VOL. XXX JUME, 1950 NO.



0d YOSEMITE NATURE NOTES

Plvsea by Ralph Ande

bers zh

Tenaya Bax O
ctbempl

& lest and

injured. Any

Yosemile Valley., By Anssl

B4 phrlagraphs by Ansel Adoms




Yosemite Nature Notes
THE MONTHLY FUBLICATION OF
THE YOSEMITE NATURALIST DIVISION AND
THE YOSEMITE NATURAL HISTORY ASSOCIATION, INC.

C. F. Russell, Supariniendsnt

H. C. Parker, Aaacc: Fork Noturalist

0. E. McHenry, Park Naturalist

H. B. Herkenham, Acting Asst, Park Naturalist

VOL. XXIX

JUNE, 1950

NO. B

THE BOX CANYON OF TENAYA GORGE
By Enid Michael

Of all the gorges in the Sierra
Nevadn, the Tenova hox canveon is
one of the wildest. A itremendous
gash in the =sclid gronite, with
Clouds Rest on one side and ML
Wiatkins on the other, this naormow,
ragoged gorge conlains a series of
waterlalls, intermedicie rapids, ond
remarkabls, deep pools. The entrance
to the box canyon s about five miles
ahove Mirror Lake, A surored trail
is tound from Mirror Lake to Snow
Cresk, o distonce of a mile. Beyond
Snow Cresk there is no trail: the
terrain is rugged—a boulder-strewn,
wooded area thoat slopes rather
steeply up Tenava Creek, The routs
over thiz areq is indicoted by rocky
cairng placed along the way., A
rough, wild path this, leading over
boulders, fallen timber and other
irregularities.

In the old doys [ often used o
troverse this conyon with my hus-
bemd, Charles, and o longing come
ocver me to go that way once more.
Twea of my friends, Mr. Bill and Jules,
agreed to go with me. The date was
sel for September 30, 1945,

We meel according to schedule
at LeConte Memorial Lodge, and
after driving to Mirmor Lake, start off
for the box comyon. Jules remarks
that he would like to see poizon cak
(Rbus diversiloba). He recalls a trip
tmken once along this woy with a
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ranger-naturalist. On that oocosion
the naturalist had pointed cut poison
oak, but Jules hos forgotten how it
looks, After crossing Snow Cresk
colonies of these shrubs begin to
appear along the wov ond Tules
spies them before [ have Hme to
speok. Mr. Bill remarks that o shrub
similar to poison ook also grows

clong here, ond that I s not
poizonous.

“The harmless shruk i= called
sguaw  bush  (Rbus  teilobata). Iis

rather thick, firm leaves have thres
regular leatlets, whilst the leaves of
poison ok are thin, of deeper green,
cnd have three rather Irreqular leod
lets."

Fresh areen clumps of rigld wood-
tern (Aspidinm vigidwm var. argutum)
arouse our favorable nofice, Late in
the year when growing things as-
sume a drab oppecarance one is e
freshed by the sight of this fem. The
sword lem (Polysticlm maunitum), o
plant of similar habit, also fumishes
cheer glong this wild wood way,

Mr. Bill remarks that higher up the
slope iz another trail which he usual-
ly takes, ond that it leads through o
stemd of king fern. The king ferns are
brake ferns or bracken  (Plevis
aqguilimaj, a fern which shows appre-
ciation of improved situaticns by in-
credsing its size and splendor. Mr.
Bill has given the hemdsome hrock-



en the nome of king ferm. | remind
him thet along this trall we reach a
somddy flat coversd with: king {emns.
Before long this level area comes
into view, Tall aspens and white firs
cast a cool shade ond in the re
freshing aimosphere mighty king
ferns flourish. As we traverse the
level area the femms reach high
above our heads, We note the dried
stalks of Sierra lilies (Liliwm parvwm )
that last spring held their orange
spotted [lowers above the king {emns.

[ am a trifle in the rear of my two
componions and of o sudden o
melcdious song bursts upon my ear.
Socon I overtake Mr. Bill and it iz he,
standing amaong the ferns, with head
thrown back, whe enlivens the quiet
atmozphere with melody.

Pregently we come up with Jules
and [ remark to him that when I
heard the scng I did net know which
of my componions was the singer
and | asked him i sometmes he
SOng.

"Oftentimes when [ am possing
along by running water, | find my-
salf singing,” he responds.

In season of hish waler Tenoya
Creek takes gdvontage of this level
ared to divide into meny streams.
Cne of thess, now o dry, boulder
strewn watercourse, reaches into the
fern garden. This we follow with the
certainty that it will lead us to the
enironee of the box canyon. At nine
o'clock we recch the entrance and
pass  inte  the gorge, threading
through a thicket of bigleal maples.
Onee through the narrow entronce
one [ollows the course of Tenaya
Creek, skirting lovely pocls and
making @ way uo huge houlders.
Soon the first barrier confronts us:
closing the gorge is o high wall, o
shapely pool at its fool into which,
with graceful curve, drops a water-
fall. Cver at the left, where the wall
mests the cliff, Jules climbs up whilst

I pause to weateh Mr Bill, whe
ocacends calongside the weaterlall
Where the water has sploshed th
wall he almest slips into the pool
Thiz hazord ovoided he successiul
Iy finishes the climb, Meantime
follow Jules. Now above the water
tall we skirt o second delightiul po
ond ascending o low wall of boul
ders we reach the fiveflnger fen
terrace. Water cozes between'
ledges thet make up the steep =
terrace. Pivedinger ferns [ Adiantin
pedutum) Hourish from the boss |
the {op of the dripping terrace and
the base clumps of gross of Po
nassus . [ Pareassie pyfafsfrj,q VT, el
foruica} bBloom. In order to avoid th
next watertall barrier, we climb o
the slippery ftem terroce. Onee o
top of the fern terrace level ledg
lead us dor several hundred vord:
along the brink of the gorge. Alon
these sunny ledges California fuc!
sia (Zawsehmeria californica) exhibll
her kright red trumpet flowers,

After our vigit with Californier fuch
sig we again dip down to the strean
al the bose of another waterfal
Locking ahout for a way up ih
waterfall Mr. Bill chocses a hlack
slippery chute or tunnel olongsid
of the waterfull, and thizs he man
ages to wrigale up, With Mr. Bil
salely to the top of the fall Jules and
I crozs the stream, and make use o
the "Spiral Staircasze,” o series ol
winding upward ledges; ot the te
we lind Mr. Bill sitting on a boulde
in the middle of the stream eoting
on apple. We join him and he
shores his opple with me,

"Wha! a delicious, |uley apple
[s it o Yosemite product?”

"Yes, | got o knapsack full of
them in the apple orchord near the
Company  warehouse."”

Refreshed by a rest in the sun
shine we follow on along the stream
fill we reach an unusually large



Tenoyo Conyon fiom Glacier Palnt, Thae
af lorest hare visible

poal which blocks further progress.
To get by thiz ond the wild portion
of the gorgs just beyond we retrace
our steps o short distance and climb
up the left wall alongside a bomk of
huckleberry oak (Querews  vaccini-
folia). A short climb brings us to a
level ledge which we lollow. The
ledge ig irregular and in one place,
quite narrow. Good handholds along
here enchle one o sgqueeze by. Be
fore long we come to on inscription
on the wall. Dates hove been corved
inte the rock and then painted with
indelible block paint. In all there
are twenty-three dates—the {irst dats,
1808, the last, 1940. The initials along
with these dales carved inte the
stone are 5. L. F.

When Charles and [ used lo come
this woy and first sow these initials
and the dales, fewer then, we were
mystitied. It was some years helore
we discoverad that the guthor was
2. L. Foster of the overhead railways
in San Francisco. He used 1o spend
his wvaocation in the "Lost Valley”

kot by Onas Ward.

gurge ald box conyon are beyond the larthes! patch

just beyond the Tenaya gorge. He
would bring along a telescope
basket filled with his supplies and
stay two weeks. He liked 1o take
sun boths, 2o in here, when the
wedther was nice, all he would
wear was a belt. On that he would
hema hils knife, fishing tockle, and
other utensils needed as he moved
caboul, He would bring dried shrimps
as his main article of diel. Then he
brought lemons and made salad of
while wiolet leaves emd blossoms
with o few drops of lemon juice. On
one occasion Charles, Walter Fite
patrick arid |, when we had come
through the box canven to the Lost
Valley, discoverad Mr. Foster hers.
He saw us coming and, hastily re-
tiring behind o tree, elaborated his
attire. He was very cross ot us for
Intruding upon what he considared
his private retreat. A certain amount
of cajoling, though, put him in good
humoer and he =at with us and drank
fea.
As we [ollow the ledge into Lost



Valley I recount the tale of 8. L. F.
to my compaonions. In Lost Valley
the hedges of mouniain ash (Sorfus
sitchensis) are in glorlous berry, the
clusters of berries g deep crange
red, giving a brilliance lo the scene
difticult to describe. A small,
roundsd, level wvalley where the
trees grow very tall and great cliffs
reach for the blue sky on either
hand, and a tranguil stream sings as
it moves along over polished gran-
ite, Tenovea Lost Valley seems like
the land of "heart's desire.”

"Beems fo me it must be lunch
time," remerks Mr. Bill

"Let's go on to the head of the
valley to eal lunch. I can't eat hers
in this 'brush,” commenis Jules.

On the woy Jules becomes much
excited. "In thiz pool | saw o crowd
of fizh. [ stocd still and the shadow
of my head and shoulders showed
in the water. The fish were curious
and ene {ish tumed his head and
looked at me with his green eves.”

At the head of Lost Valley, into
a delighthul, roundsd pool, drops
Slide (Pyweack) Fall, Jules feels this
iz a perteci ploce for lunch; Mr. Bill
cnd [ acquiesce. Accordingly we
git ot the brink of the grocious pool
and enjoy a happy lunch hour. This
pool has ita crowd of trout. Mr, Bill
throws them crumba of peanut but
ter which they eat, and Jules catches
them a fly.

"Do you ever fish?" I ask Jules.

"At {imes when | need them for
foad. I was at Snow Creek ski cobin
cmd the food stored there had spoiled.
Then 1 fished for food. 1 think fish-
ing is a poor sport, 1 enjoy much
more seeing the fish alive In the
poolz. Don't tell emybody about the
fish in these pools,” remarks Jules.

"It seems to me lhat these fish
are perfecily safe, for it's few folks
that will get in here,” 1 chserve.

Lunch over we decide we had bhet-

ler gat golng. Accordingly we shoul-
der our knapsmcks and climb to the
top of Slde Fall, then follow the
stream omd after thiz, bronch off
inte a drow that Jules hos wished
o try for some years. This proves (o
be o hard, steep, long climb., M
Bill arows tired and thirsty. In o
desp mossy recess | discover a dri:
of water and, lilling my cup, giw
it to Mr. Bill. This revives him and
bhe omd I go on, but we have lost
sight of Jules; Afler climbing
while and no Jules in =sight, Mr. Bil
vodels for him.

MNo answaering yodsl, only o wav
ing In the hucklebsrry ook far be
low. Abter o spoce there comes o
yodel, and down below [ perceiv
Jules join Mr. Bill. Jules ssems !
hove bumps on his foreheod anid
from the gsstures [ conclude the
two “charliehorses” attacked Jule
while in the huckleberry ocak and
coused him to fall over and hum:
hiz head on a stons. Jules seems |
be recovered now and the thre
companicns continue merrily on and
up the draw. Jules reaches the to
first cmd when Mr. Bill and 1 reach
him he iz bullding o monument oul
of stones. When it iz complete, we
writeé our names on a paper and
Jules places it in a cem, and places
the can down in the lower center ol
the cairm.

Mow at the top of the draw, as we
look about we are all of the opinic
that the Snow Creek trail is foo
away. Domes, mountains, pinnoacle:
are now our companions and we
are for from home. Nevearthelesas, by
moneuvering about and  climbing
over the slope of a meouniain we d:
al length step into the frail. On the
way over, though, Mr. Bill hod his
turn with “‘charlieharses.” In wview
of this last painful episode Jules sald
that he would name the way that we
had come “"Charliehorse Pass.”



YOSEMITE HONEYMOON
By Mae B. Nattkemper

It was the Spring of 19312, My
young husband had just completed
iis second veor as Professor of
Speech ot the University of Southern
Colifornia. It was just two years
gince | had moarried him—my <ol
age sweetheart, We had not yet had
honeymoon., I had long since
peen. plarmed and  often and en-
thusiastically discussed, ever since
we came to California from the Mid-
Wwest those two years belore and
tcrughit our first glimpse of the High
Sierra. [t was to be a Yosemite hon-
eyvmoon and at last we could go. We
gaved E630 from our meager
alory—enough, we figursed, to buy

Upon the advice of cor iriend
Elenn Martin, who was then experi-
menting with his first plone, using a
Ford engine, ond who was driving
o Ford cor, we bought a little Ford
rocdster. It cost us 3600, We had
[£30 left. We were the richest, hop-
piest voungsters in California.

But when we told our plans to our
friends ocnd relatives they were
maghost, They were emphatic in thelr
rarning that we were eniering into
the impossible. Not only was our
|30 inodequate but matoring to Yo-
‘semite was unheard of. Did we not
know that cars were not allowed in
the Vallay? That the roads were just
| ewlul beyond Los Angeles County?
No road signs to dirsct us, no goar-
ages for gosoline or repairs, and
impassable mountain grades? But
they could not make us listen to
heir fatherly advice nor cool our
arder, Cur spirils were undaunted.
We were going.

. S0 on June 11, 1912, we set forth
on cur honeymaon cnd the first of

what wers lo be many advenlures
into the mountaing of our beloved
Wesl,

[n spite of their warnings and ad-
vice we fsll sure we were amply
prepared — hlemkets, lood, extra
cons of gazaoline, and an extra tire
all filled the back of Fordy, We had
removed the top to lighten the load
of our 1912 Model T Ford, feeling
sure it was only an exlra oand un-
necessary weight to carry. Who ever
heard of summer rains in California
anyway? And we must have as lit-
tle as possible to corry up these
grades we had heard about,

True, we found no signs to guide
our way but a friend who worked
on the rallroad hod told ws there
was o road of sorls: lollowing the
Scouthern Pacific to Fresno upon
which he had semstimes sesn o car
bumping along. At Fresnc we would
turn off and head inte the moun-
tains. So we lollowed the rallrood.

At fitteen miles an hour, the speed
limit of that time, it was three days
hetore we got to Fresno. Bul they
were happy days ond not oo
bumpy. We had mel about a dozen
cors, We now tumed toward the
mountains and, alas!—bla  white
clouds. Both only thrilled us. Sursly
they couldn't mean rain, ond how
bequtifully those flulty maosses lay
aleng the mountain tops. But by the
time we came fo the steeper grades
the road began to be muddy and it
was sprinkling.

A litfle store then come into view
at Coarsegold cnd we stopped o
goe i we could find something to
keep off the rain. The owner was
asleep In his char tilted back
against the counter and frowned ot
our disturbonce of his nop. He sald
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he would gee what he could find and
brought forth o« piece of table oil-
cloth, barely encugh to go arcund
us. Just what we needed and weren't
we lucky! He told us we would need
chains lor cur tires pretty scon. He
had nerne but did hove some strong
hemp rope that might do. We got it
and were merrily on cur woay when
we came to o steep downgrade ond
skidded to the bottom. Then we
wound the rope around the tires
ond started upgrads, We couldn't
make it. Jusl then the sun came out
from behind a cloud ond we sald,
""Oh, that's fine. We'll just wait o
little while until the road dries.” The
sun and dry air did just that and
we cranked up Fordy and rolled on.

Az evening agpproached, howevsr,
and we were higher up, it begon to
rain in ecrnest and we knew we
would have to sesk some kind of
shelter under which to spread our
bedding for the night. An old saw-
mill hove into sight. Soft, dry saw-
dust was piled under a roof which
was lorge enough to cover both us
and the car. Surely Lady Luck was
iollowing us right along. Chur slesp
was undisturbed omd peacetal.

A bright, warm morning awak-
ened us dnd we made Fish Camp
tha! dov. It was o logging camp
then. A small crude lodge and sev-
eral litille houses maode up the sét-
tlemeni. A roilroad went through
which corried logs from within the
mountains,

Here we leamed it was trus—au-
tomckiles could go no farther, We
would heve to leave Fordy, A stoge-
coach would go through tomorrow.
The fare? Too much for our purse
and why ride anyway? Did John
Muir ride through these mouniains?
We'll walk as he did. We'll send

our suifcase on the stoge but we'll
walk ond won't it be funl So with-

out a thought of anxiely we parksd
Fordy under a big spreading pine
and next morning set forth afoot, We
had gone but a little way when an
empty logging train came along and
stopped. We laughed and jumped
on one of the big flatcars. [t took us
almost to Wawona before we knew
it. And ihen our memorable wolk
begon—that winding trail through
corridors of pine and fir which led
us to new heighis of ecstaoy. Laugh-
ing streams, cold and crystal clear,
tumbled across our path as though
inviting us to drink our fill. Quist,
friendly deer grozed in flower-
strewn meodows brilliomt with color.
Birds filled the air with sweet omd
tender notes. Bushy-iailed sguirrels
rem acress the trail plaving together
and scompering up ond down the
iress, Even o bear waddled among
the dogwood. And Ol —the wviews
across the conyons and mountoin
tope. Could this be real? Surely we
must be dreaming.

"We con't make it tonight, I
guess,” my husband said late in the
afternocn. 'But we haven't our bed
rolls or any food,” aqid I "Oh well,
we won't worry, something will tarn
up,” he said. And then, just around
a curve thers came into view o litle
house. It was the stage drivers’ over-
night stop, we learned kom the
woman who answered our knock ot
the door. "Now sometimes they
don't all get here and if one doesn't
show up you may hoave his bed,”
ghe said. But if he doss coma? "Well,
vou con sleep in the barn en the hay
I guess.” Fine, how lucky we always
are., The stoge driver didnt coms
bt the bedbugs did emd we wished
we were in the hay.

At breckiost next morning three
stage drivers were at the table and
all seemed interested in our adven-
ture. “You should go into the Valley
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by way of Glacier Peint,” they told
us. "Thet first glimpse of it from up
thare iz o thriller, and the trail down
past the folls is super.” Then the
driver next to me whispered—"You
and your husband go on up the read
and I'll pick vou up pretty soon. I'm
aoing up there with an empty stage.
it's a steep climb and you'll need o
litt," We left rejoicing in our good
inrtune cnd soon the stage was thers
and we were up in it behind six
pequtiul horses rolling along those
steep and plohuresgque grades until

that indescriboble view which only
Yosemite can offer, burst upon us.
Our kind driver showed us around,
oointed .out the frail to the valley
floor, bode us goodbye and good
luck, omd wouldn't even accept the
small tip we offered.

We couldn't tear curselves away.
Surely we could atford one night at
Zlacier Point Hotel, a decision we
were naver lo regret. So after o full
cmd happy day ws gathered around
the hig fireploce of the hotel that
night with o crowd of other guests.

"“Why don't vou read some of your
nature poems io these folks? They'd
love them [ know,"” [ said to my
hushond os we sot there, He timidly
approached. the londlord with this
duggesstion which was gladly ac-
cepled. He was uwrged to read on
cmd on: Next moming when we went
to pay our bill he wos told he had
more thon paid it the nighl before
with hizs entertaining and owed
nothing.

We siarted hilariously deown that
beautiful eleven-mile trail. We were
reclly o part of these wvast moun-
faing now. We were theirs and they
were ours. Nevada Fall has newver
seemed so dalive, so musical, =o
splendid o= it was thal doy when
we wound our way around its rush-
ng becuty. Vernal was at its best
The happy, sparkling Merced River.
And deer roamed everywhesre, We
arrived ot Comp Curry, not Hred
but actually mefreshed, and were
we hungry!

Thot night we made the acguaint-
ance of Mr, and Mrs. Curry. We felt
az we still do, that we hod met two
pecple chosen by God to be the
genial hosts to mountain lovers who
cams to enjoy the wonders of Yoo
semite. We were made to fesl we
weare their dearest frlends hecouse
we loved Nature, the mountains,
God's great cutdoors, I'm sure thay
made evervone iesl the same.

We learmed that next evening Mr.
Curry was beginning his svening
programs in a new recreation hall
just finished. Guests were asked fo
lend o hemd if they had o talent
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Musiciana there were aplenly. We
wondered i they would like my
hushond's readings. He offsred his
services cnd was heartily welcomed
{0 the program. Al dinner next dery;
Mr. Curry cnnounced to his guests
that Professor Naottkemper of the
University of Southern California
would read the comedy "David Gar-
rick" in the new hall that night, One
of the young men ot our iable turned
o his pal and sald, "Wonder if he
could be that old man with whiskers
we sow up there ot Yosemiie Palls
teday. He's the only one around
hers I've seen who looks like o pro-
iegsor but he didn't look like he
could read o comedy.” Thot night
when my husboand was performing
this fellow looked ot me sitting near
him oand blushed. Prof. Nattkemper
was on the program  every night
while we were there.

Ten busy, happy davs followed,
each one finding us on a new tradl
meking new and wonderhil discovw-
eries and filling us with cowe at this
scenic splendor. Egch night found
us streiched upon our comfortable
beds ot Camp Curry, tired to exhaus-
tion I om sure, yet never willing io
admit we neaded rest,

Deeper and deeper we loy undesr
the spell of these majestic walls of
granite—F]l Capiton, Hali Dome,
Cathedral Spires, omd the Arches—

omd the rushing, gleaming waterfalls
all held us spellbound. Now we
knew, as never befors, the real
meaning of lifs, of our love for each
other, of God's great power, We had
found the real home of peace. Wa
did not weant to leave.

But next moming, after a walk to
Miror Lake, ws decided to turn our
foces toward Fish Camp end Fordy.
We went in to say goodbye io Mr.
cmnd Mrs, Curry cmd settle our hill,
We owed them nothing. "But whet
do 1 owe vou?" asked Mr, Curry of
my husband, We were square,

When we hod walked almost to
Wawona that day a stogecoach
came along. It was our friend wheo
hod token us to Glocier Point. He
invited us to get in and we were of
the hotel in time for dinner. Next
morning we left after on early break-
fost and thaot doy found our Ford,
just ct= we had left i, under the big
pine. We managed to drive to Mari-
posx Grove fom there, although
the road was rough and precipitous,
where we gpent two dayvs meorvel-
ing at trees =o big, so old ond =o
becnitiful,

Now we left for home on cn un-
eventful irip, o bit sad ot leaving
our new-found mountoin fdends. But
we had each other and we hod
$19.9]1 in our purse. We could go
cgain next year.

NOTICE TO SUBSCRIBERS

The 1850 Special Number of Yosemite Nature Notes will be an {llustroted
pamphlet degling with the mammals of Yosemiie National Pork. It ia
plonned for release within the next three monthe omd will be sent without
axtra cost fo all paid-up subscribers on the date of izsue, I your subscription
expires with the June or July number be sure to get your renewal in promptly
in ordsr fo receive your copy of "Mammals of Yosemite."—Fd,
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Toosa by Ralph Anderson

Ahwahnee Meadew and Hali Dome.
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