
A TRIP TO THE YOSEMITE VALLEY. 

RSL EO “Tine: 

YING In the heart of the Sierra 
Nevada Mountains, some 207 

miles south-west of San Fran- 

e cisco, is the beautiful Yose- 

)/ mite Vatley. One hundred 
and nineteen miles of the 

whole distance can be made 

by rail to Milton, the other 

eighty-eight by stage coach. 
Yosemite, pronounced Yo- 

sem-e-te, is an Indian name, 

meaning Great Grizzly Bear. The valley, 
which is seven miles long and one wide, is 
4,060 feet above the level of the sea. It is 

shut in by mountains on all sides, and was 
the last stronghold of the Indians in Cali- 

fornia, being discovered some twenty-four 

years ago by American soldiers, who were 
in pursuit of them. Two or three years 
elapsed, and then Mr. Hutchings, an 

Englishman, found it after some consider- 

able difficulty, no one he met having a 

  

correct idea where it lay. He fell in love’ 

with the valley, and there made his home, 
in the course of time erecting an hotel, 

and drawing numerous visitors, as it be- 
came more widely known. At last he was 

bought out by the United States Govern- 
ment, who took possession of the valley, 
and presented it to the State of California, 

to be kept as a public park for ever. It 
contains three good hotels, which during 

the summer are frequently crammed with 

visitors ; but in winter, when the valley is 

inaccessible, all is deserted, save by two or 
three men left to take care of the buildings 

and sweep the snow from the roofs, to 
prevent their being crushed. 

A terribly hot day in June was drawing 
to a close when, having travelled over some 
of the roughest mountain roads in the world, 
our five weary horses (which had done the 
last fifteen miles), with the stage, and its 
tired and dusty load of passengers, reached 
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a spot bearing the euphonious name of Gin 
Flat, 7,000 feet above the sea, and com- 

menced the final down grade to Yosemite 
Valley. The previous weck had been the 
hottest ever known in California, and yet the 
snow still lay in patches here and there on 
each side of the track. Passing Tamarack 
Flat, a lovely and well-watered stretch of 
park-like land, the road commenced to 

wind round the mountain-side, becoming 

rougher, more steep, with sharper turns, as 

we proceeded, and so narrow that the off- 
leader continually rubbed past the bushes, 

or knocked the splinter-bar against the 
wall of rock that bounded our road on the 
left side. Rice, our driver, kept the horses 
going at the same fast trot, and I could but 
admire the skilful way he controlled them, 

and managed with his foot the lever of the 
powerful California brake. I had as much 
as I could do to hold myself on the box 

seat with both hands to prevent being 

jolted off, whilst frequent exclamations from 

the inside passengers informed us that some 

of the ladies, after taking an involuntary rise, 

had sat down again with rather more force 

than they desired. 

In a few minutes we reached the Cataract, 

and slackened our pace to a slow walk in 

crossing the ricketty bridge that spanned 

the torrent, which here came down over 

the rocks at an angle of forty degrees in 

one mass of foam about twenty-live feet 

wide, and so deep that scarcely any of the 

huge boulders in its course were visible. 
A little farther, and we got our first view of 

the valley, with the Bridal Veil Fall on the 

other side, glistening like silver in the rays 

of the setting sun, as it took its grand leap 
of goo feet, in its descent spreading out 

like a vei!, and even at our great distance 

we could see the beautiful rainbow which 

forms over it every afternoon when the sun 

shines. On a closer view, two days after-  


