only
bruised and made it swell. So he had to do up the arm again, and tie it tight to my
body. It must have been near midnight when we left the foot of the cliff and started
down the mountain. We had ten hard miles to go, and no supper, for the hardtack had
disappeared ere we were half-way up the mountain. Muir dared not take me across
the glacier in the dark; I was too weak to jump the crevasses. So we skirted it and
came, after a mile, to the head of a great slide of gravel, the fine moraine matter of the
receding glacier. Muir sat down on the gravel; I sat against him with my feet on either
side and my arm over his shoulder. Then he began to hitch and kick, and presently
we were sliding at great speed in a cloud of dust. A full half-mile we flew, and were
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almost buried when we reached the bottom of the slide. It was the easiest part of our
trip.

Now we found ourselves in the canyon, down which tumbled the glacial stream, and
far beneath the ridge along which we had ascended. The sides of the canyon were sheer
cliffs.

“We'll try it,” said Muir. “Sometimes these canyons are passable.”

But the way grew rougher as we descended. The rapids became falls and we often
had to retrace our steps to find a way around them. After we reached the timber-line,
some four miles from the summit, the going was still harder, for we had a thicket of
alders and willows to fight. Here Muir offered to make a fire and leave me while he
went forward for assistance, but I refused. “No,” I said, “I'm going to make it to the
boat.”

All that night this man of steel and lightning worked, never resting a minute, doing
the work of three men, helping me along the slopes, easing me down the rocks, pulling
me up cliffs, dashing water on me when I grew faint with the pain; and always cheery,
full of talk and anecdote, cracking jokes with me, infusing me with his own indomitable
spirit. He was eyes, hands, feet, and heart to me — my caretaker, in whom I trusted
absolutely. My eyes brim with tears even now when I think of his utter self-abandon
as he ministered to my infirmities.

About four o’clock in the morning we came to a fall that we could not compass,
sheer a hundred feet or more. So we had to attack the steep walls of the canyon. After
a hard struggle we were on the mountain ridges again, traversing the flower pastures,
creeping through openings in the brush, scrambling over the dwarf fir, then down
through the fallen timber. It was half-past seven o’clock when we descended the last
slope and found the path to Glenora. Here we met a straggling party of whites and
Indians just starting out to search the mountain for us.

As I was coming wearily up the teetering gang-plank, feeling as if I couldn’t keep
up another minute, Dr. Kendall stepped upon its end, barring my passage, bent his
bushy white brows upon me from his six feet of height, and began to scold:

“See here, young man; give an account of yourself. Do you know you’ve kept us
waiting — —”

Just then Captain Lane jumped forward to help me, digging the old Doctor of
Divinity with his elbow in the stomach and nearly knocking him off the boat.

“Oh, hell!” he roared. “Can’t you see the man’s hurt?”

Mrs. Kendall was a very tall, thin, severe-looking old lady, with face lined with grief
by the loss of her children. She never smiled. She had not gone to bed at all that night,
but walked the deck and would not let her husband or the others sleep. Soon after
daylight she began to lash the men with the whip of her tongue for their “cowardice
and inhumanity” in not starting at once to search for me.

“Mr. Young is undoubtedly lying mangled at the foot of a cliff, or else one of those
terrible bears has wounded him; and you are lolling around here instead of starting to
his rescue. For shame!”
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When they objected that they did not know where we had gone, she snapped: “Go
everywhere until you find him.”

Her fierce energy started the men we met. When I came on board she at once
took charge and issued her orders, which everybody jumped to obey. She had blankets
spread on the floor of the cabin and laid me on them. She obtained some whisky from
the captain, some water, porridge and coffee from the steward. She was sitting on the
floor with my head in her lap, feeding me coffee with a spoon, when Dr. Kendall came
in and began on me again:

“Suppose you had fallen down that precipice, what would your poor wife have done?
What would have become of your Indians and your new church?”

Then Mrs. Kendall turned and thrust her spoon like a sword at him. “Henry
Kendall,” she blazed, “shut right up and leave this room. Have you no sense? Go
instantly, I say!” And the good Doctor went.

My recollections of that day are not very clear. The shoulder was in a bad condition
— swollen, bruised, very painful. I had to be strengthened with food and rest, and Muir
called from his sleep of exhaustion, so that with four other men he could pull and twist
that poor arm of mine for an hour. They got it into its socket, but scarcely had Muir
got to sleep again before the strong, nervous twitching of the shoulder dislocated it a
second time and seemingly placed it in a worse condition than before. Captain Lane
was now summoned, and with Muir to direct, they worked for two or three hours.
Whisky was poured down my throat to relax my stubborn, pain-convulsed muscles.
Then they went at it with two men pulling at the towel knotted about my wrist, two
others pulling against them, foot braced to foot, Muir manipulating my shoulder with
his sinewy hands, and the stocky Captain, strong and compact as a bear, with his heel
against the yarn ball in my armpit, takes me by the elbow and says, “I’ll set it or pull
the arm off!”

Muir, fresh and enthusiastic as ever, was the pilot of the party across the moraine
and upon the great ice mountain

Well, he almost does the latter. I am conscious of a frightful strain, a spasm of
anguish in my side as his heel slips from the ball and kicks in two of my ribs, a snap
as the head of the bone slips into the cup — then kindly oblivion.

I was awakened about five o’clock in the afternoon by the return of the whole
party from an excursion to the Great Glacier at the Boundary Line. Muir, fresh and
enthusiastic as ever, had been the pilot across the moraine and upon the great ice
mountain; and I, wrapped like a mummy in linen strips, was able to join in his laughter
as he told of the big D.D.’s heroics, when, in the middle of an acre of alder brush, he
asked indignantly, in response to the hurry-up calls: “Do you think I'm going to leave
my wife in this forest?”

One overpowering regret — one only — abides in my heart as I think back upon that
golden day with John Muir. He could, and did, go back to Glenora on the return trip
of the Cassiar, ascend the mountain again, see the sunset from its top, make charming
sketches, stay all night and see the sunrise, filling his cup of joy so full that he could
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pour out entrancing descriptions for days. While I — well, with entreating arms about
one’s neck and pleading, tearful eyes looking into one’s own, what could one do but
promise to climb no more? But my lifelong lamentation over a treasure forever lost, is
this: “I never saw the sunset from that peak.”

THE VOYAGE

Tow-a-att

You are a child, old Friend — a child!
As light of heart, as free, as wild;
As credulous of fairy tale;
As simple in your faith, as frail
In reason; jealous, petulant;
As crude in manner; ignorant,
Yet wise in love; as rough, as mild —
You are a child!

You are a man, old Friend — a man!
Ah, sure in richer tide ne’er ran
The blood of earth’s nobility,
Than through your veins; intrepid, free;
In counsel, prudent; proud and tall;
Of passions full, yet ruling all;
No stauncher friend since time began;
You are a MAN!

III. The Voyage

THE SUMMER AND fall of 1879 Muir always referred to as the most interesting
period of his adventurous life. From about the tenth of July to the twentieth of Novem-
ber he was in southeastern Alaska. Very little of this time did he spend indoors. Until
steamboat navigation of the Stickeen River was closed by the forming ice, he made
frequent trips to the Great Glacier — thirty miles up the river, to the Hot Springs,
the Mud Glacier and the interior lakes, ranges, forests and flower pastures. Always
upon his return (for my house was his home the most of that time) he would be full
to intoxication of what he had seen, and dinners would grow cold and lamps burn out
while he held us entranced with his impassioned stories. Although his books are all
masterpieces of lucid and glowing English, Muir was one of those rare souls who talk
better than they write; and he made the trees, the animals, and especially the glaciers,
live before us. Somehow a glacier never seemed cold when John Muir was talking about
it.
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On September nineteenth a little stranger whose expected advent was keeping me at
home arrived in the person of our first-born daughter. For two or three weeks preceding
and following this event Muir was busy writing his summer notes and finishing his
pencil sketches, and also studying the flora of the islands. It was a season of constant
rains when the saanah, the southeast rain-wind, blew a gale. But these stormy days
and nights, which kept ordinary people indoors, always lured him out into the woods
or up the mountains.

One wild night, dark as Erebus, the rain dashing in sheets and the wind blowing
a hurricane, Muir came from his room into ours about ten o’clock with his long, gray
overcoat and his Scotch cap on.

“Where now?” I asked.

“Oh, to the top of the mountain,” he replied. “It is a rare chance to study this fine
storm.”

My expostulations were in vain. He rejected with scorn the proffered lantern: “It
would spoil the effect.” I retired at my usual time, for I had long since learned not to
worry about Muir. At two o’clock in the morning there came a hammering at the front
door. I opened it and there stood a group of our Indians, rain-soaked and trembling
— Chief Tow-a-att, Moses, Aaron, Matthew, Thomas.

“Why, men,” I cried, “what’s wrong? What brings you here?”

“We want you play (pray),” answered Matthew.

I brought them into the house, and, putting on my clothes and lighting the lamp,
I set about to find out the trouble. It was not easy. They were greatly excited and
frightened.

“We scare. All Stickeen scare; plenty cly. We want you play God; plenty play.”

By dint of much questioning I gathered at last that the whole tribe were frightened
by a mysterious light waving and flickering from the top of the little mountain that
overlooked Wrangell; and they wished me to pray to the white man’s God and avert
dire calamity.

“Some miner has camped there,” I ventured.

An eager chorus protested; it was not like the light of a camp-fire in the least; it
waved in the air like the wings of a spirit. Besides, there was no gold on the top of a
hill like that; and no human being would be so foolish as to camp up there on such a
night, when there were plenty of comfortable houses at the foot of the hill. It was a
spirit, a malignant spirit.

Suddenly the true explanation flashed into my brain, and I shocked my Indians by
bursting into a roar of laughter. In imagination I could see him so plainly — John
Muir, wet but happy, feeding his fire with spruce sticks, studying and enjoying the
storm! But I explained to my natives, who ever afterwards eyed Muir askance, as a
mysterious being whose ways and motives were beyond all conjecture.

“Why does this strange man go into the wet woods and up the mountains on stormy
nights?” they asked. “Why does he wander alone on barren peaks or on dangerous ice-
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mountains? There is no gold up there and he never takes a gun with him or a pick.
Icta mamook — what make? Why — why?”

The first week in October saw the culmination of plans long and eagerly discussed.
Almost the whole of the Alexandrian Archipelago, that great group of eleven hundred
wooded islands that forms the southeastern cup-handle of Alaska, was at that time a
terra incognita. The only seaman’s chart of the region in existence was that made by
the great English navigator, Vancouver, in 1807. It was a wonderful chart, considering
what an absurd little sailing vessel he had in which to explore those intricate waters
with their treacherous winds and tides.

But Vancouver’s chart was hastily made, after all, in a land of fog and rain and snow.
He had not the modern surveyor’s instruments, boats or other helps. And, besides,
this region was changing more rapidly than, perhaps, any other part of the globe.
Volcanic islands were being born out of the depths of the ocean; landslides were filling
up channels between the islands; tides and rivers were opening new passages and
closing old ones; and, more than all, those mightiest tools of the great Engineer, the
glaciers, were furrowing valleys, dumping millions of tons of silt into the sea, forming
islands, promontories and isthmuses, and by their recession letting the sea into deep
and long fiords, forming great bays, inlets and passages, many of which did not exist
in Vancouver’s time. In certain localities the living glacier stream was breaking off
bergs so fast that the resultant bays were lengthening a mile or more each year. Where
Vancouver saw only a great crystal wall across the sea, we were to paddle for days up
a long and sinuous fiord; and where he saw one glacier, we were to find a dozen.

My mission in the proposed voyage of discovery was to locate and visit the tribes
and villages of Thlingets to the north and west of Wrangell, to take their census, confer
with their chiefs and report upon their condition, with a view to establishing schools
and churches among them. The most of these tribes had never had a visit from a
missionary, and I felt the eager zeal an Eliot or a Martin at the prospect of telling
them for the first time the Good News. Muir’s mission was to find and study the
forests, mountains and glaciers. I also was eager to see these and learn about them,
and Muir was glad to study the natives with me — so our plans fitted into each other
well.

“We are going to write some history, my boy,” Muir would say to me. “Think of
the honor! We have been chosen to put some interesting people and some of Nature’s
grandest scenes on the page of human record and on the map. Hurry! We are daily
losing the most important news of all the world.”

In many respects we were most congenial companions. We both loved the same
poets and could repeat, verse about, many poems of Tennyson, Keats, Shelley and
Burns. He took with him a volume of Thoreau, and I one of Emerson, and we enjoyed
them together. I had my printed Bible with me, and he had his in his head — the
result of a Scotch father’s discipline. Our studies supplemented each other and our
tastes were similar. We had both lived clean lives and our conversation together was
sweet and high, while we both had a sense of humor and a large fund of stories.
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But Muir’s knowledge of Nature and his insight into her plans and methods were
so far beyond mine that, while I was organizer and commander of the expedition, he
was my teacher and guide into the inner recesses and meanings of the islands, bays
and mountains we explored together.

Our ship for this voyage of discovery, while not so large as Vancouver’s, was much
more shapely and manageable — a kladushu etlan (six fathom) red-cedar canoe. It
belonged to our captain, old Chief Tow-a-att, a chief who had lately embraced Chris-
tianity with his whole heart — one of the simplest, most faithful, dignified and brave
souls I ever knew. He fully expected to meet a martyr’s death among his heathen ene-
mies of the northern islands; yet he did not shrink from the voyage on that account.

His crew numbered three. First in importance was Kadishan, also a chief of the
Stickeens, chosen because of his powers of oratory, his kinship with Chief Shathitch of
the Chilcat tribe, and his friendly relations with other chiefs. He was a born courtier,
learned in Indian lore, songs and customs, and able to instruct me in the proper
Thlinget etiquette to suit all occasions. The other two were sturdy young men —
Stickeen John, our interpreter, and Sitka Charley. They were to act as cooks, camp-
makers, oarsmen, hunters and general utility men.

We stowed our baggage, which was not burdensome, in one end of the canoe, taking
a simple store of provisions — flour, beans, bacon, sugar, salt and a little dried fruit.
We were to depend upon our guns, fishhooks, spears and clamsticks for other diet. As
a preliminary to our palaver with the natives we followed the old Hudson Bay custom,
then firmly established in the North. We took materials for a potlatch, — leaf-tobacco,
rice and sugar. Our Indian crew laid in their own stock of provisions, chiefly dried
salmon and seal-grease, while our table was to be separate, set out with the white
man’s viands.

We did not get off without trouble. Kadishan’s mother, who looked but little older
than himself, strongly objected to my taking her son on so perilous a voyage and so late
in the fall, and when her scoldings and entreaties did not avail she said: “If anything
happens to my son, I will take your baby as mine in payment.”

One sunny October day we set our prow to the unknown northwest. Our hearts beat
high with anticipation. Every passage between the islands was a corridor leading into a
new and more enchanting room of Nature’s great gallery. The lapping waves whispered
enticing secrets, while the seabirds screaming overhead and the eagles shrilling from
the sky promised wonderful adventures.

The voyage naturally divides itself into the human interest and the study of nature;
yet the two constantly blended throughout the whole voyage. I can only select a few
instances from that trip of six weeks whose every hour was new and strange.

Our captain, taciturn and self-reliant, commanded Muir’s admiration from the first.
His paddle was sure in the stern, his knowledge of the wind and tide unfailing. When-
ever we landed the crew would begin to dispute concerning the best place to make
camp. But old Tow-a-att, with the mast in his hand, would march straight as an arrow
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to the likeliest spot of all, stick down his mast as a tent-pole and begin to set up the
tent, the others invariably acquiescing in his decision as the best possible choice.

At our first meal Muir’s sense of humor cost us one-third of a roll of butter. We
invited our captain to take dinner with us. I got out the bread and other viands, and
set the two-pound roll of butter beside the bread and placed both by Tow-a-att. He
glanced at the roll of butter and at the three who were to eat, measured with his eye
one-third of the roll, cut it off with his hunting knife and began to cut it into squares
and eat it with great gusto. I was about to interfere and show him the use we made
of butter, but Muir stopped me with a wink. The old chief calmly devoured his third
of the roll, and rubbing his stomach with great satisfaction pronounced it “hyas klosh
(very good) glease.”

Of necessity we had chosen the rainiest season of the year in that dampest climate
of North America, where there are two hundred and twenty-five rainy days out of the
three hundred and sixty-five. During our voyage it did not rain every day, but the
periods of sunshine were so rare as to make us hail them with joyous acclamation.

We steered our course due westward for forty miles, then through a sinuous, island-
studded passage called Rocky Strait, stopping one day to lay in a supply of venison
before sailing on to the village of the Kake Indians. My habit throughout the voyage,
when coming to a native town, was to find where the head chief lived, feed him with
rice and regale him with tobacco, and then induce him to call all his chiefs and head
men together for a council. When they were all assembled I would give small presents
of tobacco to each, and then open the floodgate of talk, proclaiming my mission and
telling them in simplest terms the Great New Story. Muir would generally follow me,
unfolding in turn some of the wonders of God’s handiwork and the beauty of clean,
pure living; and then in turn, beginning with the head chief, each Indian would make
his speech. We were received with joy everywhere, and if there was suspicion at first
old Tow-a-att’s tearful pleadings and Kadishan’s oratory speedily brought about peace
and unity.

These palavers often lasted a whole day and far into the night, and usually ended
with our being feasted in turn by the chief in whose house we had held the council.
I took the census of each village, getting the heads of the families to count their
relatives with the aid of beans, — the large brown beans representing men, the large
white ones, women, and the small Boston beans, children. In this manner the first
census of southeastern Alaska was taken.

Before starting on the voyage, we heard that there was a Harvard graduate, bearing
an honored New England name, living among the Kake Indians on Kouyou Island. On
arriving at the chief town of that tribe we inquired for the white man and were told
that he was camping with the family of a sub-chief at the mouth of a salmon stream.
We set off to find him. As we neared the shore we saw a circular group of natives
around a fire on the beach, sitting on their heels in the stoical Indian way. We landed
and came up to them. Not one of them deigned to rise or show any excitement at
our coming. The eight or nine men who formed the group were all dressed in colored

191



four-dollar blankets, with the exception of one, who had on a ragged fragment of a
filthy, two-dollar, Hudson Bay blanket. The back of this man was towards us, and after
speaking to the chief, Muir and I crossed to the other side of the fire, and saw his face.
It was the white man, and the ragged blanket was all the clothing he had upon him! An
effort to open conversation with him proved futile. He answered only with grunts and
mumbled monosyllables. Thus the most filthy, degraded, hopelessly lost savage that
we found in this whole voyage was a college graduate of great New England stock!

“Lift a stone to mountain height and let it fall,” said Muir, “and it will sink the
deeper into the mud.”

At Angoon, one of the towns of the Hootz-noo tribe, occurred an incident of another
type. We found this village hilariously drunk. There was a very stringent prohibition
law over Alaska at that time, which absolutely forbade the importation of any spiritu-
ous liquors into the Territory. But the law was deficient in one vital respect — it did
not prohibit the importation of molasses; and a soldier during the military occupancy
of the Territory had instructed the natives in the art of making rum. The method was
simple. A five-gallon oil can was taken and partly filled with molasses as a base; into
that alcohol was placed (if it were obtainable), dried apples, berries, potatoes, flour,
anything that would rot and ferment; then, to give it the proper tang, ginger, cayenne
pepper and mustard were added. This mixture was then set in a warm place to ferment.
Another oil can was cut up into long strips, the solder melted out and used to make
a pipe, with two or three turns through cool water, — forming the worm, and the
still. Talk about your forty-rod whiskey — I have seen this “hooch,” as it was called
because these same Hootz-noo natives first made it, kill at more than forty rods, for
it generally made the natives fighting drunk.

Through the large company of screaming, dancing and singing natives we made
our way to the chief’s house. By some miracle this majestic-looking savage was sober.
Perhaps he felt it incumbent upon him as host not to partake himself of the luxuries
with which he regaled his guests. He took us hospitably into his great community house
of split cedar planks with carved totem poles for corner posts, and called his young
men to take care of our canoe and to bring wood for a fire that he might feast us.
The wife of this chief was one of the finest looking Indian women I have ever met, —
tall, straight, lithe and dignified. But, crawling about on the floor on all fours, was the
most piteous travesty of the human form I have ever seen. It was an idiot boy, sixteen
years of age. He had neither the comeliness of a beast nor the intellect of a man. His
name was Hootz-too (Bear Heart), and indeed all his motions were those of a bear
rather than of a human being. Crossing the floor with the swinging gait of a bear, he
would crouch back on his haunches and resume his constant occupation of sucking his
wrist, into which he had thus formed a livid hole. When disturbed at this horrid task
he would strike with the claw-like fingers of the other hand, snarling and grunting. Yet
the beautiful chieftainess was his mother, and she loved him. For sixteen years she had
cared for this monster, feeding him with her choicest food, putting him to sleep always
in her arms, taking him with her and guarding him day and night. When, a short time
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before our visit, the medicine men, accusing him of causing the illness of some of the
head men of the village, proclaimed him a witch, and the whole tribe came to take and
torture him to death, she fought them like a lioness, not counting her own life dear
unto her, and saved her boy.

When I said to her thoughtlessly, “Oh, would you not be relieved at the death of this
poor idiot boy?” she saw in my words a threat, and I shall never forget the pathetic,
hunted look with which she said:

“Oh, no, it must not be; he shall not die. Is he not my son, uh-yeet-kutsku (my dear
little son)?”

If our voyage had yielded me nothing but this wonderful instance of mother-love, I
should have counted myself richly repaid.

One more human story before I come to Muir’s part. It was during the latter half
of the voyage, and after our discovery of Glacier Bay. The climax of the trip, so far
as the missionary interests were concerned, was our visit to the Chilcat and Chilcoot
natives on Lynn Canal, the most northern tribes of the Alexandrian Archipelago. Here
reigned the proudest and worst old savage of Alaska, Chief Shathitch. His wealth was
very great in Indian treasures, and he was reputed to have cached away in different
places several houses full of blankets, guns, boxes of beads, ancient carved pipes, spears,
knives and other valued heirlooms. He was said to have stored away over one hundred
of the elegant Chilcat blankets woven by hand from the hair of the mountain goat. His
tribe was rich and unscrupulous. Its members were the middle-men between the whites
and the Indians of the Interior. They did not allow these Indians to come to the coast,
but took over the mountains articles purchased from the whites — guns, ammunition,
blankets, knives and so forth — and bartered them for furs. It was said that they
claimed to be the manufacturers of these wares and so charged for them what prices
they pleased. They had these Indians of the Interior in a bondage of fear, and would
not allow them to trade directly with the white men. Thus they carried out literally
the story told of Hudson Bay traffic, — piling beaver skins to the height of a ten-dollar
Hudson Bay musket as the price of the musket. They were the most quarrelsome and
warlike of the tribes of Alaska, and their villages were full of slaves procured by forays
upon the coasts of Vancouver Island, Puget Sound, and as far south as the mouth of
the Columbia River. I was eager to visit these large and untaught tribes, and establish
a mission among them.

Chief Shathitch was said to have over one hundred of the elegant Chilcat blankets,
woven by hand, from the hair of the mountain goat

About the first of November we came in sight of the long, low-built village of Yin-
des-tuk-ki. As we paddled up the winding channel of the Chilcat River we saw great
excitement in the town. We had hoisted the American flag, as was our custom, and had
put on our best apparel for the occasion. When we got within long musket-shot of the
village we saw the native men come rushing from their houses with their guns in their
hands and mass in front of the largest house upon the beach. Then we were greeted by
what seemed rather too warm a reception — a shower of bullets falling unpleasantly
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CHILCAT WOMAN WEAVING A BLANKET

around us. Instinctively Muir and I ceased to paddle, but Tow-a-att commanded, “ Ut-
ha, ut-ha! — pull, pull!” and slowly, amid the dropping bullets, we zigzagged our way up
the channel towards the village. As we drew near the shore a line of runners extended
down the beach to us, keeping within shouting distance of each other. Then came the
questions like bullets— “Gusu-wa-eh? — Who are you? Whence do you come? What
is your business here?” And Stickeen John shouted back the reply:

“A great preacher-chief and a great ice-chief have come to bring you a good message.”

The answer was shouted back along the line, and then returned a message of greeting
and welcome. We were to be the guests of the chief of Yin-des-tuk-ki, old Don-na-wuk
(Silver Eye), so called because he was in the habit of wearing on all state occasions a
huge pair of silver-bowed spectacles which a Russian officer had given him. He confessed
he could not see through them, but thought they lent dignity to his countenance. We
paddled slowly up to the village, and Muir and I, watching with interest, saw the
warriors all disappear. As our prow touched the sand, however, here they came, forty
or fifty of them, without their guns this time, but charging down upon us with war-
cries, “Hoo-hooh, hoo-hooh,” as if they were going to take us prisoners. Dashing into the
water they ranged themselves along each side of the canoe; then lifting up our canoe
with us in it they rushed with excited cries up the bank to the chief’s house and set
us down at his door. It was the Thlinget way of paying us honor as great guests.
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Then we were solemnly ushered into the presence of Don-na-wuk. His house was
large, covering about fifty by sixty feet of ground. The interior was built in the usual
fashion of a chief’s house — carved corner posts, a square of gravel in the center of
the room for the fire surrounded by great hewn cedar planks set on edge; a platform
of some six feet in width running clear around the room; then other planks on edge
and a high platform, where the chieftain’s household goods were stowed and where the
family took their repose. A brisk fire was burning in the middle of the room; and after
a short palaver, with gifts of tobacco and rice to the chief, it was announced that he
would pay us the distinguished honor of feasting us first.

It was a never-to-be-forgotten banquet. We were seated on the lower platform with
our feet towards the fire, and before Muir and me were placed huge washbowls of blue
Hudson Bay ware. Before each of our native attendants was placed a great carved
wooden trough, holding about as much as the washbowls. We had learned enough
Indian etiquette to know that at each course our respective vessels were to be filled
full of food, and we were expected to carry off what we could not devour. It was
indeed a “feast of fat things.” The first course was what, for the Indian, takes the
place of bread among the whites, — dried salmon. It was served, a whole washbowlful
for each of us, with a dressing of seal-grease. Muir and I adroitly manceuvred so as
to get our salmon and seal-grease served separately; for our stomachs had not been
sufficiently trained to endure that rancid grease. This course finished, what was left
was dumped into receptacles in our canoe and guarded from the dogs by young men
especially appointed for that purpose. Our washbowls were cleansed and the second
course brought on. This consisted of the back fat of the deer, great, long hunks of it,
served with a gravy of seal-grease. The third course was little Russian potatoes about
the size of walnuts, dished out to us, a washbowlful, with a dressing of seal-grease. The
final course was the only berry then in season, the long fleshy apple of the wild rose
mellowed with frost, served to us in the usual quantity with the invariable sauce of
seal-grease.

“Mon, mon!” said Muir aside to me, “I'm fashed we’ll be floppin’ aboot i’ the sea,
whiles, wi’ flippers an’ forked tails.”

When we had partaken of as much of this feast of fat things as our civilized stomachs
would stand, it was suddenly announced that we were about to receive a visit from the
great chief of the Chilcats and the Chilcoots, old Chief Shathitch (Hard-to-Kill). In
order to properly receive His Majesty, Muir and I and our two chiefs were each given
a whole bale of Hudson Bay blankets for a couch. Shathitch made us wait a long time,
doubtless to impress us with his dignity as supreme chief.

The heat of the fire after the wind and cold of the day made us very drowsy. We
fought off sleep, however, and at last in came stalking the biggest chief of all Alaska,
clothed in his robe of state, which was an elegant chinchilla blanket; and upon its
yellow surface, as the chief slowly turned about to show us what was written thereon,
we were astonished to see printed in black letters these words, “To Chief Shathitch,
from his friend, William H. Seward!” We learned afterwards that Seward, in his voyage
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of investigation, had penetrated to this far-off town, had been received in royal state by
the old chief and on his return to the States had sent back this token of his appreciation
of the chief’s hospitality. Whether Seward was regaled with viands similar to those
offered to us, history does not relate.

To me the inspiring part of that voyage came next day, when I preached from early
morning until midnight, only occasionally relieved by Muir and by the responsive
speeches of the natives.

“More, more; tell us more,” they would cry. “It is a good talk; we never heard this
story before.” And when I would inquire, “Of what do you wish me now to talk?” they
would always say, “Tell us more of the Man from Heaven who died for us.”

Runners had been sent to the Chilcoot village on the eastern arm of Lynn Canal,
and twenty-five miles up the Chilcat River to Shathitch’s town of Klukwan; and as
the day wore away the crowd of Indians had increased so greatly that there was no
room for them in the large house. I heard a scrambling upon the roof, and looking
up I saw a row of black heads around the great smoke-hole in the center of the roof.
After a little a ripping, tearing sound came from the sides of the building. They were
prying off the planks in order that those outside might hear. When my voice faltered
with long talking Tow-a-att and Kadishan took up the story, telling what they had
learned of the white man’s religion; or Muir told the eager natives wonderful things
about what the great one God, whose name is Love, was doing for them. The all-day
meeting was only interrupted for an hour or two in the afternoon, when we walked
with the chiefs across the narrow isthmus between Pyramid Harbor and the eastern
arm of Lynn Canal, and I selected the harbor, farm and townsite now occupied by
Haines mission and town and Fort William H. Seward. This was the beginning of the
large missions of Haines and Klukwan.

THE DISCOVERY

Moonlight in Glacier Bay

To heaven swells a mighty psalm of praise;
Its music-sheets are glaciers, vast and white.
Sky-piercing peaks the voiceless chorus raise,
To fill with ecstasy the wond’ring night.
Complete, with every part in sweet accord,
Th’ adoring breezes waft it up, on wings
Of beauty-incense, giving to the Lord
The purest sacrifice glad Nature brings.
The list’ning stars with rapture beat and glow;
The moon forgets her high, eternal calm
To shout her gladness to the sea below,
Whose waves are silver tongues to join the psalm.
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Those everlasting snow-fields are not cold;

This icy solitude no barren waste.

The crystal masses burn with love untold;

The glacier-table spreads a royal feast.
Fairweather! Crillon! Warders at Heaven’s gate!

Hoar-headed priests of Nature’s inmost shrine!

Strong seraph forms in robes immaculate!

Draw me from earth; enlighten, change, refine;
Till I, one little note in this great song,

Who seem a blot upon th’ unsullied white,

No discord make — a note high, pure and strong —

Set in the silent music of the night.

IV. The Discovery

THE NATURE-STUDY PART of the voyage was woven in with the missionary trip
as intimately as warp with woof. No island, rock, forest, mountain or glacier which we
passed, near or far, was neglected. We went so at our own sweet will, without any
set time or schedule, that we were constantly finding objects and points of surprise
and interest. When we landed, the algae, which sometimes filled the little harbors, the
limpets and lichens of the rocks, the fucus pods that snapped beneath our feet, the
grasses of the beach, the moss and shrubbery among the trees, and, more than all, the
majestic forests, claimed attention and study. Muir was one of the most expert foresters
this country has ever produced. He was never at a loss. The luxuriant vegetation of
this wet coast filled him with admiration, and he never took a walk from camp but he
had a whole volume of things to tell me, and he was constantly bringing in trophies
of which he was prouder than any hunter of his antlers. Now it was a bunch of ferns
as high as his head; now a cluster of minute and wonderfully beautiful moss blossoms;
now a curious fungous growth; now a spruce branch heavy with cones; and again he
would call me into the forest to see a strange and grotesque moss formation on a dead
stump, looking like a tree standing upon its head. Thus, although his objective was the
glaciers, his thorough knowledge of botany and his interest in that study made every
camp just the place he wished to be. He always claimed that there was more of pure
ethics and even of moral evil and good to be learned in the wilderness than from any
book or in any abode of man. He was fond of quoting Wordsworth’s stanza:

“One impulse from a vernal wood
Will teach you more of man,

Of moral evil and of good,
Than all the sages can.”

Muir was a devout theist. The Fatherhood of God and the Unity of God, the

immanence of God in nature and His management of all the affairs of the universe,
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was his constantly reiterated belief. He saw design in many things which the ordinary
naturalist overlooks, such as the symmetry of an island, the balancing branches of a
tree, the harmony of colors in a group of flowers, the completion of a fully rounded
landscape. In his view, the Creator of it all saw every beautiful and sublime thing from
every viewpoint, and had thus formed it, not merely for His own delight, but for the
delectation and instruction of His human children.

“Look at that, now,” he would say, when, on turning a point, a wonderful vista of
island-studded sea between mountains, with one of Alaska’s matchless sunsets at the
end, would wheel into sight. “Why, it looks as if these giants of God’s great army had
just now marched into their stations; every one placed just right, just right! What
landscape gardening! What a scheme of things! And to think that He should plan to
bring us feckless creatures here at the right moment, and then flash such glories at us!
Man, we’re not worthy of such honor!”

Thus Muir was always discovering to me things which I would never have seen
myself and opening up to me new avenues of knowledge, delight and adoration. There
was something so intimate in his theism that it purified, elevated and broadened mine,
even when I could not agree with him. His constant exclamation when a fine landscape
would burst upon our view, or a shaft of light would pierce the clouds and glorify a
mountain, was, “Praise God from whom all blessings flow!”

Two or three great adventures stand out prominently in this wonderful voyage of
discovery. Two weeks from home brought us to Icy Straits and the homes of the Hoonah
tribe. Here the knowledge of the way on the part of our crew ended. We put into the
large Hoonah village on Chichagof Island. After the usual preaching and census-taking,
we took aboard a sub-chief of the Hoonahs, who was a noted seal hunter and, therefore,
able to guide us among the ice-floes of the mysterious Glacier Bay of which we had
heard. Vancouver’s chart gave us no intimation of any inlet whatever; but the natives
told of vast masses of floating ice, of a constant noise of thunder when they crashed
from the glaciers into the sea; and also of fearsome bays and passages full of evil spirits
which made them very perilous to navigate.

In one bay there was said to be a giant devil-fish with arms as long as a tree, lurking
in malignant patience, awaiting the passage that way of an unwary canoe, when up
would flash those terrible arms with their thousand suckers and, seizing their prey,
would drag down the men to the bottom of the sea, there to be mangled and devoured
by the horrid beak. Another deep fiord was the abode of Koosta-kah, the Otter-man,
the mischievous Puck of Indian lore, who was waiting for voyagers to land and camp,
when he would seize their sleeping forms and transport them a dozen miles in a moment,
or cradle them on the tops of the highest trees. Again there was a most rapacious and
ferocious killer-whale in a piece of swift water, whose delight it was to take into his
great, tooth-rimmed jaws whole canoes with their crews of men, mangling them and
gulping them down as a single mouthful. Many were these stories of fear told us at the
Hoonah village the night before we started to explore the icy bay, and our credulous
Stickeens gave us rather broad hints that it was time to turn back.
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“There are no natives up in that region; there is nothing to hunt; there is no gold
there; why do you persist in this cultus coly (aimless journey)? You are likely to meet
death and nothing else if you go into that dangerous region.”

All these stories made us the more eager to explore the wonders beyond, and we
hastened away from Hoonah with our guide aboard. A day’s sail brought us to a little,
heavily wooded island near the mouth of Glacier Bay. This we named Pleasant Island.

As we broke camp in the morning our guide said: “We must take on board a supply
of dry wood here, as there is none beyond.”

Leaving this last green island we steered northwest into the great bay, the country of
ice and bare rocks. Muir’s excitement was increasing every moment, and as the majestic
arena opened before us and the Muir, Geicke, Pacific and other great glaciers (all
nameless as yet) began to appear, he could hardly contain himself. He was impatient
of any delay, and was constantly calling to the crew to redouble their efforts and get
close to these wonders. Now the marks of recent glaciation showed plainly. Here was a
conical island of gray granite, whose rounded top and symmetrical shoulders were worn
smooth as a Scotch monument by grinding glaciers. Here was a great mountain slashed
sheer across its face, showing sharp edge and flat surface as if a slab of mountain size
had been sawed from it. Yonder again loomed a granite range whose huge breasts were
rounded and polished by the resistless sweep of that great ice mass which Vancouver
saw filling the bay.

Soon the icebergs were charging down upon us with the receding tide and dressing
up in compact phalanx when the tide arose. First would come the advance guard of
smaller bergs, with here and there a house-like mass of cobalt blue with streaks of white
and deeper recesses of ultra-marine; here we passed an eight-sided, solid figure of bottle-
green ice; there towered an antlered formation like the horns of a stag. Now we must use
all caution and give the larger icebergs a wide berth. They are treacherous creatures,
these icebergs. You may be paddling along by a peaceful looking berg, sleeping on the
water as mild and harmless as a lamb; when suddenly he will take a notion to turn
over, and up under your canoe will come a spear of ice, impaling it and lifting it and
its occupants skyward; then, turning over, down will go canoe and men to the depths.

Our progress up the sixty miles of Glacier Bay was very slow. Three nights we
camped on the bare granite rock before we reached the limit of the bay. All vegetation
had disappeared; hardly a bunch of grass was seen. The only signs of former life were
the sodden and splintered spruce and fir stumps that projected here and there from
the bases of huge gravel heaps, the moraine matter of the mighty ice mass that had
engulfed them. They told the story of great forests which had once covered this whole
region, until the great sea of ice of the second glacial period overwhelmed and ground
them down, and buried them deep under its moraine matter. When we landed there
were no level spots on which to pitch our tent and no sandy beaches or gravel beds in
which to sink our tent-poles. I learned from Muir the gentle art of sleeping on a rock,
curled like a squirrel around a boulder.
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We passed by Muir Glacier on the other side of the bay, seeking to attain the
extreme end of the great fiord. We estimated the distance by the tide and our rate of
rowing, tracing the shore-line and islands as we went along and getting the points of
the compass from our little pocket instrument.

Rain was falling almost constantly during the week we spent in Glacier Bay. Now
and then the clouds would lift, showing the twin peaks of La Perouse and the majestic
summits of Mts. Fairweather and Crillon. These mighty summits, twelve thousand,
fifteen thousand and sixteen thousand feet high, respectively, pierced the sky directly
above us; sometimes they seemed to be hanging over us threateningly. Only once did
the sky completely clear; and then was preached to us the wonderful Sermon of Glacier
Bay.

Early that morning we quitted our camp on a barren rock, steering towards Mt.
Fairweather. A night of sleepless discomfort had ushered in a bleak gray morning. Our
Indians were sullen and silent, their scowling looks resenting our relentless purpose to
attain to the head of the bay. The air was damp and raw, chilling us to the marrow.
The forbidding granite mountains, showing here and there through the fog, seemed
suddenly to push out threatening fists and shoulders at us. All night long the ice-guns
had bombarded us from four or five directions, when the great masses of ice from
living glaciers toppled into the sea, crashing and grinding with the noise of thunder.
The granite walls hurled back the sound in reiterated peals, multiplying its volume a
hundredfold.

There was no Love apparent on that bleak, gray morning: Power was there in
appalling force. Visions of those evergreen forests that had once clung trustingly to
these mountain walls, but had been swept, one and all, by the relentless forces of
the ice and buried deep under mountains of moraine matter, but added to the present
desolation. We could not enjoy; we could only endure. Death from overturning icebergs,
from charging tides, from mountain avalanche, threatened us.

Suddenly I heard Muir catch his breath with a fervent ejaculation. “God, Almighty!”
he said. Following his gaze towards Mt. Crillon, I saw the summit highest of all crowned
with glory indeed. It was not sunlight; there was no appearance of shining; it was as
if the Great Artist with one sweep of His brush had laid upon the king-peak of all a
crown of the most brilliant of all colors — as if a pigment, perfectly made and thickly
spread, too delicate for crimson, too intense for pink, had leaped in a moment upon
the mountain top; “An awful rose of dawn.” The summit nearest Heaven had caught
a glimpse of its glory! It was a rose blooming in ice-fields, a love-song in the midst
of a stern epic, a drop from the heart of Christ upon the icy desolation and barren
affections of a sin-frozen world. It warmed and thrilled us in an instant. We who had
been dull and apathetic a moment before, shivering in our wet blankets, were glowing
and exultant now. Even the Indians ceased their paddling, gazing with faces of awe
upon the wonder. Now, as we watched that kingly peak, we saw the color leap to one
and another and another of the snowy summits around it. The monarch had a whole
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family of royal princes about him to share his glory. Their radiant heads, ruby crowned,
were above the clouds, which seemed to form their silken garments.

As we looked in ecstatic silence we saw the light creep down the mountains. It was
changing now. The glowing crimson was suffused with soft, creamy light. If it was less
divine, it was more warmly human. Heaven was coming down to man. The dark recesses
of the mountains began to lighten. They stood forth as at the word of command from
the Master of all; and as the changing mellow light moved downward that wonderful
colosseum appeared clearly with its battlements and peaks and columns, until the
whole majestic landscape was revealed.

Now we saw the design and purpose of it all. Now the text of this great sermon
was emblazoned across the landscape— “God is Love”; and we understood that these
relentless forces that had pushed the molten mountains heavenward, cooled them into
granite peaks, covered them with snow and ice, dumped the moraine matter into the
sea, filling up the sea, preparing the world for a stronger and better race of men (who
knows?), were all a part of that great “All things” that “work together for good.”

Our minds cleared with the landscape; our courage rose; our Indians dipped their
paddles silently, steering without fear amidst the dangerous masses of ice. But there
was no profanity in Muir’s exclamation, “We have met with God!” A lifelong devoutness
of gratitude filled us, to think that we were guided into this most wonderful room of
God’s great gallery, on perhaps the only day in the year when the skies were cleared
and the sunrise, the atmospheric conditions and the point of view all prepared for
the matchless spectacle. The discomforts of the voyage, the toil, the cold and rain of
the past weeks were a small price to pay for one glimpse of its surpassing loveliness.
Again and again Muir would break out, after a long silence of blissful memory, with
exclamations:

“We saw it; we saw it! He sent us to His most glorious exhibition. Praise God, from
whom all blessings flow!”

Two or three inspiring days followed. Muir must climb the most accessible of the
mountains. My weak shoulders forbade me to ascend more than two or three thou-
sand feet, but Muir went more than twice as high. Upon two or three of the glaciers
he climbed, although the speed of these icy streams was so great and their “frozen
cataracts” were so frequent, that it was difficult to ascend them.

I began to understand Muir’s whole new theory, which theory made Tyndall pro-
nounce him the greatest authority on glacial action the world had seen. He pointed out
to me the mechanical laws that governed those slow-moving, resistless streams; how
they carved their own valleys; how the lower valley and glacier were often the resultant
in size and velocity of the two or three glaciers that now formed the branches of the
main glaciers; how the harder strata of rock resisted and turned the masses of ice; how
the steely ploughshares were often inserted into softer leads and a whole mountain
split apart as by a wedge.

Muir would explore all day long, often rising hours before daylight and disappearing
among the mountains, not coming to camp until after night had fallen. Again and again
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the Indians said that he was lost; but I had no fears for him. When he would return
to camp he was so full of his discoveries and of the new facts garnered that he would
talk until long into the night, almost forgetting to eat.

Returning down the bay, we passed the largest glacier of all, which was to bear
Muir’s name. It was then fully a mile and a half in width, and the perpendicular face
of it towered from four to seven hundred feet above the surface of the water. The ice
masses were breaking off so fast that we were forced to put off far from the face of the
glacier. The great waves threatened constantly to dash us against the sharp points of
the icebergs. We wished to land and scale the glacier from the eastern side. We rowed
our canoe about half a mile from the edge of the glacier, but, attempting to land, were
forced hastily to put off again. A great wave, formed by the masses of ice breaking off
into the water, threatened to dash our loaded canoe against the boulders on the beach.
Rowing further away, we tried it again and again, with the same result. As soon as we
neared the shore another huge wave would threaten destruction. We were fully a mile
and a half from the edge of the glacier before we found it safe to land.

Muir Glacier

Returning down Glacier Bay, we visited the largest glacier of all, which was to bear
Muir’s name

Muir spent a whole day alone on the glacier, walking over twenty miles across what
he called the glacial lake between two mountains. A cold, penetrating, mist-like rain
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was falling, and dark clouds swept up the bay and clung about the shoulders of the
mountains. When night approached and Muir had not returned, I set the Indians to
digging out from the bases of the gravel hills the frazzled stumps and logs that remained
of the buried forests. These were full of resin and burned brightly. I made a great fire
and cooked a good supper of venison, beans, biscuit and coffee. When pitchy darkness
gathered, and still Muir did not come, Tow-a-att made some torches of fat spruce, and
taking with him Charley, laden with more wood, he went up the beach a mile and a
half, climbed the base of the mountain and kindled a beacon which flashed its cheering
rays far over the glacier.

Muir came stumbling into camp with these two Indians a little before midnight,
very tired but very happy. “Ah!” he sighed, “I’'m glad to be in camp. The glacier almost
got me this time. If it had not been for the beacon and old Tow-a-att, I might have
had to spend the night on the ice. The crevasses were so many and so bewildering in
their mazy, crisscross windings that I was actually going farther into the glacier when
I caught the flash of light.”

I brought him to the tent and placed the hot viands before him. He attacked them
ravenously, but presently was talking again:

“Man, man; you ought to have been with me. You’ll never make up what you have
lost to-day. I've been wandering through a thousand rooms of God’s crystal temple.
I’ve been a thousand feet down in the crevasses, with matchless domes and sculptured
figures and carved ice-work all about me. Solomon’s marble and ivory palaces were
nothing to it. Such purity, such color, such delicate beauty! I was tempted to stay
there and feast my soul, and softly freeze, until I would become part of the glacier.
What a great death that would be!”

Again and again I would have to remind Muir that he was eating his supper, but
it was more than an hour before I could get him to finish the meal, and two or three
hours longer before he stopped talking and went to sleep. I wish I had taken down his
descriptions. What splendid reading they would make!

But scurries of snow warned us that winter was coming, and, much to the relief of
our natives, we turned the prow of our canoe towards Chatham Strait again. Landing
our Hoonah guide at his village, we took our route northward again up Lynn Canal.
The beautiful Davison Glacier with its great snowy fan drew our gaze and excited our
admiration for two days; then the visit to the Chilcats and the return trip commenced.
Bowling down the canal before a strong north wind, we entered Stevens Passage, and
visited the two villages of the Auk Indians, a squalid, miserable tribe. We camped at
the site of what is now Juneau, the capital of Alaska, and no dream of the millions
of gold that were to be taken from those mountains disturbed us. If we had known, I
do not think that we would have halted a day or staked a claim. Our treasures were
richer than gold and securely laid up in the vaults of our memories.

An excursion into Taku Bay, that miniature of Glacier Bay, with its then three living
glaciers; a visit to two villages of the Taku Indians; past Ft. Snettisham, up whose arms
we pushed, mapping them; then to Sumdum. Here the two arms of Holkham Bay, filled
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with ice, enticed us to exploration, but the constant rains of the fall had made the ice
of the glaciers more viscid and the glacier streams more rapid; hence the vast array
of icebergs charging down upon us like an army, spreading out in loose formation and
then gathering into a barrier when the tide turned, made exploration to the end of
the bay impossible. Muir would not give up his quest of the mother glacier until the
Indians frankly refused to go any further; and old Tow-a-att called our interpreter,
Johnny, as for a counsel of state, and carefully set forth to Muir that if he persisted in
his purpose of pushing forward up the bay he would have the blood of the whole party
on his hands.

Said the old chief: “My life is of no account, and it does not matter whether I live
or die; but you shall not sacrifice the life of my minister.”

I laughed at Muir’s discomfiture and gave the word to retreat. This one defeat of a
victorious expedition so weighed upon Muir’s mind that it brought him back from the
California coast next year and from the arms of his bride to discover and climb upon
that glacier.

On down now through Prince Frederick Sound, past the beautiful Norris Glacier,
then into Le Conte Bay with its living glacier and icebergs, across the Stickeen flats,
and so joyfully home again, Muir to take the November steamboat back to his sunland.

I have made many voyages in that great Alexandrian Archipelago since, traveling by
canoe over fifteen thousand miles — not one of them a dull one — through its intricate
passages; but none compared, in the number and intensity of its thrills, in the variety
and excitement of its incidents and in its lasting impressions of beauty and grandeur,
with this first voyage when we groped our way northward with only Vancouver’s old
chart as our guide.

Night in a Canoe

A dreary world! The constant rain
Beats back to earth blithe fancy’s wings;
And life — a sodden garment — clings
About a body numb with pain.

Imagination ceased with light;

Of Nature’s psalm no echo lingers.

The death-cold mist, with ghostly fingers,

Shrouds world and soul in rayless night.
An inky sea, a sullen crew,

A frail canoe’s uncertain motion;

A whispered talk of wind and ocean,

As plotting secret crimes to do!
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The vampire-night sucks all my blood;
Warm home and love seem lost for aye;
From cloud to cloud I steal away,

Like guilty soul o’er Stygian flood.

Peace, morbid heart! From paddle blade
See the black water flash in light;

And bars of moonbeams streaming white,
Have pearls of ebon raindrops made.

From darkest sea of deep despair
Gleams Hope, awaked by Action’s blow;
And Faith’s clear ray, though clouds hang low,
Slants up to heights serene and fair.

V. The Lost Glacier

JOHN MUIR WAS married in the spring of 1880 to Miss Strentzel, the daughter of
a Polish physician who had come out in the great stampede of 1849 to California, but
had found his gold in oranges, lemons and apricots on a great fruit ranch at Martinez,
California. A brief letter from Muir told of his marriage, with just one note in it, the
depth of joy and peace of which I could fathom, knowing him so well. Then no word of
him until the monthly mailboat came in September. As I stood on the wharf with the
rest of the Wrangell population, as was the custom of our isolation, watching the boat
come in, I was overjoyed to see John Muir on deck, in that same old, long, gray ulster
and Scotch cap. He waved and shouted at me before the boat touched the wharf.

Springing ashore he said, “When can you be ready?”

“Aren’t you a little fast?” I replied. “What does this mean? Where’s your wife?”

“Man,” he exclaimed, “have you forgotten? Don’t you know we lost a glacier last
fall? Do you think I could sleep soundly in my bed this winter with that hanging on
my conscience? My wife could not come, so I have come alone and you've got to go
with me to find the lost. Get your canoe and crew and let us be off.”

The ten months since Muir had left me had not been spent in idleness at Wrangell.
I had made two long voyages of discovery and missionary work on my own account, —
one in the spring, of four hundred fifty miles around Prince of Wales Island, visiting
the five towns of Hydah Indians and the three villages of the Hanega tribe of Thlingets.
Another in the summer down the coast to the Cape Fox and Tongass tribes of Thlingets,
and across Dixon entrance to Ft. Simpson, where there was a mission among the
Tsimpheans, and on fifteen miles further to the famous mission of Father Duncan at
Metlakahtla. I had written accounts of these trips to Muir; but for him the greatest
interest was in the glaciers and mountains of the mainland.

Our preparations were soon made. Alas! we could not have our noble old captain,
Tow-a-att, this time. On the tenth of January, 1880, — the darkest day of my life, —
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this “noblest Roman of them all” fell dead at my feet with a bullet through his forehead,
shot by a member of that same Hootz-noo tribe where he had preached the gospel of
peace so simply and eloquently a few months before. The Hootz-noos, maddened by
the fiery liquor that bore their name, came to Wrangell, and a preliminary skirmish led
to an attack at daylight of that winter day upon the Stickeen village. Old Tow-a-att
had stood for peace, and rather than have any bloodshed had offered all his blankets
as a peace offering, although in no physical fear himself; but when the Hootz-noos,
encouraged by the seeming cowardice of the Stickeens, broke into their houses, and the
Christianized tribe, provoked beyond endurance, came out with their guns, Tow-a-att
came forth armed only with his old carved spear, the emblem of his position as chief,
to see if he could not call his tribe back again. At my instance, as I stood with my
hand on his shoulder, he lifted up his voice to recall his people to their houses, when,
in an instant, the volley commenced on both sides, and this Christian man, one of
the simplest and grandest souls I ever knew, fell dead at my feet, and the tribe was
tumbled back into barbarism; and the white man, who had taught the Indians the art
of making rum, and the white man’s government, which had afforded no safeguard
against such scenes, were responsible.

Davidson Glacier

The beautiful Davidson Glacier, with its great snow-white fan, drew our gaze and
excited our admiration for two days
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Muir mourned with me the fate of this old chief; but another of my men, Lot Tyeen,
was ready with a swift canoe. Joe, his son-in-law, and Billy Dickinson, a half-breed
boy of seventeen who acted as interpreter, formed the crew. When we were about to
embark I suddenly thought of my little dog Stickeen and made the resolve to take him
along. My wife and Muir both protested and I almost yielded to their persuasion. I
shudder now to think what the world would have lost had their arguments prevailed!
That little, long-haired, brisk, beautiful, but very independent dog, in co-ordination
with Muir’s genius, was to give to the world one of its greatest dog-classics. Muir’s
story of “Stickeen” ranks with “Rab and His Friends,” “Bob, Son of Battle,” and far
above “The Call of the Wild.” Indeed, in subtle analysis of dog character, as well as
beauty of description, I think it outranks all of them. All over the world men, women
and children are reading with laughter, thrills and tears this exquisite little story.

I have told Muir that in his book he did not do justice to my puppy’s beauty. 1
think that he was the handsomest dog I have ever known. His markings were very
much like those of an American Shepherd dog — black, white and tan; although he
was not half the size of one; but his hair was so silky and so long, his tail so heavily
fringed and beautifully curved, his eyes so deep and expressive and his shape so perfect
in its graceful contours, that I have never seen another dog quite like him; otherwise
Muir’s description of him is perfect.

When Stickeen was only a round ball of silky fur as big as one’s fist, he was given
as a wedding present to my bride, two years before this voyage. I carried him in my
overcoat pocket to and from the steamer as we sailed from Sitka to Wrangell. Soon
after we arrived a solemn delegation of Stickeen Indians came to call on the bride;
but as soon as they saw the puppy they were solemn no longer. His gravely humorous
antics were irresistible. It was Moses who named him Stickeen after their tribe — an
exceptional honor. Thereafter the whole tribe adopted and protected him, and woe to
the Indian dog which molested him. Once when I was passing the house of this same
Lot Tyeen, one of his large hunting dogs dashed out at Stickeen and began to worry
him. Lot rescued the little fellow, delivered him to me and walked into his house. Soon
he came out with his gun, and before I knew what he was about he had shot the
offending Indian dog — a valuable hunting animal.

Stickeen lacked the obtrusively affectionate manner of many of his species, did not
like to be fussed over, would even growl when our babies enmeshed their hands in his
long hair; and yet, to a degree I have never known in another dog, he attracted the
attention of everybody and won all hearts.

As instances: Dr. Kendall, “The Grand Old Man” of our Church, during his visit of
1879 used to break away from solemn counsels with the other D.D.s and the carpenters
to run after and shout at Stickeen. And Mrs. McFarland, the Mother of Protestant
missions in Alaska, often begged us to give her the dog; and, when later he was stolen
from her care by an unscrupulous tourist and so forever lost to us, she could hardly
afterwards speak of him without tears.
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Stickeen was a born aristocrat, dainty and scrupulously clean. From puppyhood he
never cared to play with the Indian dogs, and I was often amused to see the dignified
but decided way in which he repulsed all attempts at familiarity on the part of the
Indian children. He admitted to his friendship only a few of the natives, choosing those
who had adopted the white man’s dress and mode of living, and were devoid of the
rank native odors. His likes and dislikes were very strong and always evident from the
moment of his meeting with a stranger. There was something almost uncanny about
the accuracy of his judgment when “sizing up” a man.

It was Stickeen himself who really decided the question whether we should take
him with us on this trip. He listened to the discussion, pro and con, as he stood with
me on the wharf, turning his sharp, expressive eyes and sensitive ears up to me or
down to Muir in the canoe. When the argument seemed to be going against the dog
he suddenly turned, deliberately walked down the gang-plank to the canoe, picked his
steps carefully to the bow, where my seat with Muir was arranged, and curled himself
down on my coat. The discussion ended abruptly in a general laugh, and Stickeen went
along.

Then the acute little fellow set about, in the wisest possible way, to conquer Muir.
He was not obtrusive, never “butted in”; never offended by a too affectionate tongue.
He listened silently to discussions on his merits, those first days; but when Muir’s
comparisons of the brilliant dogs of his acquaintance with Stickeen grew too “odious”
Stickeen would rise, yawn openly and retire to a distance, not slinkingly, but with tail
up, and lie down again out of earshot of such calumnies. When we landed after a day’s
journey Stickeen was always the first ashore, exploring for field mice and squirrels; but
when we would start to the woods, the mountains or the glaciers the dog would join
us, coming mysteriously from the forest. When our paths separated, Stickeen, looking
to me for permission, would follow Muir, trotting at first behind him, but gradually
ranging alongside.

After a few days Muir changed his tone, saying, “There’s more in that wee beastie
than I thought”; and before a week passed Stickeen’s victory was complete; he slept
at Muir’s feet, went with him on all his rambles; and even among dangerous crevasses
or far up the steep slopes of granite mountains the little dog’s splendid tail would be
seen ahead of Muir, waving cheery signals to his new-found human companion.

Our canoe was light and easily propelled. Our outfit was very simple, for this was
to be a quick voyage and there were not to be so many missionary visits this time. It
was principally a voyage of discovery; we were in search of the glacier that we had lost.
Perched in the high stern sat our captain, Lot Tyeen, massive and capable, handling
his broad steering paddle with power and skill. In front of him Joe and Billy pulled
oars, Joe, a strong young man, our cook, hunter and best oarsman; Billy, a lad of
seventeen, our interpreter and Joe’s assistant. Towards the bow, just behind the mast,
sat Muir and I, each with a paddle in his hands. Stickeen slumbered at our feet or
gazed into our faces when our conversation interested him. When we began to discuss

208



a landing place he would climb the high bow and brace himself on the top of the beak,
an animated figure-head, ready to jump into the water when we were about to camp.

Our route was different from that of ‘79. Now we struck through Wrangell Narrows,
that tortuous and narrow passage between Mitkof and Kupreanof Islands, past Norris
Glacier with its far-flung shaft of ice appearing above the forests as if suspended in
air; past the bold Pt. Windham with its bluff of three thousand feet frowning upon
the waters of Prince Frederick Sound; across Port Houghton, whose deep fiord had no
ice in it and, therefore, was not worthy of an extended visit. We made all haste, for
Muir was, as the Indians said, “always hungry for ice,” and this was more especially
his expedition. He was the commander now, as I had been the year before. He had set
for himself the limit of a month and must return by the October boat. Often we ran
until late at night against the protests of our Indians, whose life of infinite leisure was
not accustomed to such rude interruption. They could not understand Muir at all, nor
in the least comprehend his object in visiting icy bays where there was no chance of
finding gold and nothing to hunt.

The vision rises before me, as my mind harks back to this second trip of seven
hundred miles, of cold, rainy nights, when, urged by Muir to make one more point,
the natives passed the last favorable camping place and we blindly groped for hours in
pitchy darkness, trying to find a friendly beach. The intensely phosphorescent water
flashed about us, the only relief to the inky blackness of the night. Occasionally a
salmon or a big halibut, disturbed by our canoe, went streaming like a meteor through
the water, throwing off coruscations of light. As we neared the shore, the waves breaking
upon the rocks furnished us the only illumination. Sometimes their black tops with
waving seaweed, surrounded by phosphorescent breakers, would have the appearance
of mouths set with gleaming teeth rushing at us out of the dark as if to devour us.
Then would come the landing on a sandy beach, the march through the seaweed up to
the wet woods, a fusillade of exploding fucus pods accompanying us as if the outraged
fairies were bombarding us with tiny guns. Then would ensue a tedious groping with
the lantern for a camping place and for some dry, fat spruce wood from which to coax
a fire; then the big camp-fire, the bean-pot and coffee-pot, the cheerful song and story,
and the deep, dreamless sleep that only the weary voyageur or hunter can know.

Four or five days sufficed to bring us to our first objective — Sumdum or Holkham
Bay, with its three wonderful arms. Here we were to find the lost glacier. This deep
fiord has two great prongs. Neither of them figured in Vancouver’s chart, and so far as
records go we were the first to enter and follow to its end the longest of these, Endicott
Arm. We entered the bay at night, caught again by the darkness, and groped our way
uncertainly. We probably would have spent most of the night trying to find a landing
place had not the gleam of a fire greeted us, flashing through the trees, disappearing as
an island intervened, and again opening up with its fair ray as we pushed on. An hour’s
steady paddling brought us to the camp of some Cassiar miners — my friends. They
were here at the foot of a glacier stream, from the bed of which they had been sluicing
gold. Just now they were in hard luck, as the constant rains had swelled the glacial
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stream, burst through their wing-dams, swept away their sluice-boxes and destroyed
the work of the summer. Strong men of the wilderness as they were, they were not
discouraged, but were discussing plans for prospecting new places and trying it again
here next summer. Hot coffee and fried venison emphasized their welcome, and we in
return could give them a little news from the outside world, from which they had been
shut off completely for months.

Muir called us before daylight the next morning. He had been up since two or three
o’clock, “studying the night effects,” he said, listening to the roaring and crunching
of the charging ice as it came out of Endicott Arm, spreading out like the skirmish
line of an army and grinding against the rocky point just below us. He had even
attempted a moonlight climb up the sloping face of a high promontory with Stickeen
as his companion, but was unable to get to the top, owing to the smoothness of the
granite rock. It was newly glaciated — this whole region — and the hard rubbing
ice-tools had polished the granite like a monument. A hasty meal and we were off.

“We'll find it this time,” said Muir.

A miner crawled out of his blankets and came to see us start. “If it’s scenery you’re
after,” he said, “ten miles up the bay there’s the nicest canyon you ever saw. It has no
name that I know of, but it is sure some scenery.”

The long, straight fiord stretched southeast into the heart of the granite range, its
funnel shape producing tremendous tides. When the tide was ebbing that charging
phalanx of ice was irresistible, storming down the canyon with race-horse speed; no
canoe could stem that current. We waited until the turn, then getting inside the outer
fleet of icebergs we paddled up with the flood tide. Mile after mile we raced past those
smooth mountain shoulders; higher and higher they towered, and the ice, closing in
upon us, threatened a trap. The only way to navigate safely that dangerous fiord was
to keep ahead of the charging ice. As we came up towards the end of the bay the
narrowing walls of the fiord compressed the ice until it crowded dangerously around
us. Our captain, Lot, had taken the precaution to put a false bow and stern on his
canoe, cunningly fashioned out of curved branches of trees and hollowed with his hand-
adz to fit the ends of the canoe. These were lashed to the bow and stern by thongs
of deer sinew. They were needed. It was like penetrating an arctic ice-floe. Sometimes
we would have to skirt the granite rock and with our poles shove out the ice-cakes to
secure a passage. It was fully thirty miles to the head of the bay, but we made it in
half a day, so strong was the current of the rising tide.

I shall never forget the view that burst upon us as we rounded the last point. The
face of the glacier where it discharged its icebergs was very narrow in comparison with
the giants of Glacier Bay, but the ice cliff was higher than even the face of Muir Glacier.
The narrow canyon of hard granite had compressed the ice of the great glacier until
it had the appearance of a frozen torrent broken into innumerable crevasses, the great
masses of ice tumbling over one another and bulging out for a few moments before
they came crashing and splashing down into the deep water of the bay. The fiord was
simply a cleft in high mountains, and the depth of the water could only be conjectured.
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It must have been hundreds of feet, perhaps thousands, from the surface of the water
to the bottom of that fissure. Smooth, polished, shining breasts of bright gray granite
crowded above the glacier on every side, seeming to overhang the ice and the bay.
Struggling clumps of evergreens clung to the mountain sides below the glacier, and up,
away up, dizzily to the sky towered the walls of the canyon. Hundreds of other Alaskan
glaciers excel this in masses of ice and in grandeur of front, but none that I have seen
condense beauty and grandeur to finer results.

“What a plucky little giant!” was Muir’s exclamation as we stood on a rock-mound
in front of this glacier. “To think of his shouldering his way through the mountain
range like this! Samson, pushing down the pillars of the temple at Gaza, was nothing
to this fellow. Hear him roar and laugh!”

Without consulting me Muir named this “Young Glacier,” and right proud was I to
see that name on the charts for the next ten years or more, for we mapped Endicott
Arm and the other arm of Sumdum Bay as we had Glacier Bay; but later maps have a
different name. Some ambitious young ensign on a surveying vessel, perhaps, stole my
glacier, and later charts give it the name of Dawes. I have not found in the Alaskan
statute books any penalty attached to the crime of stealing a glacier, but certainly it
ought to be ranked as a felony of the first magnitude, the grandest of grand larcenies.

A couple of days and nights spent in the vicinity of Young Glacier were a period
of unmixed pleasure. Muir spent all of these days and part of the nights climbing the
pinnacled mountains to this and that viewpoint, crossing the deep, narrow and danger-
ous glacier five thousand feet above the level of the sea, exploring its tributaries and
their side canyons, making sketches in his note-book for future elaboration. Stickeen
by this time constantly followed Muir, exciting my jealousy by his plainly expressed
preference. Because of my bad shoulder the higher and steeper ascents of this very
rugged region were impossible to me, and I must content myself with two thousand
feet and even lesser climbs. My favorite perch was on the summit of a sugar-loaf rock
which formed the point of a promontory jutting into the bay directly in front of my
glacier, and distant from its face less than a quarter of a mile. It was a granite fragment
which had evidently been broken off from the mountain; indeed, there was a niche five
thousand feet above into which it would exactly fit. The sturdy evergreens struggled
half-way up its sides, but the top was bare.

On this splendid pillar I spent many hours. Generally I could see Muir, fortunate in
having sound arms and legs, scaling the high rock-faces, now coming out on a jutting
spur, now spread like a spider against the mountain wall. Here he would be botanizing
in a patch of green that relieved the gray of the granite, there he was dodging in and
out of the blue crevasses of the upper glacial falls. Darting before him or creeping
behind was a little black speck which I made out to be Stickeen, climbing steeps up
which a fox would hardly venture. Occasionally I would see him dancing about at the
base of a cliff too steep for him, up which Muir was climbing, and his piercing howls
of protest at being left behind would come echoing down to me.
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But chiefly I was engrossed in the great drama which was being acted before me by
the glacier itself. It was the battle of gravity with flinty hardness and strong cohesion.
The stage setting was perfect; the great hall formed by encircling mountains; the side
curtains of dark-green forest, fold on fold; the gray and brown top-curtains of the
mountain heights stretching clear across the glacier, relieved by vivid moss and flower
patches of yellow, magenta, violet and crimson. But the face of the glacier was so high
and rugged and the ice so pure that it showed a variety of blue and purple tints I
have never seen surpassed — baby-blue, sky-blue, sapphire, turquoise, cobalt, indigo,
peacock, ultra-marine, shading at the top into lilac and amethyst. The base of the
glacier-face, next to the dark-green water of the bay, resembled a great mass of vitriol,
while the top, where it swept out of the canyon, had the curves and tints and delicate
lines of the iris.

Taku Glacier

There followed an excursion into Taku Bay, that miniature of Glacier Bay, with its
three living glaciers

But the glacier front was not still; in form and color it was changing every minute.
The descent was so steep that the glacial rapids above the bay must have flowed
forward eighty or a hundred feet a day. The ice cliff, towering a thousand feet over the
water, would present a slight incline from the perpendicular inwards toward the canyon,
the face being white from powdered ice, the result of the grinding descent of the ice
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masses. Here and there would be little cascades of this fine ice spraying out as they fell,
with glints of prismatic colors when the sunlight struck them. As I gazed I could see
the whole upper part of the cliff slowly moving forward until the ice-face was vertical.
Then, foot by foot it would be pushed out until the upper edge overhung the water.
Now the outer part, denuded of the ice powder, would present a face of delicate blue
with darker shades where the mountain peaks cast their shadows. Suddenly from top
to bottom of the ice cliff two deep lines of prussian blue appeared. They were crevasses
made by the ice current flowing more rapidly in the center of the stream. Fascinated,
I watched this great pyramid of blue-veined onyx lean forward until it became a tower
of Pisa, with fragments falling thick and fast from its upper apex and from the cliffs
out of which it had been split. Breathless and anxious, I awaited the final catastrophe,
and its long delay became almost a greater strain than I could bear. I jumped up and
down and waved my arms and shouted at the glacier to “hurry up.”

Suddenly the climax came in a surprising way. The great tower of crystal shot up
into the air two hundred feet or more, impelled by the pressure of a hundred fathoms of
water, and then, toppling over, came crashing into the water with a roar as of rending
mountains. Its weight of thousands of tons, falling from such a height, splashed great
sheets of water high into the air, and a rainbow of wondrous brilliance flashed and
vanished. A mighty wave swept majestically down the bay, rocking the massive bergs
like corks, and, breaking against my granite pillar, tossed its spray half-way up to my
lofty perch. Muir’s shout of applause and Stickeen’s sharp bark came faintly to my
ears when the deep rumbling of the newly formed icebergs had subsided.

That night I waited supper long for Muir. It was a good supper — a mulligan stew
of mallard duck, with biscuits and coffee. Stickeen romped into camp about ten o’clock
and his new master soon followed.

“Ah!” sighed Muir between sips of coffee, “what a Lord’s mercy it is that we lost
this glacier last fall, when we were pressed for time, to find it again in these glorious
days that have flashed out of the mists for our special delectation. This has been a
day of days. I have found four new varieties of moss, and have learned many new and
wonderful facts about world-shaping. And then, the wonder and glory! Why, all the
values of beauty and sublimity — form, color, motion and sound — have been present
to-day at their very best. My friend, we are the richest men in all the world to-night.”

Charging down the canyon with the charging ice on our return, we kept to the
right-hand shore, on the watch for the mouth of the canyon of “some scenery.” We had
not been able to discover it from the other side as we ascended the fiord. We were
almost swept past the mouth of it by the force of the current. Paddling into an eddy,
we were suddenly halted as if by a strong hand pushed against the bow, for the current
was flowing like a cataract out of the narrow mouth of this side canyon. A rocky shelf
afforded us a landing place. We hastily unloaded the canoe and pulled it up upon the
beach out of reach of the floating ice, and there we had to wait until the next morning
before we could penetrate the depths of this great canyon.
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We shot through the mouth of the canyon at dangerous speed. Indeed, we could not
do otherwise; we were helpless in the grasp of the torrent. At certain stages the surging
tide forms an actual fall, for the entrance is so narrow that the water heaps up and
pours over. We took the beginning of the flood tide, and so escaped that danger; but
our speed must have been, at the narrows, twenty miles an hour. Then, suddenly, the
bay widened out, the water ceased to swirl and boil and the current became gentle.

When we could lay aside our paddles and look up, one of the most glorious views
of the whole world “smote us in the face,” and Muir’s chant arose, “Praise God from
whom all blessings flow.”

Before entering this bay I had expressed a wish to see Yosemite Valley. Now Muir
said: “There is your Yosemite; only this one is on much the grander scale. Yonder
towers El Capitan, grown to twice his natural size; there are the Sentinel, and the
majestic Dome; and see all the falls. Those three have some resemblance to Yosemite
Falls, Nevada and Bridal Veil; but the mountain breasts from which they leap are
much higher than in Yosemite, and the sheer drop much greater. And there are so
many more of these and they fall into the sea. We’ll call this Yosemite Bay — a bigger
Yosemite, as Alaska is bigger than California.”

Two very beautiful glaciers lay at the head of this canyon. They did not descend to
the water, but the narrow strip of moraine matter without vegetation upon it between
the glaciers and the bay showed that it had not been long since they were glaciers of
the first class, sending out a stream of icebergs to join those from the Young Glacier.
These glaciers stretched away miles and miles, like two great antennae, from the head
of the bay to the top of the mountain range. But the most striking features of this
scene were the wonderfully rounded and polished granite breasts of these great heights.
In one stretch of about a mile on either side of the narrow bay parallel mouldings, like
massive cornices of gray granite, five or six thousand feet high, overhung the water.
These had been fluted and rounded and polished by the glacier stream, until they
seemed like the upper walls and Corinthian capitals of a great temple. The power of
the ice stream could be seen in the striated shoulders of these cliffs. What awful force
that tool of steel-like ice must have possessed, driven by millions of tons of weight,
to mould and shape and scoop out these flinty rock faces, as the carpenter’s forming
plane flutes a board!

When we were half-way up this wonderful bay the sun burst through a rift of cloud.
“Look, look!” exclaimed Muir. “Nature is turning on the colored lights in her great show
house.”

Instantly this severe, bare hall of polished rock was transformed into a fairy palace.
A score of cascades, the most of them invisible before, leapt into view, falling from the
dizzy mountain heights and spraying into misty veils as they descended; and from all
of them flashed rainbows of marvelous distinctness and brilliance, waving and dancing
— a very riot of color. The tinkling water falling into the bay waked a thousand echoes,
weird, musical and sweet, a riot of sound. It was an enchanted palace, and we left it
with reluctance, remaining only six hours and going out at the turn of the flood tide
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to escape the dangerous rapids. Had there not been any so many things to see beyond,
and so little time in which to see them, I doubt if Muir would have quit Yosemite Bay
for days.

THE DOG AND THE MAN

My Friends

Two friends I have, and close akin are they.
For both are free
And wild and proud, full of the ecstasy
Of life untrammeled; living, day by day,
A law unto themselves; yet breaking none
Of Nature’s perfect code.
And far afield, remote from man’s abode,
They roam the wilds together, two as one.
Yet, one’s a dog — a wisp of silky hair,
Two sharp black eyes,
A face alert, mysterious and wise,
A shadowy tail, a body lithe and fair.
And one’s a man — of Nature’s work the best,
A heart of gold,
A mind stored full of treasures new and old,
Of men the greatest, strongest, tenderest.
They love each other — these two friends of mine —
Yet both agree
In this — with that pure love that’s half divine
They both love me.

V1. The Dog and the Man

THERE IS NO time to tell of all the bays we explored; of Holkham Bay, Port
Snettisham, Tahkou Harbor; all of which we rudely put on the map, or at least extended
the arms beyond what was previously known. Through Gastineau Channel, now famous
for some of the greatest quartz mines and mills in the world, we pushed, camping on
the site of what is now Juneau, the capital city of Alaska.

An interesting bit of history is to be recorded here. Pushing across the flats at
the head of the bay at high tide the next morning (for the narrow, grass-covered flat
between Gastineau Channel and Stevens Passage can only be crossed with canoes at
flood tide), we met two old gold prospectors whom I had frequently seen at Wrangell
— Joe Harris and Joe Juneau. Exchanging greetings and news, they told us they were
out from Sitka on a leisurely hunting and prospecting trip. Asking us about our last
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camping place, Harris said to Juneau, “Suppose we camp there and try the gravel of
that creek.”

These men found placer gold and rock “float” at our camp and made quite a clean-
up that fall, returning to Sitka with a “gold-poke” sufficiently plethoric to start a
stampede to the new diggings. Both placer and quartz locations were made and a
brisk “camp” was built the next summer. This town was first called Harrisburg for
one of the prospectors, and afterwards Juneau for the other. The great Treadwell gold
quartz mine was located three miles from Juneau in 1881, and others subsequently.
The territorial capital was later removed from Sitka to Juneau, and the city has grown
in size and importance, until it is one of the great mining and commercial centers of
the Northwest.

Through Stevens Passage we paddled, stopping to preach to the Auk Indians; then
down Chatham Strait and into Icy Strait, where the crystal masses of Muir and Pacific
glaciers flashed a greeting from afar. We needed no Hoonah guide this time, and it was
well we did not, for both Hoonah villages were deserted. The inhabitants had gone to
their hunting, fishing or berry-picking grounds.

At Pleasant Island we loaded, as on the previous trip, with dry wood for our voyage
into Glacier Bay. We were not to attempt the head of the bay this time, but to confine
our exploration to Muir Glacier, which we had only touched upon the previous fall.
Pleasant Island was the scene of one of Stickeen’s many escapades. The little island
fairly teemed with big field mice and pine squirrels, and Stickeen went wild. We could
hear his shrill bark, now here, now there, from all parts of the island. When we were
ready to leave the next morning he was not to be seen. We got aboard as usual, thinking
that he would follow. A quarter of a mile’s paddling and still no little black head could
be discovered in our wake. Muir, who was becoming very much attached to the little
dog, was plainly worried.

“Row back,” he said.

So we rowed back and called, but no Stickeen. Around the next point we rowed and
whistled; still no Stickeen. At last, discouraged, I gave the signal to move off. So we
rounded the curving shore and pushed towards Glacier Bay. At the far point of the
island, a mile from our camping place, we suddenly discovered Stickeen away out in
the water, paddling calmly and confidently towards our canoe. How he had ever got
there I cannot imagine. I think he must have been taking a long swim out on the bay
for the mere pleasure of it. Muir always insisted that he had listened to our discussion
of the route to be taken, and, with an uncanny intuition that approached clairvoyance,
knew just where to head us off.

When we took him aboard he went through his usual performance, making his way,
the whole length of the canoe, until he got under Muir’s legs, before shaking himself.
No protests or discipline availed, for Muir’s kicks always failed of their pretended mark.
To the end of his acquaintance with Muir, he always chose the vicinity of Muir’s legs
as the place to shake himself after a swim.

216



At Muir Glacier we spent a week this time, making long trips up the mountains
that overlooked the glacier and across its surface. On one occasion Muir, with the little
dog at his heels, crossed entirely in a diagonal direction the great glacial lake, a trip of
some thirty miles, starting before daylight in the morning and not appearing at camp
until long after dark. Muir always carried several handkerchiefs in his pockets, but this
time he returned without any, having used them all up making moccasins for Stickeen,
whose feet were cut and bleeding from the sharp honeycomb ice of the glacial surface.
This mass of ice is so vast and so comparatively still that it has but few crevasses, and
Muir’s day for traversing it was a perfect one — warm and sunny.

The Front of Muir Glacier

il ol

We could understand the constant breaking off and leaping up and smashing down
of the ice, and the formation of the great mass of bergs

Another day he and I climbed the mountain that overlooked it and skirted the
mighty ice-field for some distance, then walked across the face of the glacier just back
of the rapids, keeping away from the deep crevasses. We drove a straight line of stakes
across the glacial stream and visited them each day to watch the deflection and curves
of the stakes, and thus arrive at some conception of the rate at which the ice mass
was moving. In some parts of the glacial stream this ice current flowed as fast as fifty
or sixty feet a day, and we could understand the constant breaking off and leaping up
and smashing down of the ice and the formation of that great mass of bergs.
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Shortly before we left Muir Glacier, I saw Muir furiously angry for the first and
last time in my acquaintance with him. We had noticed day after day, whenever the
mists admitted a view of the mountain slopes, bands of mountain goats looking like
little white mice against the green of the high pastures. I said to Joe, the hunter, one
morning: “Go up and get us a kid. It will be a great addition to our larder.”

He took my breech-loading rifle and went. In the afternoon he returned with a fine
young buck on his shoulders. While we were examining it he said:

“T picked the fattest and most tender of those that I killed.”

“What!” I exclaimed, “did you kill more than this one?”

He put up both hands with fingers extended and then one finger:

“Tatlum-pe-ict (eleven),” he replied.

Muir’s face flushed red, and with an exclamation that was as near to an oath as he
ever came, he started for Joe. Luckily for that Indian he saw Muir and fled like a deer
up the rocks, and would not come down until he was assured that he would not be
hurt. I shared Muir’s indignation and would have enjoyed seeing him administer the
richly deserved thrashing.

Muir had a strong aversion to taking the life of any animal; although he would eat
meat when prepared, he never killed a wild animal; even the rattlesnakes he did not
molest during his rambles in California. Often his softness of heart was a source of
some annoyance and a great deal of astonishment to our natives; for he would take
pleasure in rocking the canoe when they were trying to get a bead on a flock of ducks
or a deer standing on the shore.

On leaving the mouth of Glacier Bay we spent a week or more exploring the inlets
and glaciers to the west. These days were rainy and cold. We groped blindly into
unknown, unmapped, fog-hidden fiords and bayous, exploring them to their ends and
often making excursions to the glaciers above them.

The climax of the trip, however, was the last glacier we visited, Taylor Glacier,
the scene of Muir’s great adventure with Stickeen. We reached this fine glacier in
the afternoon of a very stormy day. We were approaching the open Pacific, and the
saanah, the southeast rain-wind, was howling through the narrow entrance into Cross
Sound. For twenty miles we had been facing strong head winds and tidal waves as we
crept around rocky points and along the bases of dizzy cliffs and glacier-scored rock-
shoulders. We were drenched to the skin; indeed, our clothing and blankets had been
soaking wet for days. For two hours before we turned the point into the cozy harbor in
front of the glacier we had been exerting every ounce of our strength; Lot in the stern
wielding his big steering paddle, now on this side, now on that, grunting with each
mighty stroke, calling encouragement to his crew, “Ut-ha, ut-ha! hlitsin! hlitsin-tin!
(pull, pull, strong, with strength!)”; Joe and Billy rising from their seats with every
stroke and throwing their whole weight and force savagely into their oars; Muir and
I in the bow bent forward with heads down, butting into the slashing rain, paddling
for dear life; Stickeen, the only idle one, looking over the side of the boat as though
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searching the channel and then around at us as if he would like to help. All except the
dog were exhausted when we turned into the sheltered cove.

While the men pitched the tents and made camp Muir and I walked through the
thick grass to the front of the large glacier, which front stretched from a high, perpen-
dicular rock wall about three miles to a narrow promontory of moraine boulders next
to the ocean.

“Now, here is something new,” exclaimed Muir, as we stood close to the edge of the
ice. “This glacier is the great exception. All the others of this region are receding; this
has been coming forward. See the mighty ploughshare and its furrow!”

For the icy mass was heaving up the ground clear across its front, and, on the side
where we stood, had evidently found a softer stratum under a forest-covered hill, and
inserted its shovel point under the hill, heaved it upon the ice, cracking the rocks into
a thousand fragments; and was carrying the whole hill upon its back towards the sea.
The large trees were leaning at all angles, some of them submerged, splintered and
ground by the crystal torrent, some of the shattered trunks sticking out of the ice. It
was one of the most tremendous examples of glacial power I have ever seen.

“T must climb this glacier to-morrow,” said Muir. “I shall have a great day of it; I
wish you could come along.”

I sighed, not with resignation, but with a grief that was akin to despair. The con-
dition of my shoulders was such that it would be madness to attempt to join Muir on
his longer and more perilous climbs. I should only spoil his day and endanger his life
as well as my own.

That night I baked a good batch of camp bread, boiled a fresh kettle of beans and
roasted a leg of venison ready for Muir’s breakfast, fixed the coffee-pot and prepared
dry kindling for the fire. I knew he would be up and off at daybreak, perhaps long
before.

“Wake me up,” I admonished him, “or at least take time to make hot coffee before
you start.” For the wind was rising and the rain pouring, and I knew how imperative
the call of such a morning as was promised would be to him. To traverse a great,
new, living, rapidly moving glacier would be high joy; but to have a tremendous storm
added to this would simply drive Muir wild with desire to be himself a part of the
great drama played on the glacier-stage.

Several times during the night I was awakened by the flapping of the tent, the
shrieking of the wind in the spruce-tops and the thundering of the ocean surf on
the outer barrier of rocks. The tremulous howling of a persistent wolf across the bay
soothed me to sleep again, and I did not wake when Muir arose. As I had feared, he
was in too big a hurry to take time for breakfast, but pocketed a small cake of camp
bread and hastened out into the storm-swept woods. I was aroused, however, by the
controversy between him and Stickeen outside of the tent. The little dog, who always
slept with one eye and ear alert for Muir’s movements, had, as usual, quietly left his
warm nest and followed his adopted master. Muir was scolding and expostulating with
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him as if he were a boy. I chuckled to myself at the futility of Muir’s efforts; Stickeen
would now, as always, do just as he pleased — and he would please to go along.

Although I was forced to stay at the camp, this stormy day was a most interesting
one to me. There was an old Hoonah chief camped at the mouth of the little river
which flowed from under Taylor Glacier. He had with him his three wives and a little
company of children and grandchildren. The many salmon weirs and summer houses
at this point showed that it had been at one time a very important fishing place.

But the advancing glacier had played havoc with the chief’s salmon stream. The
icy mass had been for several years traveling towards the sea at the rate of at least a
mile every year. There were still silver hordes of fine red salmon swimming in the sea
outside of the river’s mouth. But the stream was now so short that the most of these
salmon swam a little ways into the mouth of the river and then out into the salt water
again, bewildered and circling about, doubtless wondering what had become of their
parent stream.

The old chief came to our camp early, followed by his squaws bearing gifts of salmon,
porpoise meat, clams and crabs; and at his command two of the girls of his family
picked me a basketful of delicious wild strawberries. He sat motionless by my fire all
the forenoon, smoking my leaf tobacco and pondering deeply. After the noon meal,
which I shared with him, he called Billy, my interpreter, and asked for a big talk.

With all ceremony I made preparations, gave more presents of leaf tobacco and
hardtack and composed myself for the palaver. After the usual preliminaries, in which
he told me at great length what a great man I was, how like a father to all the people,
comparing me to sun, moon, stars and all other great things; I broke in upon his stream
of compliments and asked what he wanted.

Recalled to earth he said: “I wish you to pray to your God.”

“For what do you wish me to pray?” I asked.

The old man raised his blanketed form to its full height and waved his hand with a
magnificent gesture towards the glacier. “Do you see that great ice mountain?”

“Yes.”

“Once,” he said, “I had the finest salmon stream upon the coast.” Pointing to a point
of rock five or six miles beyond the mouth of the glacier he continued: “Once the salmon
stream extended far beyond that point of rock. There was a great fall there and a deep
pool below it, and here for years great schools of king salmon came crowding up to
the foot of that fall. To spear them or net them was very easy; they were the fattest
and best salmon among all these islands. My household had abundance of meat for
the winter’s need. But the cruel spirit of that glacier grew angry with me, I know not
why, and drove the ice mountain down towards the sea and spoiled my salmon stream.
A year or two more and it will be blotted out entirely. I have done my best. I have
prayed to my gods. Last spring I sacrificed two of my slaves, members of my household,
my best slaves, a strong man and his wife, to the spirit of that glacier to make the ice
mountain stop; but it comes on, and now I want you to pray to your God, the God of

the white man, to see if He will make the glacier stop!”
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I wish I could describe the pathetic earnestness of this old Indian, the simplicity
with which he told of the sacrifice of his slaves and the eager look with which he awaited
my answer. When I exclaimed in horror at his deed of blood he was astonished; he
could not understand.

“Why, they were my slaves,” he said, “and the man suggested it himself. He was glad
to go to death to help his chief.”

A few years after this our missionary at Hoonah had the pleasure of baptizing this
old chief into the Christian faith. He had put away his slaves and his plural wives, had
surrendered the implements of his old superstition, and as a child embraced the new
gospel of peace and love. He could not get rid of his superstition about the glacier,
however, and about eight years afterwards, visiting at Wrangell, he told me as an item
of news which he expected would greatly please me that, doubtless as a result of my
prayers, Taylor Glacier was receding again and the salmon beginning to come into that
stream.

At intervals during this eventful day I went to the face of the glacier and even
climbed the disintegrating hill that was riding on the glacier’s ploughshare, in an
effort to see the bold wanderers; but the jagged ice peaks of the high glacial rapids
blocked my vision, and the rain driving passionately in horizontal sheets shut out the
mountains and the upper plateau of ice. I could see that it was snowing on the glacier,
and imagined the weariness and peril of dog and man exposed to the storm in that
dangerous region. I could only hope that Muir had not ventured to face the wind on
the glacier, but had contented himself with tracing its eastern side, and was somewhere
in the woods bordering it, beside a big fire, studying storm and glacier in comparative
safety.

When the shadows of evening were added to those of the storm I had my men
gather materials for a big bonfire, and kindle it well out on the flat, where it could
be seen from mountain and glacier. I placed dry clothing and blankets in the fly tent
facing the camp-fire, and got ready the best supper at my command: clam chowder,
fried porpoise, bacon and beans, “savory meat” made of mountain kid with potatoes,
onions, rice and curry, camp biscuit and coffee, with dessert of wild strawberries and
condensed milk.

It grew pitch-dark before seven, and it was after ten when the dear wanderers
staggered into camp out of the dripping forest. Stickeen did not bounce in ahead with
a bark, as was his custom, but crept silently to his piece of blanket and curled down,
too tired to shake himself. Billy and I laid hands on Muir without a word, and in a trice
he was stripped of his wet garments, rubbed dry, clothed in dry underwear, wrapped
in a blanket and set down on a bed of spruce twigs with a plate of hot chowder before
him. When the chowder disappeared the other hot dishes followed in quick succession,
without a question asked or a word uttered. Lot kept the fire blazing just right, Joe
kept the victuals hot and baked fresh bread, while Billy and I waited on Muir.
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Not till he came to the coffee and strawberries did Muir break the silence. “Yon’s a
brave doggie,” he said. Stickeen, who could not yet be induced to eat, responded by a
glance of one eye and a feeble pounding of the blanket with his heavy tail.

Then Muir began to talk, and little by little, between sips of coffee, the story of the
day was unfolded. Soon memories crowded for utterance and I listened till midnight,
entranced by a succession of vivid descriptions the like of which I have never heard
before or since. The fierce music and grandeur of the storm, the expanse of ice with its
bewildering crevasses, its mysterious contortions, its solemn voices were made to live
before me.

Glacial Crevasses

“We had to make long, narrow tacks and doublings, tracing the edges of tremendous
transverse and longitudinal crevasses — beautiful and awful”

When Muir described his marooning on the narrow island of ice surrounded by
fathomless crevasses, with a knife-edged sliver curving deeply “like the cable of a sus-
pension bridge” diagonally across it as the only means of escape, I shuddered at his
peril. I held my breath as he told of the terrible risks he ran as he cut his steps down
the wall of ice to the bridge’s end, knocked off the sharp edge of the sliver, hitched
across inch by inch and climbed the still more difficult ascent on the other side. But
when he told of Stickeen’s cries of despair at being left on the other side of the crevasse,
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of his heroic determination at last to do or die, of his careful progress across the sliver
as he braced himself against the gusts and dug his little claws into the ice, and of
his passionate revulsion to the heights of exultation when, intoxicated by his escape,
he became a living whirlwind of joy, flashing about in mad gyrations, shouting and
screaming “Saved! saved!” my tears streamed down my face. Before the close of the
story Stickeen arose, stepped slowly across to Muir and crouched down with his head
on Muir’s foot, gazing into his face and murmuring soft canine words of adoration to
his god.

Not until 1897, seventeen years after the event, did Muir give to the public his story
of Stickeen. How many times he had written and rewritten it I know not. He told
me at the time of its first publication that he had been thinking of the story all of
these years and jotting down paragraphs and sentences as they occurred to him. He
was never satisfied with a sentence until it balanced well. He had the keenest sense of
melody, as well as of harmony, in his sentence structure, and this great dog-story of
his is a remarkable instance of the growth to perfection of the great production of a
great master.

The wonderful power of endurance of this man, whom Theodore Roosevelt has well
called a “perfectly natural man,” is instanced by the fact that, although he was gone
about seventeen hours on this day of his adventure with Stickeen, with only a bite of
bread to eat, and never rested a minute of that time, but was battling with the storm
all day and often racing at full speed across the glacier, yet he got up at daylight the
next morning, breakfasted with me and was gone all day again, with Stickeen at his
heels, climbing a high mountain to get a view of the snow fountains and upper reaches
of the glacier; and when he returned after nightfall he worked for two or three hours
at his notes and sketches.

The latter part of this voyage was hurried. Muir had a wife waiting for him at home
and he had promised to stay in Alaska only one month. He had dallied so long with
his icy loves, the glaciers, that we were obliged to make all haste to Sitka, where he
expected to take the return steamer. To miss that would condemn him to Alaska and
absence from his wife for another month. Through a continually pouring rain we sailed
by the then deserted town of Hoonah, ascended with the rising tide a long, narrow,
shallow inlet, dragged our canoe a hundred yards over a little hill and then descended
with the receding tide another long, narrow passage down to Chatham Strait; and so
on to the mouth of Peril Strait which divided Baranof from Chichagof Island.

On the other side of Chatham Strait, opposite the mouth of Peril, we visited again
Angoon, the village of the Hootz-noos. From this town the painted and drunken war-
riors had come the winter before and attacked the Stickeens, killing old Tow-a-att,
Moses and another of our Christian Indians. The trouble was not settled yet, and al-
though the two tribes had exchanged some pledges and promised to fight no more, I
feared a fresh outbreak, and so thought it wise to pay another visit to the Hootz-noos.
As we approached Angoon, however, I heard the war-drums beating with their pecu-
liar cadence, “tum-tum” — a beat off— “tum-tum, tum-tum.” As we came up to the
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beach I saw what was seemingly the whole tribe dancing their war-dances, arrayed in
their war-paint with their fantastic war-gear on. So earnestly engaged were they in
their dance that they at first paid no attention whatever to me. My heart sank into
my boots. “They are going back to Wrangell to attack the Stickeens,” I thought, “and
there will be another bloody war.”

Driving our canoe ashore, we hurried up to the head chief of the Hootz-noos, who
was alternately haranguing his people and directing the dances.

“Anatlask,” I called, “what does this mean? You are going on the warpath. Tell me
what you are about. Are you going back to Stickeen?”

He looked at me vacantly a little while, and then a grin spread from ear to ear. It
was the same chief in whose house I had seen the idiot boy a year before.

“Come with me,” he said.

He led us into his house and across the room to where in state, surrounded by all
kinds of chieftain’s gear, Chilcat blankets, totemic carvings and paintings, chieftain’s
hats and cunningly woven baskets, there lay the body of a stalwart young man wrapped
in a button-embroidered blanket. The chief silently removed the blanket from the face
of the dead. The skull was completely crushed on one side as by a heavy blow. Then
the story came out.

The hootz, or big brown bear of that country, is as large and savage as the grizzly
bear of the Rockies. At certain seasons he is, as the natives say, “quonsum-soller”
(always mad). The natives seldom attack these bears, confining their attention to
the more timid and easily killed black bears. But this young man with a companion,
hunting on Baranof Island across the Strait, found himself suddenly confronted by
an enormous hootz. The young man rashly shot him with his musket, wounding him
sufficiently to make him furious. The tremendous brute hurled his thousand pounds
of ferocity at the hunter, and one little tap of that huge paw crushed his skull like
an egg-shell. His companion brought his body home; and now the whole tribe had
formally declared war on that bear, and all this dancing and painting and drumming
was in preparation for a war party, composed of all the men, dogs and guns in the
town. They were going on the warpath to get that bear. Greatly relieved, I gave them
my blessing and sped them on their way.

We had been rowing all night before this incident, and all the next night we sailed up
the tortuous Peril Strait, going upward with the flood, one man steering while the other
slept, to the meeting place of the waters; then down with the receding tide through
the islands, and so on to Sitka. Here we met a warm reception from the missionaries,
and also from the captain and officers of the old man-of-war Jamestown, afterwards
used as a school ship for the navy in the harbor of San Francisco.

Alaska at that time had no vestige of civil government, no means of punishing crime,
no civil officers except the customs collectors, no magistrate or police, — everyone was
a law to himself. The only sign of authority was this cumbersome sailing vessel with
its marines and sailors. It could not move out of Sitka harbor without first sending
by the monthly mail steamer to San Francisco for a tug to come and tow it through
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these intricate channels to the sea where the sails could be spread. Of course, it was
not of much use to this vast territory. The officers of the Jamestown were supposed to
be doing some surveying, but, lacking the means of travel, what they did amounted to
very little.

They were interested at once in our account of the discovery of Glacier Bay and
of the other unmapped bays and inlets that we had entered. At their request, from
Muir’s notes and our estimate of distances by our rate of sailing, and of directions from
observations of our little compass, we drew a rough map of Glacier Bay. This was sent
on to Washington by these officers and published by the Navy Department. For six
or seven years it was the only sailing chart of Glacier Bay, and two or three steamers
were wrecked, groping their way in these uncharted passages, before surveying vessels
began to make accurate maps. So from its beginning has Uncle Sam neglected this
greatest and richest of all his possessions.

Our little company separated at Sitka. Stickeen and our Indian crew were the first
to leave, embarking for a return trip to Wrangell by canoe. Stickeen had stuck close
to Muir, following him everywhere, crouching at his feet where he sat, sleeping in his
room at night. When the time came for him to leave Muir explained the matter to him
fully, talking to and reasoning with him as if he were human. Billy led him aboard the
canoe by a dog-chain, and the last Muir saw of him he was standing on of the canoe,
howling a sad farewell.

Muir sailed south on the monthly mail steamer; while I took passage on a trading
steamer for another missionary trip among the northern tribes.

So ended my canoe voyages with John Muir. Their memory is fresh and sweet as ever.
The flowing stream of years has not washed away nor dimmed the impressions of those
great days we spent together. Nearly all of them were cold, wet and uncomfortable, if
one were merely an animal, to be depressed or enlivened by physical conditions. But of
these so-called “hardships” Muir made nothing, and I caught his spirit; therefore, the
beauty, the glory, the wonder and the thrills of those weeks of exploration are with me
yet and shall endure — a rustless, inexhaustible treasure.
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The Man in Perspective: John Muir

He lived aloft, exultant, unafraid.

All things were good to him. The mountain old
Stretched gnarled hands to help him climb. The peak
Waved blithe snow-banner greeting; and for him

The rav’ning storm, aprowl for human life,

Purred like the lion at his trainer’s feet.

The grizzly met him on the narrow ledge,

Gave gruff “good morning” — and the right of way.
The blue-veined glacier, cold of heart and pale,
Warmed, at his gaze, to amethystine blush,

And murmured deep, fond undertones of love.

He walked apart from men, yet loved his kind,
And brought them treasures from his larger store.
For them he delved in mines of richer gold.
Earth’s messenger he was to human hearts.

The starry moss flower from its dizzy shelf,
The ouzel, shaking forth its spray of song,

The glacial runlet, tinkling its clear bell,

The rose-of-morn, abloom on snowy heights —
Each sent by him a jewel-word of cheer.

Blind eyes he opened and deaf ears unstopped.

He lived aloft, apart. He talked with God
In all the myriad tongues of God’s sweet world;
But still he came anear and talked with us,
Interpreting for God to listn’ing men.

VII. The Man in Perspective

THE FRIENDSHIP BETWEEN John Muir and myself was of that fine sort which
grows and deepens with absence almost as well as with companionship. Occasional
letters passed from one to the other. When I felt like writing to Muir I obeyed the
impulse without asking whether I “owed” him a letter, and he followed the same rule
— or rather lack of rule. Sometimes answers to these letters came quickly; sometimes
they were long delayed, so long that they were not answers at all. When I sent him
“news of his mountains and glaciers” that contained items really novel to him his replies
were immediate and enthusiastic. When he had found in his great outdoor museum
some peculiar treasure he talked over his find with me by letter.

Muir’s letters were never commonplace and sometimes they were long and rich. I
preserved them all; and when, a few years ago, an Alaska steamboat sank to the bottom
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John Muir in later life
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of the Yukon, carrying with it my library and all my literary possessions, the loss of
these letters from my friend caused me more sorrow than the loss of almost any other
of my many priceless treasures.

The summer of 1881, the year following that of our second canoe voyage, Muir went,
as scientific and literary expert, with the U.S. revenue cutter Rogers, which was sent
by the Government into the Arctic Ocean in search of the ill-fated De Long exploring
party. His published articles written on the revenue cutter were of great interest; but
in his more intimate letters to me there was a note of disappointment.

“There have been no mountains to climb,” he wrote, “although I have had entrancing
long-distance views of many. I have not had a chance to visit any glaciers. There were
no trees in those arctic regions, and but few flowers. Of God’s process of modeling the
world I saw but little — nothing for days but that limitless, relentless ice-pack. I was
confined within the narrow prison of the ship; I had no freedom, I went at the will
of other men; not of my own. It was very different from those glorious canoe voyages
with you in your beautiful, fruitful wilderness.”

A very brief visit at Muir’s home near Martinez, California, in the spring of 1883
found him at what he frankly said was very distasteful work — managing a large fruit
ranch. He was doing the work well and making his orchards pay large dividends; but
his heart was in the hills and woods. Eagerly he questioned me of my travels and of
the “progress” of the glaciers and woods of Alaska. Beyond a few short mountain trips
he had seen nothing for two years of his beloved wilds.

Passionately he voiced his discontent: “I am losing the precious days. I am degener-
ating into a machine for making money. I am learning nothing in this trivial world of
men. | must break away and get out into the mountains to learn the news.”

In 1888 the ten years’ limit which I had set for service in Alaska expired. The
educational necessities of my children and the feeling that was growing upon me like
a smothering cloud that if I remained much longer among the Indians I would lose all
power to talk or write good English, drove me from the Northwest to find a temporary
home in Southern California.

I had not notified Muir of my coming, but suddenly appeared in his orchard at
Martinez one day in early summer. It was cherry-picking time and he was out among
his trees superintending a large force of workmen. He saw me as soon as I discovered
him, and dropping the basket he was carrying came running to greet me with both
hands outstretched.

“Ah! my friend,” he cried, “I have been longing mightily for you. You have come to
take me on a canoe trip to the countries beyond — to Lituya and Yakutat bays and
Prince William Sound; have you not? My weariness of this hum-drum, work-a-day life
has grown so heavy it is like to crush me. I'm ready to break away and go with you
whenever you say.”

“No,” I replied, “I am leaving Alaska.”
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“Man, man!” protested Muir, “how can you do it? You’ll never carry out such a
notion as that in the world. Your heart will cry every day for the North like a lost
child; and in your sleep the snow-banners of your white peaks will beckon to you.

“Why, look at me,” he said, “and take warning. I'm a horrible example. I, who have
breathed the mountain air — who have really lived a life of freedom — condemned to
penal servitude with these miserable little bald-heads!” (holding up a bunch of cherries).
“Boxing them up; putting them in prison! And for money! Man! I'm like to die of the
shame of it.

“And then you’re not safe a day in this sordid world of money-grubbing men. I came
near dying a mean, civilized death, the other day. A Chinaman emptied a bucket of
phosphorus over me and almost burned me up. How different that would have been
from a nice white death in the crevasse of a glacier!

“Gin it were na for my bairnies I'd rin awa’ frae a’ this tribble an’ hale ye back
north wi’ me.”

So Muir would run on, now in English, now in broad Scotch; but through all his
raillery there ran a note of longing for the wilderness. “I want to see what is going
on,” he said. “So many great events are happening, and I’'m not there to see them. I'm
learning nothing here that will do me any good.”

I spent the night with him, and we talked till long after midnight, sailing anew
our voyages of enchantment. He had just completed his work of editing “Picturesque
California” and gave me a set of the beautiful volumes.

Our paths did not converge again for nine years; but I was to have, after all, a few
more Alaska days with John Muir. The itch of the wanderlust in my feet had become
a wearisome, nervous ache, increasing with the years, and the call of the wild more
imperative, until the fierce yearning for the North was at times more than I could bear.

The first of the great northward gold stampedes — that of 1897 to the Klondyke
in Northwestern Canada on the borders of Alaska — afforded me the opportunity for
which I was longing to return to the land of my heart. The latter part of August saw me
on The Queen, the largest of that great fleet of passenger boats that were traversing the
thousand miles of wonder and beauty between Seattle and Skagway. These steamboats
were all laden with gold seekers and their goods. Seattle sprang into prominence and
wealth, doubling her population in a few months. From every community in the United
States, from all Canada and from many lands across the oceans came that strange
mob of lawyers, doctors, clerks, merchants, farmers, mechanics, engineers, reporters,
sharpers — all gold-struck — all mad with excitement — all rushing pell-mell into a
thousand new and hard experiences.

As I stood on the upper deck of the vessel, watching the strange scene on the dock,
who should come up the gang-plank but John Muir, wearing the same old gray ulster
and Scotch cap! It was the last place in the world I would have looked for him. But
he was not stampeding to the Klondyke. His being there at that time was really an
accident. In company with two other eminent “tree-men” he had been spending the
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summer in the study of the forests of Canada and the three were “climaxing,” as they
said, in the forests of Alaska.

Five pleasurable days we had together on board The Queen. Muir was vastly amused
by the motley crowd of excited men, their various outfits, their queer equipment, their
ridiculous notions of camping and life in the wilderness. “A nest of ants,” he called
them, “taken to a strange country and stirred up with a stick.”

As our steamboat touched at Port Townsend, Muir received a long telegram from a
San Francisco newspaper, offering him a large sum if he would go over the mountains
and down the Yukon to the Klondyke, and write them letters about conditions there.
He brought the telegram to me, laughing heartily at the absurdity of anybody making
him such a proposition.

“Do they think I’'m daft,” he asked, “like a’ the lave o’ thae puir bodies? When I go
into that wild it will not be in a crowd like this or on such a sordid mission. Ah! my
old friend, they’ll be spoiling our grand Alaska.”

He offered to secure for me the reporter’s job tendered to him. I refused, urging my
lack of training for such work and my more important and responsible position.

“Why, that same paper has a host of reporters on the way to the Klondyke now,”
I said. “There is — —” (naming a noted poet and author of the Coast). “He must be
half-way down to Dawson by this time.”

« doesn’t count,” replied Muir, “for the patent reason that everybody knows
he can’t tell the truth. The poor fellow is not to blame for it. He was just made that
way. Everybody will read with delight his wonderful tales of the trail, but nobody will
believe him. We all know him too well.”

Muir contracted a hard cold the first night out from Seattle. The hot, close stateroom
and a cold blast through the narrow window were the cause. A distressing cough racked
his whole frame. When he refused to go to a physician who was on the boat I brought
the doctor to him. After the usual examination the physician asked, “What do you
generally do for a cold?”

“Oh,” said Muir, “I shiver it away.”

“Explain yourself,” said the puzzled doctor.

“We-11,” drawled Muir, “two or three years ago I camped by the Muir Glacier for a
week. I had caught just such a cold as this from the same cause — a stuffy stateroom.
So I made me a little sled out of spruce boughs, put a blanket and some sea biscuit on it
and set out up the glacier. I got into a labyrinth of crevasses and a driving snowstorm,
and had to spend the night on the ice ten miles from land. I sat on the sled all night
or thrashed about it, and had a dickens of a time; I shivered so hard I shook the sled
to pieces. When morning came my cold was all gone. That is my prescription, Doctor.
You are welcome to use it in your practice.”

“Well,” laughed the doctor, “if I had such patients as you in such a country as this I
might try your heroic remedy, but I am afraid it would hardly serve in general practice.’

Muir and I made the most of these few days together, and walked the decks till late
each night, for he had much to tell me. He had at last written his story of Stickeen; and

)
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was working on books treating of the Big Trees, the National Parks and the glaciers
of Alaska.

At Wrangell, as we went ashore, we were greeted by joyful exclamations from the
little company of old Stickeen Indians we found on the dock. That sharp intaking of
the breath which is the Thlinget’s note of surprise and delight, and the words Nuknate
Ankow ka Glate Ankow (Priest Chief and Ice Chief) passed along the line. Death had
made many gaps in the old circle of friends, both white and native, but the welcome
from those who remained warmed our hearts.

From Wrangell northward the steamboat followed the route of our canoe voyage of
1880 through Wrangell Narrows into Prince Frederick Sound, past Norris Glacier and
Holkham Bay into Stevens Passage, past Taku Bay to Juneau and on to Lynn Canal
— then on the track of our voyage of 1879 up to Haines and beyond fifteen miles to
that new, chaotic camp in the woods called Skagway.

The two or three days which it took The Queen to discharge her load of passengers
and cargo of their outfits were spent by Muir and his scientific companions in roaming
the forests and mountains about Skagway and examining the flora of that region. They
kept mostly off the trail of the struggling, straggling army of Cheechakoes (newcomers)
who were blunderingly trying to get their goods and themselves across the rugged,
jagged mountains on their way to the promised land of gold; but Muir found time to
spend some hours with me in my camp under a hemlock, where he ate again of my
cooking over a camp-fire.

“You are going on a strange journey this time, my friend,” he admonished me. “I
don’t envy you. You'll have a hard time keeping your heart light and simple in the
midst of this crowd of madmen. Instead of the music of the wind among the spruce-tops
and the tinkling of the waterfalls, your ears will be filled with the oaths and groans
of these poor, deluded, self-burdened men. Keep close to Nature’s heart, yourself; and
break clear away, once in a while, and climb a mountain or spend a week in the woods.
Wash your spirit clean from the earth-stains of this sordid, gold-seeking crowd in God’s
pure air. It will help you in your efforts to bring to these men something better than
gold. Don’t lose your freedom and your love of the Earth as God made it.”

In 1899 it was my good fortune to have one more Alaska day with John Muir at
Skagway. After a year in the Klondyke I had spent the winter of 1898-99 in the Eastern
States arousing the Christian public to the needs of this newly discovered Empire of
the North; and was returning with other ministers to interior and western Alaska. The
White Pass Railroad was completed only to the summit; and it was a laborious task,
requiring a month of very hard work, to get our goods from Skagway over the thirty
miles of mountains to Lake Bennett, where we could load them on our open boat for
the voyage of two thousand miles down the Yukon.

While I was engaged in this task there came to Skagway the steamship George W.
Elder, carrying one of the most remarkable companies of scientific men ever gathered
together in one expedition. Mr. Harriman, the great railroad magnate, had chartered
the steamer, and had invited as his guests many men of world reputation in various
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branches of natural science. Among them were John Burroughs, Drs. Merriam and
Dahl of the Smithsonian Institute, and, not least, John Muir. Indeed he was called the
Nestor of the expedition and his advice followed as that of no other.

The enticing proposition was made me by Muir, and backed by Mr. Harriman’s
personal invitation, that I should join this distinguished company, share Muir’s state-
room and spend the summer cruising along the southern and western coasts of Alaska.
However, the new mining camps were calling with a still more imperative voice, and 1
had to turn my back to the Coast and face the great, sun-bathed Interior. But what
a joy and inspiration it would have been to climb Muir, Geicke and Taylor glaciers
again with Muir, note the rapid progress God was making in His work of landscape
gardening by means of these great tools, make at last our deferred visits to Lituya and
Yakutat bays and the fine glaciers of Prince William’s Sound, and renew my studies
of this good world under my great Master.

A letter from Muir about his summer’s cruise, written in November, 1899, reached
me at Nome in June, 1900; for those of us who had reached that bleak, exposed
northwestern coast and wintered there did not get any mail for six months. We were
fifteen hundred miles from a post-office.

In his letter Muir wrote: “The voyage was a grand one, and I saw much that was
new to me and packed full of interest and instruction. But, do you know, I longed to
break away from the steamboat and its splendid company, get a dugout canoe and a
crew of Indians, and, with you as my companion, poke into the nooks and crannies of
the mountains and glaciers which we could not reach from the steamer. What great
days we have had together, you and I!”

This day at Skagway, in 1899, was the last of my Alaska days with John Muir,
except as I bring them back and live them over in my thoughts. How often in my long
voyages, by canoe or steamer, among the thousand islands of southeastern Alaska, the
intricate channels of Prince William’s Sound, the great rivers, and multitudinous lakes
of the Interior, and the treeless, windswept coasts of Bering Sea and the Arctic Ocean;
or in my tramps in the summer over the mountains and plains of Alaska, or in the
winter with my dogs over the frozen wilderness fighting the great battle with the fierce
cold or spellbound under the magic of the Aurora — how often have I longed for the
presence of Muir to heighten my enjoyment by his higher ecstasy, or reveal to me what
I was too dull to see or understand. I have had inspiring companions, and my life has
been blessed by many friendships inestimably precious and rich; but for me the World
has produced but one John Muir; and to no other man do I feel that I owe so much;
for I was blind and he made me see!

Only once since 1899 did I meet him, and then but for an hour at his temporary
home in Los Angeles in 1910. He was putting the finishing touches on his rich volume,
“The Story of My Boyhood and Youth.” I submitted for his review and correction
the article which forms the first two chapters of this book. With that nice regard for
absolute verity which always characterized him he pointed out two or three passages in
which his recollection clashed with mine, and I at once made the changes he suggested.
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Muir never grew old. After he was sixty years of age (as men count age) some of
his most daring feats of mountain climbing and some of his longest journeys into the
wilds were undertaken. When he was past seventy he was still tramping and camping
in the forests and among the hills. When he was seventy-three he made long trips to
South America and Africa, and to the very end he was exploring, studying, working
and enjoying.

All his writings exult with the spirit of immortal youth. There is in his books an
intimate companionship with the trees, the mountains, the flowers and the animals,
that is altogether fine. Surely no such books of mountains and forests were ever written
as his “Mountains of California,” “My First Summer in the Sierra,” “The Yosemite” and
“Our National Parks.” His brooks and trees are the abode of dryads and hamadryads
— they live and talk.

And when he writes of the animals he has met in his rambles, without any attempt
to put into their characters anything that does not belong to them, without “manu-
facturing his data,” he somehow manages to do much more than introduce them to
you; he makes you their intimate and admiring friends, as he was. His ouzel bobs you
a cheery good morning and sprays you with its “ripple of song”; his Douglas squirrel
scolds and swears at you with rough good-nature; and his big-horn gazes at you with
frank and friendly eyes and challenges you to follow to its splendid heights, not as a
hunter but as a companion. You love them all, as Muir did.

As an instance of this power in his writings, when I returned from the Klondyke in
1898 the story of Stickeen had been published in a magazine a few months before. I
met in New York a daughter of the great Field family, who when a child had heard
me tell of Muir’s exploit in rescuing me from the mountain top, and who had shouted
with delight when I told of our sliding down the mountain in the moraine gravel. She
asked me eagerly if I was the Mr. Young mentioned in Muir’s story. When I said that
I was she called to her companions and introduced me as the Owner of Stickeen; and
I was content to have as my claim to an earthly immortality my ownership of an
immortalized dog.

I cannot think of John Muir as dead, or as much changed from the man with whom
I canoed and camped. He was too much a part of nature — too natural — to be
separated from his mountains, trees and glaciers. Somewhere, I am sure, he is making
other explorations, solving other natural problems, using that brilliant, inventive genius
to good effect; and some time again I shall hear him unfold anew, with still clearer
insight and more eloquent words, fresh secrets of his “mountains of God.”

The Thlingets have a Happy Hunting Ground in the Spirit Land for dogs as well
as for men; and Muir used to contend that they were right — that the so-called lower
animals have as much right to a Heaven as humans. I wonder if he has found a still
more beautiful — a glorified — Stickeen; and if the little fellow still follows and frisks
about him as in those old days. I like to think so; and when I too cross the Great
Divide — and it can’t be long now — I shall look eagerly for them both to be my
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companions in fresh adventures. In the meantime I am lonely for them and think of
them often, and say, with The Harvester, “What a dog! — and what a MAN!!”
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