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AMONG THE ANIMALS OF THE YOSEMITL.

Tue Sierra bear, brown or gray, the
sequoia of the animals, tramps over all
the park, though few travelers have the
pleasure of seeing him. On he fares
through the majestic forests anid eafions,
facing all sorts of weather, rejoicing in
his strength, everywhere at home, har-
monizing with the trees and rocks aml
shaggy chaparral.  Happy fellow ! his
lines have fallen in pleasant places, —
lily gardens in silver-fir forests, miles of
bushes in endless variety and exuberance
of bloom over hill-waves und valleys and
along the banks of streams, eafions full
of musie and waterfalls, parks fair as
Eden, —places in which one might ex-
pect to meet angels rather than bears.

In this happy land no famine comes
nigh him. All the year round his bread
iz sure, for s;ne of the thousand kinds
that he likes are always in season and
accessible, ranged on the shelves of the
mountains like stores in a pantry. From
one to another, from elimate to climete,
up and down he climbs, feasting on each
in turn, — enjoying as great variety as
if he traveled to far-off eountries north
and south. To him almost everything
iz food except granite. Every tree helps
to feed him, every bush and herb, with
fruits and flowers, leaves and bark ; and
all the animals he can eateh, — bad-
gers, gophers, ground squirrels, lizards,
snakes, ete., and ants, bees, wasps, old
and young, together with their eges and
Inrvee and nests. Crannehed and hashed,
down all go to his marvelons stomach,
and vanish as if cast into a fire. What
digestion ! A sheep or a wounded deer
or a pig he eats warm, about as quickly
as a hoy eats a buttered muflin; or should
the meat be a manth old, it still is wel-
comed with tremendons relish.  After so
gross a meal as this, perhaps the next will
be strawberries and elover, or rasphberries
with mushroams and nots. or prekery

acorns and chiokecherries.  And as if
fearing that anything eatable in all his
dominions should escape being eaten, he
breaks into cabins to look after supar,
dvied apples, bacon, ete.  Oveasionally
he eats the mountaineer’s bed ; bat when
he has had a full meal of more tempt-
ing dainties he usually leaves it undis-
turbed, though he has been known to
drag it up through a hole in the roof,
carry it to the foot of a tree, and lie
down on it to enjoy a siesta. Eating
everything, never is he himself eaten
except by man, and only man is an
enemy to be feared. * War meat,” said
a hunter from whom I was seeking in-
formation, “b'ar meat iz the best meat in
the mountaing ; their skins make the best
beds, and their grease the best butter.
Biseuit shortened with b'ar grease goes
as far as beans ; a man will walk all day
on a conple of them biseuit.”

In my first interview with a Sierra
bear we were frightened and embar-
rassed, both of us, but the hear's be-
havior was better than mine. When 1
discovered him, he was standing in a
narrow strip of meadow, and T was eon-
cealed behind a tree on the side of it.
After studying his appearance as he
stood at rest, I rushed toward him to
frighten him, that T mnight stody his gait
But, contrary to all T had
heard abont the shyness of bears, he did
not ran at all ; and when T stopped short
within a few steps of him, as he held his
ground in a fighting attitude, my mizstake
was monstronsly plain. T was then put
on my good bebavier, and never after-
ward forgot the right manners of the
wilderness,

This happened on my first Sierra ex-
entsion in the forest to the north of
Yosemite Valley. T was eager to meet
the animals, and many of them came to
me as if willing to show themselves and
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species, and is distributed as widely on
the Sierra as the Douglas.  Every for-
est however dense or opew, every hilltop
and eafion however ]Jl'LIH]l:r' or bare, 18
cheered and enlivened by this happy lit-
tle animal. You are likely to notice him
first on the lower edge of the coniferous
Lelt, where the sabine and vellow pines
II.II.':.'\Et 3 El]ll,] l]Ll!‘[Il:B upwa.l'd. ;"'l:l '|-'I-'i“."‘,-'|-'E :,"U'Il
may, you will find him every day, even
in winter, unless the weather is stormy.
He is an exceedingly interesting little
fellow, full of odd, quaint ways, conlid-
ing, thinking no evil; and without be-
ing a squirrel — a true shadow - tail —
he lives the life of a squirrel, and has
almost all sguirrelish aceomplishments
without agpressive quarrelsomeness.

I never weary of watehing him as he
frisks about in the bushes, gathering
seeds and berries ; poising on slender
twigs of wild cherry, shad, chinguapin,
buckthorn  bramble ; eaE:'mlmEug &Iﬂng
prostrate trunks or over the grassy, nee-
dle - strewn forest floor; darting from
boulder to boulder on glacial pavements
and the tops of the great domes. When
the seeds of the conifers are ripe, he
climbs the trees and eols off the cones
for & winter store, wﬂrk‘lug diligentl_}f,
though not with the tremendous lightning
energy of the Douglas, who frequently
drives him ont of the best trecs.  Then
he lies in wait, amd |Ji::]££i up a share of
the burs cot off by his dominesring
cousing, and stores them beneath logs
and in hollows. Few of the Sierra an-
imals are so well liked as this little airy,
flaffy “half squirrel, half spermophile.
So gentle, confiding, and buosily cheery
and ]m]_‘.-y_}"_. he takes one’s heart and
keeps his place among the best loved of
the mountain darlings. A diligent eol-
lector of seeds, nuts, and berries, of
course he is well fed, though never in
the least dumpy with fat. On the con-
trary, he looks like a mere fuff of fur,
welghing but little more than a field
monse, and of his frisky, birdlike live-
liness without haste there is no end.

Among the Animals of the Fosemite.

Douglas can bark with his mouth elosed,
Lut little quad always opens his when
he talks or sings.
able variety of notes which correspond
with his movements, some of them awest
and liguid, like water dripping into a
pool with tinkling sound.  His eyes are
black and anmimated, shining like dew.
He seems dearly to like teasing a dog,
venturing within a few feet of it, then
frisking away with a lively chipping and
low squirrelish churring ; beating time
to his musie, sneh as it i3, with his tail,
which at each chip and churr describes a
half cirele. Not even Dounglas is surer-
footed or takes greater risks. 1 have
seen him running about on sheer Yose-
mite eliffs, holding on with as little ef-
fort as a fly and as little thought of
danger in places where, if he had made
the least ﬁ]ip, b would have fallen thou-
sands of feet. How fine it would be
eonld mountaineers move aboul on pre-
cipiees with the same sure grip!

Before the pine -nuts are ripe, prass
seeds and those of the many species of
ceanothius, with strawbervies, raspber-
ries, and the soft red thimbleberries of
Bulus wutlanus, form the bulk of his
food, and a neater eater 13 not to be
found in the mountains. Bees powdered
with pollen, poking their blunt noses into
the bells of flowers, are comparatively
clumsy and boorish.  Frisking along
some fallen pine or fir, when the grass
seeds arve ripe, he looks about him, eon-
sidering which of the tufts he sees is
likely to have the best, rans out to it, se-
lects what he thinks is sure to be a good
head, cuts it off, carries it to the top of
the log, sits upright and nibbles out the
grain without getting awns in his mouth,
tarning the head round, holding it and
fingering it as if playing ona flute ; then
skips for another and another, bringing
them to the saine dfnil:lp:—lug.

The woodehuek — Aretowiys monax —
dwells on high bleak ridpes and boulder
]}i]ﬂa H and a ve ry different sort of monn-
taineer is he, — bolky, fat, aldermanie.

He has a consider-
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and fairly bloated at times by hearty in-
dulgence in the lush pastures of his airy
]:Il.'l'[l:IEa
dull animal.  Tn the midst of what we
regard as storm-heaten desolation, high
in the frosty air, beside the glaciers, he
pipes and whistles right cheerily, and
lives to a gowd old age.  If you are as
early a riser as he is, you may oftentimes
see him come blinking out of his bur-
row to meet the first beams of the morn-
ing and take a sunbath on some favorite
Hattopped boulder.  Afterward, well
warmed, he goes to breakfast in one of
his garden hollows, eats heartily like a
eow in clover until comfortably swollen,
then goes a-visiting, and plays and loves
and tights,

In the spring of 1875, when I was
exploring the peaks and glaciers about
the head of the middle fork of the Sau
Joagquin, I had erossed the range from
the head of Owen River, and one morn-
ing, passing around a frozen lnke where
the snow was perhaps ten feet deep, I
was surprised to find the fresh track of
a woodchuek plainly marked, the sun
having softened the surface.  What
eould the animal be thinking of, coming
out so early while all the ground was
snow-buried ¥ The steady trend of his
track showed he had a definite alm, and
fortunately it was toward a mountain
thirteen thousand feet high that T meant
to elimb.  So I followed to see if T eould
find out what he was up to. From the
base of the mountain the track pointed
straight up, and I knew by the melting
snow that [ was not far behind him.
I lost the track on ﬂ,f'.rulnhli_ng 1-h1gq.-,
partly projecting through the snow, but
soon discovered it again.  Well toward
the summit of the mountain, in an open
spot on the south side, nearly inclosed
by disintegrating pinnacles among which
the sun heat reverberated, making an
isolated pateh of warm elimate, I found
a nice garden, full of rock eress, phlox,
silene, draba, ete., and a few grasses;
and in this garden T overtook the wan-

And yet he is by no means a
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dever, enjoying a fine fresh meal, per-
haps the first of the season. How did
he know the way to this one garden spot,
so high and far off, and what told him
that it was in bloom while vet the snow
wis ten feet deep over his den?  For
this it would seem he would need more
botanieal, topographical, and climatolo-
gical knowledge than most mountaineers
are possessed of.

The shy, curious mountain beaver —
Hupdaden — lives on the heights, not far
from the woodehnek. e digrs canals
and eontrols the flow of small streams
under the sod, cuts large quantities of
grasg, lupines, amd other plants, lays
them out in neat piles with the stems all
ome way to dry, like hay, and stores
them in underground chambers.  These
hayfields on the mountain tops, showing
busy, thoughtful life where one deemed
himself alone, are starvtling,  And it is
starthng, too, when one is camped on
the edge of a sloping meadow near the
homes of these industrions mountaineers,
to be awakened in the still night by the
sound of water rushing and gurgling un-
der one's head in a newly formed canal.
Pouched gophers also have a way of
awakening nervous eampers that is quite
a3 exciting as the haplodon’s plan; that
is, by aseries of firm upward pushes
when they are driving tunnels and shov-
ing up the dirt. One naturally eries
out, * Who s there 2" and then dizeover-
ing the cause, © All right. Go on. Good-
might,” and goes to sleep again.

The woml rat — Nesfone —is one of
the most interesting of the Sierra ani-
mals. He is seareely at all like the
commaon rat, is nearly twice as large,
has a delicate soft fur of a bluish slate
color, white on the belly, large ears thin
and translucent, eves full and liquid and
mild in expression, nose blunt and squir-
velish, slender claws sharp as needles,
and as his limbs are strong he ean climb
about as well as a squirrel; while no rat
or squirrel has so innocent a look, is
so easily approached, or in general ex-



