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INTRODUCTORY NOTE

T IS the purpose of this little volume to create and
foster in the Yosemite visitor an interest in that fast

dying race the Western Indian; in his mode of life, his
customs, his religious beliefs and legends, in the days

before the coming of the white man sounded the death
knell of his people.

In the compilation of the information presented in the
following pages the writer has supplemented the knowl-
edge gained while living in the mountains of California and
from his friendship with the Indians, by liberal reference
to other writings notable among which are, “The Dawn
of the World,” Professor C. Hart Merriam; “Indians of
the Yosemite,” Galen Clark; “In the Heart of the Sierras,”
J. M. Hutchings; “The Discovery of the Yosemite,”
Dr. L. H. Bunnell; “History of Fresno County,” W. W.
Elliot & Co.; “The Yosemite,” John Muir; and “Trees
of California,” Willis L. Jepson; “The Story of the Yo-
semite Valley,” F. E. Matthes; “Geology Physical and
Historical,” H. F. Cleland Ph. D.

The writer wishes to make it clear, however, that this
is in no sense to be considered a scientific treatise of the
subject; rather has it been the design to supply simply
written information.
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THE LORE AND THE LURE OF THE YOSEMITE

The chapters on the Yosemite Valley the Big Trees and
Geology are included with the hope that they may play
some small part in instilling in the heart of the reader an
interest in and a love for our National Park, and an
appreciation of the efforts of the men who have made it
possible as well as those who so efficiently administer its
affairs.

HerBERT EARL WILSON.
Yosemite, California,
April 21, 1925.
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CHAPTER I

THE COMING OF THE WHITE MAN TO YOSEMITE

ERE in the valley of Yosemite there dwelt in peace

and plenty the people of Te-na-ya. They went about

their quiet lives happy and contented. They were never
visited except by members of some neighboring tribes,
and then only on the occasion of their annual feast. They
had few wars and these with their bitterest enemies.
One day a runner from a friendly tribe on the great
plains to the west brought into the Valley tales of the
coming from the west of a strange people who had white
skins, who brought with them many beasts of burden and

[13]



THE LORE AND THE LURE OF THE YOSEMITE

great quantities of strange goods. Chief Te-na-ya sent
out scouts and runners to verify these tales, and from
vantage points along the trails to the west these men
watched, with keen eyes and breathless interest, for the
arrival of these new people. By and by their watch was
rewarded by the sight, far in the west, of a long line of
the pale faced people moving steadily toward them. At
first sight of this invasion of their lands by an alien race
the Indians were wrathful; that anyone should venture
into their hunting ground without having first obtained
the permission of their chief, infuriated them. But think-
ing it best to be at peace with these new people, they
advanced to meet them and to bid them be welcome in
the land. This the white men did; making their camps
they scattered out here and there into the foothill
country in search of gold. The runners of Te-na-ya went
back to their chief and reported what they had seen, but
for many days no white man came to their valley.
Among the white men was one James D. Savage, who
early realized the value of the trust and friendship of the
Indian people and set about to win them. The newcomers
were all more or less successful in their search for gold
and tales of their successes spread back to the plains and
caused others to come. They soon found themselves in
need of supplies and Savage erected a store and trading
post on the Merced River below the mouth of the South
Fork. Here the miners brought their gold to be traded
for provisions and clothing. Here also came the Indians
to marvel at the strange goods and ways of the white
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THE LORE AND THE LURE OF THE YOSEMITE

men. In the round-houses of the tribes throughout the
mountains long evenings were spent in discussion of the
new people and the strange yellow metal which they dug
from the ground or panned from the streams, which was
so valuable that it could be traded at the white man’s
store for blankets and food. They decided to find out
about it and accordingly a number of the braves sought
employment as laborers on the claims of the pale faces.
These carried back to their tribes tales of the metal and
the manner in which the white man found it. It was only
a short time then until a number of the Indians them-
selves had claims and were digging the yellow gold and
trading it into the store of Savage for clothing, orna-
ments, blankets, and food. But, the white men came in
ever increasing numbers in their feverish search for gold,
overrunning the country and bringing with them hogs
and donkeys that ate up and destroyed the acorn crop.
Meadows of sweet clover and grasses were plowed up and
destroyed that the white man might plant his crops of
grain. The game was killed or driven from the hills by
the rifles of the miners, and the fish were seined from the
streams in great numbers. The Indian looked with fear
upon this despoliation of his country. The situation grew
so grave that a council of the chiefs and headmen of the
tribes was called to discuss it. The outcome of this con-
ference was the presentation to the white men of a
proposition that they should share with the Indians all
the gold found as a compensation for the damage done
the country. The Indians also said that if this were done

[16]
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the miners and their families would be allowed to remain
in peace. The implied threat in this proposal made the
white men very indignant and they not only scornfully
refused to comply with the request, but all of the Indians
who had claims of their own were driven from the ground,
and the claims taken and worked by white men.
Another council was called to discuss this new move
of the whites, and it was decided that all of the tribes
should unite to drive them from the country. In the
meantime Savage had prospered. He had gone quietly
about winning the friendship of the Indians, had taken
several squaws to be his wives, and as a consequence
was on intimate terms with most of the tribes. But, in
spite of this he did not escape the system of depredations
now inaugurated by the Indians and his trading post on
the Merced River was raided during his absence by a
mixed band of marauding Indians, who after carrying off
everything that was of any use to them, destroyed the
remaining goods. Savage then moved his store to a spot
on Mariposa Creek near the present site of the town of
Mariposa. He also erected a branch store on the Fresno
River, but in a short time this was raided and plundered.
Savage, who through his Indian wives was more or less
in touch with the feelings and doings of the tribes, feared
a general outbreak. In order to prevent this he conceived
the plan of taking one of his squaws and a young chief
with him to San Francisco, where he hoped to so impress
them with the number and strength of the white men
that on their return they would advise their tribes against

[17]
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resistance to the invasion of the miners. This plan was
carried out, but upon their arrival in San Francisco the
young chief, much to Savage’s disgust, got drunk and
remained in that happy state throughout their stay.
During a quarrel brought on by the conduct of the Indian
Savage lost his temper and struck him in the face, knock-
ing him to the floor. He regretted his action instantly and
hoped that the Indian, being drunk at the time, would
not remember the incident when he became sober. After
remaining for several days they returned to the trading
post on the Fresno River. On their arrival there the
Indians gathered around the young chief and the squaw
eager to hear their tales of what they had seen in the
white man’s village. Savage hoped that the chief would
tell all the Indians about the large number of white men
in the city. But instead of this he made a speech during
which he said that their brother, meaning Savage, was not
loyal, that while in the city he had struck him in the
face and knocked him down. That, while there were a
great number of men in the village of the white men, they
were not the same strong men as the miners, that they
wore fine robes and high hats and rode in carriages, their
faces were very pale, they were a weak people not given
to war, and that if the Indians made war on the miners
these people from the city would not come to help their
brothers. Savage then realized that the plan had failed
and that some other action was necessary to subdue the
Indians.

A short time after the speech of the young chief the
Indians organized their forces and began a series of raids

[18]
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on the white settlers. Outlying camps were robbed and
burned. Miners going to and from their claims were
ambushed and killed. Things grew so serious that a
force of whites was organized by Savage and Sheriff
James Burney, of Mariposa, to drive out the Indians
responsible for the outrages. For a time this force was
successful in restoring order, but the continued depre-
dations of the Indians in the foothill country resulted in
an appeal to Governor McDougall for troops. This
appeal was answered by the organization on February
10, 1851, of the Mariposa Battalion, a force of some two
hundred men recruited from among the settlers. Savage
was elected as Major to command the force, and three
Captains were elected, John I. Kuykendall, to command
company A, John Bowling, to command company B, and
William Dill, to command company C. This force was
hurried through a short period of training and entered
the field against the hostile Indians. After much chasing
around, several minor battles, and the loss of a few men,
they were successful in capturing a large number of the
Indians. In the meantime the United States Indian
Commissioners had taken up the case and a reservation
had been prepared for the Indians on the Fresno River
twelve miles east of where the city of Madera now stands.
Many of the Indians who escaped the soldiers now sur-
rendered on the assurance of the Commissioners that no
harm would come to them at the hands of the whites, and
they, with those captured, were sent to the reservation.

[19]
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The Indians accounted for in this way numbered nearly
all of those in the region except chief Te-na-va and his
band, who were known to be located somewhere on the
upper Merced River, beyond the furthest point yet
explored by the whites. Major Savage had been repeated-
ly warned by his faithful Indian guides that he must not
attempt to enter the stronghold of chief Te-na-ya, as it
was the valley of death and evil spirits, at whose gate-
way stood a great rock chief, from the crown of whose
head rocks would be rolled down to crush any who tried
to enter. However, not daunted by these tales, the little
band of hardy men, who, now that their task was nearly
finished, were eager to be done and back to their homes,
prepared to pursue Te-na-ya into his famous stronghold,
and accordingly started in the direction of the Valley.
Arriving at the South Fork of the Merced River they
surprised and captured a small band of roving Indians
who surrendered without resistance. Here the battalion
went into camp and despatched a runner into the
stronghold of Te-na-ya, requesting him to come to the
camp and treat with them. The following day Te-na-ya
answered the summons in person. A proposal that he
take his tribe in peace to the reservation that had been
prepared for them on the Fresno River, where they
would be cared for by the white men, was met with the
explanation that if he should venture with his people
from their stronghold in the Valley they would be
pounced upon and killed by their enemies. Te-na-ya
said that he and his people were peaceful and happy in
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their valley where there was plenty of food, and that he
cared not to go to the camp of the pale faces, there to
live upon the bounty of an alien race. But the arguments
of the white men prevailed and Te-na-ya agreed that
if allowed to return to his valley alone he would bring
back with him his people to the camp of the soldiers.
His request was granted and the next day he returned
alone to the camp, saying that his people were coming,
but that the snow was so deep that they could not move
fast with their heavy burdens. After several days had
passed and no Indians arrived, Major Savage detailed
a guard for the prisoners and proceeded with the re-
mainder of his command in the direction of the famous
stronghold, taking Te-na-ya with him as a guide. On
the way they were met by about seventy of Te-na-ya's
band making their way through the deep snow in the
direction of the soldier’s camp. After being told by his
Indian guides that these were only a part of Te-na-ya's
people Major Savage detailed a second guard to escort
the prisoners to the camp, and again proceeded toward
the Valley. As he had little faith in Te-na-ya as a guide
another Indian from the band was selected and Te-na-ya
sent back to the camp with the soldiers.

At a point near what is now known as Inspiration
Point, they came upon their first view of the Valley,
March 25, 1851. It is impossible to define the feelings
with which the different men of the command greeted
their first view of this wonderland that has since become
famous throughout the world. But, as it was Indians
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and not scenery that they were in search of, they made
their way to the floor of the Valley and made camp for
the night.

After the duties of the camp were attended to, and the
men had had their supper, they gathered around the
campfire to discuss the events of the day. The question
of a name for the Valley came up for discussion. By this
time the beauty and majesty of their surroundings had
made an impression on most of them, and such sug-
gestions as ‘‘Paradise Valley’’ and ‘““Happy Valley’ were
numerous, but Dr. L. H. Bunnell, a private in Company
B, suggested that it be named for the Indians who lived
there. A verbal vote was taken and Dr. Bunnell’s sug-
gestion was adopted. The people of Te-na-ya were known
to the white men as the Yo-sem-i-tes, and the Valley
was accordingly named Yo-sem-i-te.

The following day the command made a thorough
search of the Valley, but with the exception of one old
squaw, who was too old to travel, and who had accord-
ingly been left behind to die, they found no Indians. They
did, however, find some huts which showed signs of
recent occupation and several large caches of acorns and
nuts, all of which they destroyed. Being short of supplies
they returned that afternoon to their camp on the South
Fork. From there they returned to their headquarters on
Mariposa Creek, sending Te-na-ya and the other cap-
tives with an escort to the reservation.

While this was going on a number of the Indians on
the reservation had become dissatisfied with the arrange-
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ments made for their comfort, and had made their escape
to the hills. A second expedition was determined on to
return these to the reservation, where the authorities
had determined to keep all of the Indians, as well as for
the purpose of another effort to bring in the remainder
of Te-na-ya’s band. This force under command of Cap-
tain Bowling, Major Savage being engaged in conference
with the Commissioners at the reservation, entered the
Valley again on May 9, 1851, and made camp near where
the Yosemite Village now stands.

In the meantime Te-na-ya had made his escape from
the reservation and was supposed to have rejoined his
people in the Valley. The following day the soldiers
surprised and captured a party of five Indian scouts near
the base of the peaks now known as The Three Brothers.
These were taken into camp where it developed that
three of them were brothers, and the sons of the old
chief. They assured Captain Bowling that if allowed to
go alone they could and would persuade Te-na-ya to
surrender with all of his people. Upon this assurance
Captain Bowling allowed two of them to go, holding the
other three as hostages. The two Indians did not return
and Captain Bowling sent out a messenger with instruc-
tions to try to get in touch with Te-na-ya and tell him
that he was expected in the camp. This messenger located
Te-na-ya on top of the cliffs to the right of Indian
Canyon, from which point the old chief had been watch-
ing the movements of the soldiers in the Valley, and held
conversation with him from the bottom of the cliff.

[23]
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Te-na-ya said that he did not want to go back to the
reservation, but would make peace with the white men
if they would allow him and his people to stay in their
Valley. This information the messenger brought back to
Captain Bowling, and several scouting parties were sent
out in an attempt to capture the old chief. During the
day the three captives who had been allowed the freedom
of the camp, made an attempt to escape in which one of
them was successful. The other two were then bound to a
tree, but later in the day succeeded in loosening their
bonds and made another break for freedom, whereupon
the guards fired at them, killing one and wounding
the other. The one killed turned out to be the youngest
son of Te-na-ya.

One of the scouting parties sent out by Captain
Bowling was successful in surrounding and capturing
Te-na-ya, whom they brought back into camp. Upon his
arrival there the first object to meet his gaze was the
dead body of his youngest son. His grief over this be-
reavement was pitiful, and for several days he maintained
an unbroken silence, making no response to expressions
of regret and sympathy on the part of officers and men,
and disdainfully ignoring repeated questions as to the
whereabouts of the remainder of his band. Despite a
feeling of genuine sympathy Captain Bowling declined
to take any chances of the wily old chief making another
escape and had him bound and watched. With the
characteristic hauteur of his race Te-na-ya resented
bitterly the indignity of being tied up and made every
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effort to escape. There was an abundance of sweet clover
growing in the meadow about the camp and Captain
Bowling, knowing the Indians’ fondness for this, directed
that Te-na-ya be allowed to have some of it. The guards
then turned the old chief out on the meadow with a rope
tied to his leg much in the manner of a hobbled horse.
One afternoon while thus occupied he succeeded in freeing
his leg from the rope and made a dash for the river and
freedom, but was caught and brought back by his guards,
whereupon he broke his long silence in an impassioned
speech, directed at Captain Bowling, and which Dr.
Bunnell in his book, ‘“The Discovery of the Yosemite,”
translates thus: “Kill me, sir, Captain! Yes, kill me, as
you killed my son; as you would kill my people if they
were to come to you! You would kill all my race if you
had the power. Yes, sir, American, you can now tell your
warriors to kill the old chief; you have made me sorrow-
ful, my life dark; you have killed the child of my heart,
why not kill the father? But wait a little; when I am dead,
I will call to my people to come to you; I will call louder
than you have had me call (referring to the expressed
wishes of the officers that he should call in his people);
that they shall hear me in their sleep, and come to avenge
the death of their chief and his son. Yes, sir, American,
my spirit will make trouble for you and your people, as
you have caused trouble to me and my people. With the
wizards I will follow the white men and make them fear
me. You may kill me, sir, Captain, but you shall not live
in peace. I will follow in your footsteps, I will not leave
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my home, but be with the spirits among the rocks, the
waterfalls, in the river and the winds; wheresoever you
go, I will be with you. You will not see me, but you will
fear the spirit of the old chief, and grow cold. The great
spirits have spoken! I have done.”

But Captain Bowling had no desire to kill the old chief,
whose bravery he so much admired, and told him so with
renewed protestations of regret for the death of his son,
whereupon Te-na-ya relaxed again into sullen silence.

In the meantime a systematic search for the remaining
members of Te-na-ya’s band was being conducted by the
soldiers, and information was brought in by a guide that
they had been located in a camp on top of the mountain
at the upper end of the Valley. The soldiers immediately
started in pursuit, making their way in some places over
snow five or six feet deep. Finally smoke was seen curling
through the tree tops and proceeding cautiously, they
found the Indians camped near a beautiful little lake.
Quietly surrounding the camp they surprised and cap-
tured the Indians, who surrendered without resistance.
The lake was then given the name of the old chief who
had offered such stubborn resistance to the white men,
and whose bravery and spirit was universally admired by
the command, and to this day is known as Lake Te-na-ya.

The Indians were brought down to the camp in the
Valley and thence to the reservation on the Fresno
River. Here they early proved the wisdom of their old
chief’s contention by rapidly degenerating under the
influence of the white man’s so-called civilization. They
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demonstrated quickly the Indian’s natural ability to
absorb all of the white man’s vices and inability to absorb
any of his virtues. Their morals were ruined in their
attempt to follow the examples of the baser sort of white
men with whom they came in contact. Their old tribal
customs and beliefs were ignored, and diseases with which
their medicine men were unfamiliar lessened their ranks.

Te-na-ya begged to be allowed to take the remaining
members of his tribe back to their valley in the moun-
tains, promising that neither he nor any of his people
would ever again make trouble for the whites. After
much pleading he was allowed to go, taking with him
only the members of his immediate family, but he was
soon joined by other members of his band who escaped
from the reservation, and made their way back to the
Valley. They were allowed to remain there unmolested
until, in the spring of 1852, a party of five prospectors
entered the Valley. They were attacked by the Yo-sem-i-
tes and two of their number were killed. The remaining
three hid in the rocks until nightfall and succeeded in
making their way out of the Valley and back to Mariposa.
When the story of the murder of the two miners reached
the officer in command of the Federal troops at Fort
Miller, on the San Joaquin River, a detachment of
regular soldiers under command of Lieutenant Moore,
U. S. A,, was sent into the Valley to capture the Indians
responsible for the outrage. This force succeeded in
capturing a few of the Indians, the balance, led by Te-
na-ya, making their escape to the hills around the Valley.
Among those captured were five who were wearing the
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clothing of the murdered men, and these five Lieutenant
Moore lined up and ordered shot. The naked and muti-
lated bodies of the dead men were found and buried in the
Valley; being the first white men to be killed there. After
making an unsuccessful search for Te-na-ya and the re-
mainder of the band, this force returned to Fort Miller.

Shortly afterward Te-na-ya, fearing that the white men
would come again to take him to their hated reservation,
gathered about him the remaining members of his tribe
and crossed the mountains to Mo-no Lake, where they
lived until the summer of 1853 with the Mo-no tribe. In
the late summer of that year they returned to their
Valley. Shortly after their return a party of Te-na-ya’s
braves again crossed the mountains and stole a band of
horses from the tribe whose hospitality they had so
lately enjoyed. This ungrateful action so infuriated the
Mo-nos that, donning their war paint, they started, under
the leadership of a young Mo-no chief, in pursuit of the
thieves. From the rim of the Valley above the camp of
Te-na-ya this young chief looked down upon the Yo-
sem-i-tes in the midst of a feast. Bringing his warriors
down into the Valley they surprised Te-na-ya and his
braves, and in the hand-to-hand fight that followed
Te-na-ya was struck in the head by a rock hurled by a
young Mo-no brave and killed. It was perhaps fitting
that the old chief should die in the Valley which he had
so loved, and which, according to his lights, he had so
stubbornly tried to retain for himself and his people. In
this battle the Yo-sem-i-tes were practically exterminated
and very few of their descendants are to be found today.
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CHAPTER 1II

THE STORY OF YOSEMITE

T IS not generally known that the Yosemite Valley is
a very small part of the Yosemite National Park.
Nearly all visitors to Yosemite are surprised to learn that
the Park embraces over eleven hundred square miles of
territory.

To those who are at all interested in nature the woods
and streams of the Park present a fascinating study.
To the naturalist they will reveal a wealth of forms, in
fact, out-door scientists of almost every kind find the
area a particularly fortunate spot for the pursuit of their
studies. Within its boundaries are to be found more than
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eighty species of animal life, over two hundred different
varieties of birds, about twelve hundred varieties of
ferns and flowering plants, thirty-five species of trees,
including three groves of the giant sequoia, or ‘“‘Big
Trees,” ten varieties of trout, twenty-one species of
reptiles, eleven different varieties of amphibians or
batrachians, and a myriad of insects. Throughout the
region the legibility of the records left by the glaciers and
other tools used by nature in forming the continent is a
source of unending interest to geologists.

However, despite its size, one of the charming features
of this playground is the easy accessibility of its higher
reaches. Leading from the Valley are easy trails up which
the out-of-doors devotee may strike into a mountain
land of surpassing grandeur and charm. A land sprinkled
with park-like glades, dotted with lakes of exceeding
beauty so numerous as to preclude the possibility of dis-
tinguishing them by name, watered by sparkling streams
that are the children of mountain glacier and eternal
snow, and whose banks are often wholly hidden in luxur-
iant masses of fern and flowering growth of many kinds
and colors, clothed with endless forests of magnificent
trees, and blessed with an enchanted climate.

Just to have seen the Valley, to have stood in the awe
inspiring and thought inducing presence of its combina-
tion of majesty and loveliness, is itself satisfaction, but
to wander through the higher reaches, to stand in the
mighty shadows of the heaven reaching mountains, to
climb into their embrace, to penetrate into their intimate
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recesses, to know their flowerstrewn glacier-chiseled
canyons and granite cradled lakes, to stand upon their
bare, ice-bound summits and hold communion with the
sky is an unforgettable experience.

THE GATEWAY

The varying emotions with which mere man greets his
first view of Yosemite Valley, like human nature itself,
run the scale from flippancy to tears of awe and reverence.
Any attempt to describe the unutterable grandeur and
sublimity of the scene unrolled before him only serves to
demonstrate the pitiful inadequacy of our language to
measure up to such a task. Well might Hutchings say,
“When the painter’s art can build the rainbow upon
canvas so as to deceive the sense of sight—when simple
words can tell the depth and height, the length and
breadth, of a single thought—or the metaphysician’s
skill delineate, beyond peradventure, the hidden mys-
teries of a living soul—then, ah! then, it may be possible.”

It is utterably beyond the power of language to convey
any impression of the awe-inspiring majesty of the walls
of solid granite that enclose the Valley on every side,
darkly frowning and seemingly overhanging, as though to
threaten with instant annihilation any who denied their
power. If man ever feels his utter insignificance, his in-
finitesimal importance as a mere atom in the scheme of
things, it should be when gazing upon this scene of
appalling grandeur so charmingly blended with tran-
scendent loveliness.
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Before you, as you enter the gateway, winds the beauti-
ful Merced River, singing on its way from its source in
the snow-capped peaks of the high Sierra to its ultimate
destination in the bosom of the Father of Oceans, while
flanking the river is a grass-carpeted, flower-strewn
meadow, the sight of which is as a benediction among all
the impressive magnificence of its setting..

BRIDAL VEIL FALL

On the right the eye is drawn, as by a magnet, to
Bridal Veil Fall, pouring over and down the mighty cliff
from its elevated canyon bed six hundred and twenty
feet above, to be torn and dashed into silvery spray on
the rocks below. Famed in song and story the world over,
this fall furnishes a scenic spectacle of such intrinsic
beauty the eye never wearies of gazing upon it. The grace-
fully waving sheets of gauzy spray glimmering in the
sunlight, the ever-changing rainbow hued clouds of mist
that chase each other in such graceful abandon from
bottom to top of the slender column; the ethereal and
spirit-like quality of the whole inspires a feeling of ad-
miration and awe almost amounting to reverence.

EL CAPITAN

Across The Gateway, facing Bridal Veil Fall, stands
El Capitan, called by the Indians, Tu-tok-a-nu-la, or
“rock chief.” To apply human standards of measurement
to this monarch of mountains is sacrilege. To attempt by
mere words and figures to convey some idea of its stu-
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pendous massiveness, its nobl‘y-dcﬁant impressive indi-
viduality, is rankest folly. Towering over thirty-six
hundred feet above the Valley floor, more than twice the
height of Gibraltar, the world’s largest and highest rock,
the world’s most nearly perpendicular cliff, embracing on
its surface over three hundred and twenty acres of
glacier-worn, storm-beaten solid granite, the unspeakable
grandeur, the preeminent glory and strength, the air of
unutterable age, irresistible power, and infinite repose of
El Capitan beggar description. Here this great ‘‘rock
chief” stands, the mightiest, the most glorious of his
kind, keeping perpetual vigil over the rock portals of his
kingdom, and we can but bow our heads in reverent awe
to receive the benediction which he bestows upon all who
pass his throne.

RIBBON FALL

Looking across to the left toward the top of the moun-
tain a gleaming silvery thread of lace-like drapery can be
seen, pouring over the cliffs at an elevation of thirty-three
hundred feet above the road. This is Ribbon Fall, named
by the Indians Lung-oo-too-koo-yah, or ‘‘the graceful
and slender one.” Shooting out from a canyon three
hundred feet deep, which it has chiseled for itself in the
mountain top, the stream falls in a torrent of exceeding
beauty, surrounded by gauzy clouds of vari-colored mist,
over sixteen hundred feet into the rocky basin below.
Viewed from a distance the water seems to descend with
a slow and easy grace that is captivating in the extreme.
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But when standing near, one is appalled by the rapidity
of its fall and the smashing vibration of its impact on the
rocks. In the early spring, when the stream is augmented
by rains and melting snows, the sheer loveliness of this,
the world's highest unbroken waterfall, is charming
beyond words.

THE VALLEY

Once inside the Valley, enclosed by its mighty, temple-
walls, when its heaven-reaching cliffs have thrown their
mile long shadows over us, when the marvelous combina-
tion of beauty and grandeur, of noble cliff and waving
flower, of leaping waterfall and tinkling brook, of mag-
nificent tree and soft green grass, of light and shade and
color, has made its first vivid impression we feel as
though we were entering the joint abode of all the titans
and fairies. And as the silvery thread of the river glistens
down the long vistas that open before us, as the grand
panorama ever-changing keeps us in an ecstasy of
wonder and delight; as at every step some new beauty
presents itself, as crystal streams, whose mossy banks
are fringed with flowers that are always blooming, and
grasses that are ever green, gurgle and ripple across our
path, as one looks up between the towering pines and
spreading oaks to the unyielding cliffs that rise in such
noble outline against the blue vault of heaven, or watches
the ever-changing lights and shadows that follow in such
rapid succession across the sun-bathed face of El Capitan,
or the gusty torrent of Yosemite Fall as it leaps the cloud-
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draped summit of the cliff to be dashed into dazzling
spray on the immovable granite below, we are prone to
acknowledge the truth of the statement, ‘“Yosemite has
not a rival on this earth.”

And, when the gaze has roamed around the rim of the
Valley, when Cathedral Rocks, Cathedral Spires, Sen-
tinel Rock, Glacier Point, Half Dome, Clouds Rest,
Mount Watkins, Basket Dome, North Dome, Washing-
ton Column, Royal Arches, The Three Brothers, and a
score of other impressive points, have brought to us their
age old message, and the myriad of beauties of a myriad
of nooks and corners have insinuated themselves into
our consciousness, this impression is vivified.

CATHEDRAL ROCKS

Above the Bridal Veil Fall towers Cathedral Rocks,
one of the salient points of this end of the Valley, holding
for the real cliff lover a personality and attractiveness
all their own, though dwarfed by their proximity to the
overshadowing hulk of El Capitan.

CATHEDRAL SPIRES

Next to Cathedral Rocks is one of the most striking
rock formations in the Valley, Cathedral Spires, called
by the Indians Pu-see-na Chuck-ah, or ‘“‘mouseproof
storehouse.” The double pinnacled towers are a real
architectural structure; two monoliths of granite climb-
ing nearly twenty-two hundred feet into the zenith, and
buttressed at their base by boulders of every conceivable
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size and shape piled in magnificent confusion. Nearby
can still be seen a white scar on the granite marking the
site of a third spire which report has it was shaken down
during the earthquake of 1857, and the debris of which
is said to have covered thirty acres. Aloof, dignified,
sphinx-like, it is fascinating to ruminate on what miracles
of evolution they have gazed, what ravages of flood and
storm and glacier they have withstood.

THE THREE BROTHERS

Facing the Cathedral Spires across the Valley are The
Three Brothers, so called, it is said, from the fact that on
the second expedition of the Mariposa Battalion into the
Valley in 1851, a party of Indian scouts were captured
near the base of this mountain, three of whom turned out
to be brothers, the sons of old chief Te-na-ya. The Indian
name for these peaks is Waw-haw-kee, signifying ‘‘falling
rocks.” Here again the almost perfect symmetry of outline
suggests man’s collaboration in the more unthinking
architecture of nature.

SENTINEL ROCK

A short distance further up the Valley and on the
opposite side stands Sentinel Rock, the dominating land-
mark of the southern rim of the Valley, named by the
Indians Loi-ya, or ‘“‘water basket.” Towering three
thousand feet above the floor of the Valley, this magnifi-
cent column of granite, showing on its weather-worn
face all shades of translucent grays and blues and mauves,
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