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moun
locally called,
noble eye-rest for
the California
traveler, from
whichever way he
approaches its
derness of
caks and pines.
Bistory docs ot
tell us who gave
ot inesestig lindimask it svsical
Jewish name, but it was my good fort-
une fo run across an old hunter who
told_how, in the carly fiftics, one Pierre
de Léon, an educated Frenchman, came
to live with the Indians hereabout, and
s arose between the
ibes, a council of chiefs took
lace on this central mountain, and De
éon, who was present, was said to have
begun an_cloquent speech with_the dec-
laration, “We are the Great Sanhedrin
of the Nomalackie tribess
The name_thus dramatically intro-
duced into Indian nomenclature, has
since clung fo the traditions of this vast
“council-chamber’—Nature’s  “Hall ~ of
Gazzith’—whose superb appointments
of tree colonnade, rock seulpture, cloud-
icturing fountains, & rich mosaic of
Bora for_ pavement, and the whole bur-
nished hesvens for roof, B it more for
the mecting place of gods than for white
Fators o Diggers i war-paint.
Viewed from the Russian River val-
ey, Sanhedrin runs of
noduled ridge against the northern blue,
its height hardly less than the snow-
scarred cones of Mount Hull, St. John,
and Snow Mountain. This group of
Coast Range summits forms the up
apex of a rugged spur whose rrendP
from northeast fo southwest, the whole
including what is known to the few as
the best deerprserve in California.
cn, therefore, Sam

2.k

and
Doctor George wasmitm s 6 o them
in their regular summer's hunt on

hedsin, the avitation. was glad» ac-

cepted
here were five of us in the party, with
hunting equipments, saddles, blankets,

ON 'S

s Eames

and “grub-box,” all snugly packed in
a stout spring "wagon and car, Pedio,
he Doctors dear<dog, shared, the back-
seat with the Commodore. Not one o
US, unless it be Pedro, is likely to forget
that morning’s drive out the orchar
lane and on up the long, shining valley
with_its mmpfimem of river blue, the
wind sweet and cool in our faces, a
broad sunrise brilliance on the mount
ains, and all the shaggy wild-wood of
the foor-hills gathering fo us. Sixtee
miles on up stieam, and we trace the
Russian River fo its head in Potter
Valley, where modest farm-homes_peep
at the’pussrs-by chrough loops of £
vines and windows framed 'in appl
bou

ghs.
Hojond the peassfal valley e sad
turns leftward fo let us squecze between
the steepled bowlders that overlook
Conl Creck. Thence on we zigzag actoss
broken uplands, down whose gardened
caitons the snow treasures of
some casading to che south fork of the
Eel Rive

At this season the Eel River has
3 summer flow measuring no_ gregter
depth than reached our wagon
winter shows a different phaseﬂ [
ing torrent impossible &
cccasonal pilirim 1o Sanhedrin soli
fudes, et submic 1o be ewung across,
from bank to bank, in a basket hanging
from a cal

In climbing out of Day’s Vale, our in-
terest in the, landscape grew apace; we
were beginning the ascent of Sanhe-
drin. The forest became denser—not
massed in solid shades, but grouped in
beautifl open, groves, the darle plumes

f conifers in lovely contrast to the

of conit
age of oak and madrofio and the palc
green of hazel.

High and still higher we mount, every
foot of the ascent bringing fresh won-
derment at the vastness and grandeur
of the mo\\nrain world about us. The
colossal ctween us and Mount
Tt o b Moo e roadway
of Ecl River, its lof
cut of jagged forcure by

ﬁemml the whole as wid as i
newly created imes we catch the
glint of warer Som depths of gorge.
§e Tunch by ‘s bowlder-¢hoked sa,
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and eat the thimble-berrics on its banks
for dessert, Afrer an hour's rest we are
again on the road.

This glorious wildetness is 0 choice
feeding-ground for deer. The broad
forests on the cast and south of Sanhe-
drin are, as yet, practically inaccessible
to lumber traffic, and no pick of miner
has defaced the comfortably-cushioned
rocks, Bren stockeraing i at a disad-
vantage, lies so late on
These Sipine highlands. that only migea-
tory flocks and herds come up from
the valleys o graze in the short warm
season.

The dece's frvorite browse is chemi-
sal—chemise brush” it is
1L, e nime 5 Fpporsd mibe oF
Indian origin. Whole ‘mountain fronts
grow this thorny, dull-colored shrub,
g thoely ehe the unimuiing pesnet
has’ been swept deer greedily
Redilison b iy, TheR
high woodlands also furnish unlimited
supplics of other —leaves, buds,
shoots, moss-fiber, acorns—any of which
deer prefer to the sweetest of young
s, Wher wisier ity o smiall Ui,
ed by masterful old bucks, work their
way gradually down to warmer alti-
tudes, keeping as much as possible to
sheltéred passes.

to Sanhedrin—was housed and dream-
ing under living towers of cedar and
pine. I have never scen mightier speci-
mens of these trees in the Sierra or
northern Coast Range than are mar-
shaled here in stabwart clans four thou-
Sand GeRt dbovt eailevel,
We wound up the south slope of the
mountain, through mile above mile of
he sun darted jave-
B hmough the dim vault of the ixems,
young oaks clapped their leaves
joyously, there was a spiced coolness in
the air, and the vigorous splash of Cedar
made malt in dhe ravine thac
walled in the road. oard was
naled © an obiusive Ao
modore hailed us to “heave to fill he
made out the u)lors
Our “sailor man” spelt out the strag-
gliog Toters of Thachclors Cumn® i
the horses were turned off the road,
when they crashed uphill through a
tangle of berried shrubbery. A few
rods’ of this, and the great pines stood
aside to make room on a sunny glade
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for saplig onks, Sam and Burk were
already and unloading the carr,
There weic t90, o ot ok fnuh, aeil
we all turned to at the jolly work of
reglating  camp

fure scemed to, have done the plan-
ning for us, and with a felicitous regard
for the relations of beauty and urility.
You saw at once which niche she in-
tended for the dining-room, the sun-
procf boughs of a fir for celng, and
ills of interlocked alder and

er-
ool A ihen square. dbbgle had
an indoor water supply to delight the

Ghit SFha mowt Sciak houeksepts,
While Sam_energetically proportioned
ff the stream into “spring-house,” sink
and cellar, t

Building the
fltting Pihe sacki ol elay isioriar itk

the nicety of a_stone-mason. In the
meantime  the Commodore constructed
table, benches and stools, the boards

having been brought from a little mill

a mile up the divide. Burk and I busied
ourselves at various odd jobs, and finally
settle cuttingfir-boughs

When it came fo getting supper, Sam
mtunly el nto plice o> head ook
his experience in the army and in many
5 Tt i, ki B o
expert in outdoor cooking.
Add to this a painstaking knowledge of
wooderaft and deer-lore, with unfailing
good humor and helpfulness, and Sam'’s
Virtues as a comrade may be readily
understood.

While we lingered over supper, a
young man with two hunting-dogs rode
up and handed us a can of fresh
eral *how d'y

here were ow d'y dos’
and  hand-shakings, followed by the
cager  question

“Seen any deer lately, Jimmic?”

The answer was not 5o encouraging
as we expecte

“There was plenty awhile back, but
last wcck a_cou risco hunters
was all Do hre vt Panths
Canon, aishontin’ every digger-sqpie]

chipmunk they sce, 50 of course

el e iy a

Jimmic could not wait just then to
frrthor sdvise st e said e “grassed
he'd bettr it 3, move o, a5 them s
was alone at the cabin’—meaning his
it wnil st it b promiscd
guide us to the best hunting on the
mountain.

After the exertion of the day, we
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were cired and sleepy, and made lide
ecEiony ol husiyig o bed:

tent was 5pm ‘o the upper chamber
of the grove, and in all ks magnmcem
castle of out-of-doors there

more inviting or et epartment.
Two giants’ a Pine and a fir, upheld the
stately arch of doorway through, whi
we looked down upon the “lower
story” our eyes f\scm«red by the
weird night- ! The
Tmoldering ee Tr Befully e caverns
ous dark of t rchcn, where sms
ot e o

fings to. ights, Outside. e R
ot y che light, the black munks of
the ‘Sects. stoad Hlleu stockade, and
beyond them the e meannbic gloom
of the forest.

One nowely in our tent was @ minia
fure well, wide and of
cual Sepiti—a breskiin theseenst of
cdrth above an underground stream.
We had our bed dircetly over this
stream, and from my pillow 1 could di

into the fern-fringed bowl.
ecstasy of privacy and
acquainting. themsclves
“ith the ing, fa-
grant mattress, and my senses
Ciously lulled 0 sleep by the S
che running. brock.

xt pent in overhaul-
ing mm L scraightening up camp,
Tasying off a bit now and hen in the
mesponsxble way that is half the charm
of out-door living. Near sunset Sam
thouldered his rifl and with Pedro. at
i heels, callied forth @ ity himselt
of the whereabouts of dee we
planned an car i e mnorning.
Northern California, and more
par(nulnl» Mendocino, the chase is
rried on with trained hounds,
some of which cost their masters no
inconsiderable sum. A sheepman will-
ingly gives one hundred dollars for a
good “armint dog,” and often numbers
six to a dozen in his pack.

A shepherd-dog is generally con-
sidered the best for deer, though a cross
with a foxhound and abloodhound will
often a mongrel superior to
ither parent for deer-hunting. *A

an' have too goos Sa
roseed. i, thes oy 2. puse. Dloodheund
Wl e delay and trouble by sticking
too long fo a frail

There are two varicties of black-tail

deer— Cariacus columbianus— found

ON SANHEDRIN.
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to-day on Sanhedsin: the forked-horm
Pacific or Const deer, and the “spran-

horn, the larter by far the more
humerous.

When Sam sauntered into camp an
hour or two later, our neighbor was
making his nightly call with the milk.
Sam asked him “Which way had we
better go in the morming?

was a momentary scratching
of the dak curly pate.

“Well, T reckon we jump more deer
down on the river, an’ that's your best

ime me an’ my wife was

“There lays a_deer!’
there was a big ‘spran-
et e oot one e 5
Yearling. 1 had only Dads old W
Shestes but 1 lee iy an' jest shaved the
old feflers rump, an” b, lie downil

€ a jump, an’ 1 los
CIp and Spot [kis two dogs] headed off
he liele spike cll T got in a shot an’
kiled him! It had something curous
“bout if; its horns was hard with the
gelret on. 1 never seeonethac-a-vay

s

agreed that the four of us
shoatd sl Jimmic as soon after
ybreak as possible, Burk promising
cimp. Accordogly
orning, [ as fazed
mething like a bomb e
ploding tlosess o myscars Tejwas mm,
whooping outside the tent. The Ci
modore snorted, slecpily,
and then oundered back t
drew the blankers over his. bal
B il e o T & el
and stuck it with melted tallow to a box,

day
e

(hen felt for his neck-band, and hook

im till his_eyes stoo e
bawled lustily,” Belav dnr‘ 3 h\ﬁer
this fectual ener”  we

hurrcd into our dohis. and joined the
others in the ficlight

A hasty breakfast was caten, while.
Pedro siand sbout, his eyes and tad clo-
quently mindful of what was in pros-
pect. When we took the guns from
their cases and made a start for th
horses, the ntelligent brute rocted
from one to the other of us

he was as

ady scented
the
P atie BROLE With. PEEREE
weather, the wide bluc. of the sky
ppped by ponderous pose” the e
ey

uberance of undusmndmi
sure of the hunt as e

the world, a bre
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waking fo music the vibrant pins, and
every flling stream a tuneful undertone
to infinite harmonics. It was not so
carly but a digger-squirrel scurried over
the dry leaves and cones in_ostentatious
search for his breakfast of pine-nuts.
The bark of this plebeian of the Sciuride
is so cvidently an impertinence, that one
is_provoked to silence it even at the risk
of putting to_flight nobler gam

We rode single file dowrs the. mount-
cin. When we: reached Jimmic's cabin,
the family was cating out-of-doors, the
dogs nosing about the lege of the Gble

Tul deley ar the cabin wei & shoet
one, as lunmxes horse was saddled,
and 'soon”he was in advance, piloting us
over a south_exposure of wild mountain-
side fo the Eel River canon. We spoke
under our breath, as deer are keen to
detect the human voice, but are often
indifernt o sounds made by catle and
horses. In this rough-country hunting
& Biid 1 cukh 54 posmibls 18
lessen the labor of the chase. Sam’s
Billy seemed to enter quite as intelli-
gendly into the sport as his master, who
related instances where he loaded one

or two deer on him and then sent him
alone_back to his partner in camp, while
he—Sam—contintied the running down

of a wounded buck.
en well over an intervening ridge

bristling with chemisal, Jimmie called
the dogs after him and struck out alone
down the river to th
the wind.
acute that the greatest caution is neces-
sary to keep to leeward, until he is
brought by the hounds within range.

For some silent minues the rest of us
walked our on an obscure trail
Fihiay-up the Hops, where e crerkon
a sweep of upper and lover hillides and
Geiaron ing a verdant dip
where springs gush, we see_sharp-toe
e mf judge that five deer at
feast have been here to. crink within an
hour. Thence on, our excitement and
cagerness augment with every step, and
our eyes rest searchingly upon each ob-
ject that bears a likeness to the game.

Suddenly the hounds give tongue—
portentous outburst A
ains catch and give back in a thousand
stirring echoes. With bounding pulses
we urge our horses toward a group of
oaks. Sam hears Pedro's prolonged,
mournful bay in the lead, and crics
exultingly:

SEPTEMBER.

“He's jumped a deer
music. Now for luck, boys.

hey are grand—those urgent, death-
thirsting yells, which make cataracts
of our blood! Flinging ourselves out
of stirrups into the shade, we fic up
uickly; then with rifles held so as to
clear the chemise brush, we stumble
heedfully over the lip of the scarp. Sam

on ahead, and a5 Pedro’s trumpet
challenge grows nearer and more fri

Just hear the

ous, leeps caling fo us in an extrava-
gance of relish, “Listen to that mu-
sic! It it beautiful?”

We are all equally enthusiastic, but
the Commodore scems at a
derstand ows with sympathy,
y confused. His eyes
wander from point to_point in 1 puzzled
way, and when Sam again exclaims,
et hear that chorus, boye! Grea
guns, but thats the music for me!”
bursts forth:
Tusicz 1 dont hear any music!
those dogs would keep seill, T m,zh[

t was said in all simplicity, but Sam
looked such daggers of disgust that 1
hastened to interpose by asking where
cach of us was fo be stationed.

Sam’s ardor had received a heavy
shock, and his answer is cold an
straight fo business:
y*au and the Commodore stay where

Doc, you had berter get u
on'dhac big rock below, and Tl go. st
farther down to those frees.

several vantage grounds within hallo-
ng distance of cach com-
ended the mouth of thees wmaall -
vines which opencd info the main defile
of the river. A deer is not apt fo run
across a caiton, but up or down if; and,
judging from the direction the dogd
were heading, it was certain the Com-
modore and 1 would get the first shot.
A few minutes’ breathless waiting,
and then a mad plunge through brush,
and the bump-burip of bounding hoofs, a
startling glimpse of flying horns and dun
fide, Snd the clamotous hounds prcak
Cover within s haindsed yards
Bangt my buller overtles the kb 2
foot—a common mistake in down-
il shooting; and the Commedore, who
BEd movet befoid hutn s mild deet,
stares open-mouthed and forgets he hat
a gun. Crack again! 2
smoke below us, and the Doctor gers
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off his pedestal with more haste than
dignity, ‘and running across a strip of
open ground, dbappears behind o para-
t o
PWe made the precipitous descent at
breakneck speed, coming upon the scene
just as the Docror was imperturbabl
shifing the posiion of a big buck $0 as
to turn downhill, that the blood
might bt oo S gaping wound
in the thioat. The dogs, panting but
Hited, bowded sound ar
coming leisurely up, the bullet-hole
vag poiated out 1o biin.
“Phew! Spine cut in two as clean as
o whistle, Doc ant much of a hunter
but fetch alon
vour deer an
's the best run-
ning-shot in the
country.”
T h'e Doctor's
jolly laugh se the
s agog, and a
blue f.;,g, Ferched
on the polished
of 2 madroiio

v in
company. We all
voted the buck a

noble prize; fat,
glossy of rump,
and with an im’
frontlet of
orn wray

ped in beautiful
mouse-gray vel-

"Fhe next thing
in order was the

he skin was split

the knces then un-
jointed, and the limp ends crossed
dingonally and used as toggles through
the st gambrels of the hind le

i) igenicie mantpislarion 1he butes
adjusts the carcass to his shoulders as
he would a knapsack, and is thus en-
abled to carry the weight with the least
poseible friction and fuigue.

‘After an exhavsting scile of the hot
cafion wall, cach of us taking furns at
packing the deer, we emerged from the
Jungle of chemisal to the shelterin,
cal, wherg fimmic was waiting witl
the horses. The sun being now high, w
e oF i mindl 0 ek by

AN EXHAUSTING SCALE.

ON SANHEDRIN. =
refresh and cool off. All were as hungry
as cannibals, so it was a great relicf to
find chac Burk had the dinner well
under way when we got there, and Sam
i only o put the fnishing fouches by
doing © a tuen some venison steal.
His “practiced fingers delicately die-
posed the floured pieces in the smoking
grease, and the appetizing odors_that
arose made my mouth water. Burk
about the wood-pile, and the
in brown “Mother Hubbard”
flowered calico neckerchicf
loosely around his nec]
ng over one arm, and a long steel
sl ready for use—cut a comic
figure as second

Tve cut

right, you can’t
cat enough of it
to_hure y
That night, for
a late supper, we
had deer meat in
another form—a
“digger roast,” as
the boys called
it A saddle
of venison,
sprinkled wich
e was rolled in
wn

ed
The logs of the fire wers then pushed
back, a hole dug in the hot ashes, the
roast fitted in and covered with live
coals. During the hour it was to re-
prawled before the blazing
jch-pine, a forest of firewood fo our
Rand, ind. the whole night—the all-con-
tenting, star-hung nightbefore us
sk s decpening, Jim:
mics Wit camé along with o mightly
supply of milk. She laughed at our
FoR G0 et her retum alone thiough the
woods, and afeer a_grateful “good night,”
el up
in the black of the forest. The Docror
logked  afer bher, vith uncasinss
doesn't scem just right to let her
g0 e
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s if in answer to the kindly thought
a ringing note of song reached our cars,
fhe words. indistinguichable, but fhe 4t
wild and musical. It was repeated again
and again, each time sounding fainter
and sweerer through the hushed pines.
“She is nearly home,” said the Doctor,
5 v o el poki a the .
hortly after we had 3 picturesque
intruder—an old hunter, called “Dad”
He was well known to the boys, who
inade it ity weledniet D
the conventional overalls, a gray
Banael shie voinue o Biton ot the eck,
and a faded vest, with a whole row of
buttons off. His old felt hat might have
been the original, so battered and full of
holes was_it. He seated himself upon
one end of the long bench, and the Com-
modore sat cross-legged on the other,
both doing their best to balance their
seat on the hummocky floor. Then we
drew our visitor on to a graphic recital
of how he killed the biggest panther ever
scen on Sanhedrin—a ferocious beast
that measured over nine feet from tip
@ ip and weighed owo hundied pounds.
itement Dad rose to bet-
o slap s thighs, ‘the bench give s
vicious tilr, and behold, the Cammo-
ore’s legs beating a wild fatcoo in the
air_as he keeled completely over!
For four consecutive mornings we
to various hunting-grounds, «11
within five miles of camp, and o
ig

once came back without

=
than quail and grouse—the latter a
splendid  game-bird,  slary-blue  in

color and as large as a domestic hen.
Ve kept to “station-hunting,”
being less work about it, and more cer-
tainty of success. The biggest kill we
had was the morning the Docror shot
three deer, all before they could run
a hundred feet. That day the camp
vas owntocked with venison—four deet
strung up o the same stout [imb.
ade a handsome divide of spoils g
Timmic and the men at the mill, and as
2 team happened to be going through to
iah, sent a choice hind quarter to a
frend there.
had my firsc luck over beyond
wmdv Flat,” e Doctor and Pedro
to make the dnve On making the
ascent of a pine-tipped steep, we came
f0on 4 coible of Aeer Lt tws twit

Aot ek abont st et Ling.
The soil and leaves inside were worked
up fine and pressed down by plump

SEPTEMBER.

bodies, and_ the signs of recent o
cupapey so fresh chat we half believed
¢ yet warm. Pedro scented

e tial, s e il werk up.
to work down the south
fork of 2 cafion, which spread ifs arms
at our fect. The long hollows and hill-
sides were skirted with copses that deer
ove to haunt, and ers, moss-
spotted and wlnskercd were tumbled
sunny patches berween. Sam
sttioned ‘himself on & Fursy shelf across
the stream, and stood erect, gun in
hand, as fine a figure of a_mountain
hunter as one cares fo sce. The Com-
modore stood his ground directly op-
osite, where he fidieted and perspircd
I s S hd tae sportsman
he was from first to last a_self-confident
failure, but not once did he lose pluck

and energy.

From my position midway I faced a
romantic glen whose summer foliage
was all alight and murmurous. Anon
was the rap-tap-tap of that little car-

enter, the woodpecker, or the cheer-
Rl clatter of quail in the hazel brush,

ut altogether it was tedious waiting.

At fast Pedro opened—a faint bellow,
but fast growing louder and fiercer.
1 knew the honest fellow was talking
deer, for he never gave a false alarm,
and ‘so my fingers played nervously
with the trigger.

Then came the sharp report of
Sam's rifle. 1 thought, ~“There goes
my chance,” crash! thump! an
antlered head broke from behind a rock
not a_hundred yards off, and with no
consciousness of taking aim 1 blazed

T saw that 1 had winded him,
for e stumbled and_ turned from sight
downhill, by which 1 judged him hard

i, for o deer severely wounded is sure
to drag himeclf gulehward.
ran to see, and Pedro, leaping the

runnel below, 1 signed him to the spot.
He bounded ahead, and, when 1 came
up, was having & spirited b pouc wih @
six-pointer, the buck half lying, but
making desperate L L
sharp horns and hoofs. The knife
ended it, Pedro muttering savagely
meanwhilc

am, too, was not fo be outdone that
morning. He had brought down a two-
pointer; so we considered ourselves
vell epaid for a long forenoon, out.

To s due the credit of shooting
e e Paic forked-hoeh ses by ui o6
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trip. The fifth moming he went off
on a stll-hunt to Summit Lake—a pond
or dear-lick seven miles from our camp,
on Cedar Creck. He returned by the
middle of the afternoon, and the buck
he had slung across Billic was altogether
the largest we had yet come upon, and
its horns the handsomest.
closer to demand _particulars.
“T guess it was just a happenstance,’
Sam caid with an’adroit widk and. theust
of his tongue. “Generally a man don't
a deer, but just shoots at
What might be a pafc of ohe—a patch of
brown or gra ush above a pair
of slim sticks that look like legs, or
somewhere below fwo fips of ears or a
it of horn that the sun strikes.
time a bowlder Id been warching, up
and jumped fwenty fect in the air, an’
plunged downhill like an avalanche; so
Bt something in Lnowing s decr
when you see it. But this time 1 had a
whole broadside to aim at, an 1 tell you
was a_picture—smooth an’ fat, head up
and horns branching, ears g
the shiniest eyes smrinf
hi

the tri

1 wished T could sec the s
lue—then 2 bucl prettest animal
inthe wodd. T Kebw b’ co

then fell to browsing. Have you ever
noticed how a deer can't keep still a
second? He kept shaking, stamping
o wiggling his pul, always Bghting the
fleas and buck-flies. T didn’t dare wi
o0 ling, 50 1 drcey 5 e st took i
back of the shoulder”

We helped string up the buck, and
then all hands napped in the shade for

3 couple of hours. When T roused up
there was Sam methodically on
his ing off the head, schp

ing the horns from the skull, and skin-
ning the carcass—lamenting, mean-
while, that he had not done the last
while'the “animal was yer warm.

*Comes a sight casicr,” id, and
then showed e what T persistently 1y
to forget is there—the nest of maggots

always secreted in the cavity just below
the eyes in a deer.

“Ugh! that’s worse than a ship's
biscuit,” the Commodore exclaimed.

espite eternal vigilance on the part
of a docr, a By gecs up it postrls and
lays eggs, with the result related.
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‘When S«m lnd nndc a nc«r job of
the dressing, ceded to sack the
as the

peg and punched o hele in dhe boro

burlap sack. Then dmwmg the
string that held the h
the B, he passed the nd e
limb of 0 onk pulled on the cord, and
swung_the venison out of reach o
“varmints.”

“You see,” he cxplined with
Hlicensy; Ty’ puibii fhe hole sl
of cutting i, the mesh closes
around the string and keeps out the flics.”

was a master at handy tricks.
But the sack did not reach more than
halfway down, so cw another
sack over the exposed parts that it over-
Iapped the first, and then secured it by
baling rope about the miy

The day came all too soon for the
Commodore and me to leave Bachelor'
Camp, the rest of the party
GAcl' vy yeh weck Tonger
St 4h s o Wl sath
the nearest stay
the down coa
finish our_journey by rail—
dred and fifty
Swn Francisco in one day

On our L ght a’ crescent moon

un-
miles from Sanhedrin to

rocked
b pinnacied domes:
stole abroad, and the
of the mountains was
soothe We wandesed happily
the sogapince,
g tops the stars fabed (hrough
voyaging clouds. Such armfu
of scented cones as we carried fo Mmp
for that last night's burning! They
o thelaigoat T vt s, msasiaicn
71l the way From Aficen fo eighteen
inches in length, md when piled artist-
cally, the prettiest, crackliest
xmagmab
up at three in the morning,
andhyfouro ‘clock had breakfasted and
harnessed the horses. The Doctor was
clected to drive us_down Sanhedrin—a

betwe two fir-
A subdued zadnncc
rofound stillness
Eeter than, music

ca Im‘p—ﬁre
vere

Creck.
est o give us a chee o They
built a_pyramid of gummy cones at the
Htad o the road; and put'a missch 1 it
when we were ready to start. The Doc-
tor mounted to the front scaf, took up
the reins and whip, and set one foot on
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the brake; and while Pedro howled
and tugged at his chain, I climbed up
beside his master.

At the final moment Sam seized the
handles of two blazing cones, the Com-
modore snatched a couple more, and in
the general illumination the procession

egan a reckless dash, down grade,
Sam's spectral figure munning on foot in
the lead, his torch held high, the Com-
modore prancing after and brandishing
his flaming cones till the fiery smoke
and sparks trailed back like the tail of a
comer. It was wildly fantastic and ex-
hilarating—the illusory figures of the
two men, the weird lighting of the road,
which looked like a tunnel through the
pits of blackness upon cither hand, the
dumb challenge of highwaymen boles
as they stepped forth and retreared
with startling abruptness—our wheels
grazing the unflinching granite on one
side and the brow of a frightful abyss
on the other, and overhead the pale
stars slipping from sight one by one.

times a dead pine, preternaturall
all and white, mericed s with fied,
hostly arms; or a prostrate, disjoined
e reared e hydea-headed roots, fike a

. When
iying flicker, he tossed it
is arm with

1. horses_plunged
ahead, and 1 looked dizzily back; noth-
ing could be seen of our friend, only a
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second’s glimmer of the yet burning
torch—a star flung into infinitude.

We stepped for the Commodore to
et in. He had carried our beacon
ravely until both hands were blackened
and scorched with burnt pitch. The
Doctor cracked his whip at the off
horse. It did not seem possible for
mortal eyes to be sharp cnough fo keey
the restive brutes in that ribbon of
road. I made myself as small as I
could, for our driver appeared fo need
all the sear. His heavy body, with the
clbows held well ouf, balinced from
right to left, the shoulders bent a_trifle
forward, his hat pushed back and
bulging wirh their infent lookout.
gasp and unfinished sentence, 1 clun
to the farther end of the seat, the Doctor
gontly buc fimly ngising that he must
ave .

It was like trying to keep to one place
in a cyclone. We lurched from right
to left, spinning around sharp angles,
plumping ‘into gutters, lunging aheay
rocky steeps, always a desperate dodg-
ing of shadowy trees which set them-
selves determinedly in our way, and
then a final lightning race down a preci-
pice, with a dismembering “ferch-up”
at the bottom. We timed ourselves
from “Oat Gap” to the foot of the
mountain—a_long four miles—and found
we had made it in fifteen minutes.
was_the most superb feat in mountai
driving 1 ever witnessed.




