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  MY name is James Capen Adams. I was born on October 20th, 1807, in the town of Medway, Massachusetts. My parents, who were honest and respectable people, bred me up from an early age to the trade of shoemaking; but, being of a roving and adventurous disposition, I no sooner attained my majority than I threw aside the pegging awl, and hired myself to a company of showmen as a collector of wild beasts. In pursuance of my engagements with this company, I hunted through the forests of Maine, New Hampshire, and Vermont, and captured many panthers, wolves, wild-cats, foxes, and other animals, which were subsequently exhibited and admired throughout the country;—but all these were small game in comparison with what it was my destiny afterwards to hunt.


  It was a characteristic of my youth, as it has been of my subsequent life, to take hold of a subject congenial to my tastes with a whole soul; and, as this business of hunting suited my turn of mind, it would be difficult to tell how far my zeal might have carried me, what labors I might have attempted, and what achievements I might have performed, had not an accident disabled me while still a young man. This unfortunate affair occurred in the following manner: my employers had, in their collection of animals, a royal Bengal tiger, which had become refractory. They requested me to reclaim him; and, not doubting my ability, I entered his cage a number of times. On the last occasion, however, the magnificent but treacherous beast struck me to the floor and buried his teeth and claws in my flesh. When taken from the cage, I was insensible, and my injuries so serious that for a long period recovery was problematical. By this accident—if that can properly be called accident, which was brought about by my own rashness—my constitution was shattered; and for many years my hunting was at an end.


  The benefit of teaching a young man some honest and useful handicraft, whatever may be his ulterior destination in life, was well exemplified in my case now; for, had it not been for shoemaking, I should have become a burden not only to myself but to my family. Fortunately, my injuries, which affected the spine, were of such a character as not to prevent the free use of my hands; and, removing to Boston, I went to work at my trade again, and more than supported myself. From that time I continued perseveringly employed for fifteen years, at the end of which period my gainings amounted to some six or eight thousand dollars; when, Yankee that I was, I must needs speculate. Accordingly, converting all my means into a cargo of boots and shoes, I shipped them to St. Louis in the hope of doubling or trebling my capital; but, instead of becoming suddenly rich, I had the misfortune to see them all consumed in a fire which occurred in that city; and in one short night I found myself a ruined man. This sad event, as it happened, took place at the time when the great gold fever broke out, and intense excitement about California prevailed over the whole country. In one year over a hundred thousand persons put themselves upon the way for the shores of the Pacific; and I could not do otherwise, I thought, than join that mighty migration. I seized the opportunity as one offered me by fortune; and, after numberless hardships and privations, arrived in California, by the way of Mexico, overland, in the fall of 1849.


  From the period of my arrival in the country till I went into the mountains, my occupations were various, —sometimes mining, sometimes trading, sometimes raising stock and farming. Sometimes I was rich, at other times poor. At one time, in 1850, while farming in the neighborhood of Stockton, I possessed thousands of dollars' worth of cattle, most of which were stolen from me in a single night. At another time, I possessed mining claims, which ought to have made me very wealthy; and, at another, lands, which are now worth many fortunes; but one after the other passed out of my hands, partly on account of my own reckless speculations, partly through the villainy of others. In the space of three years, I failed three times; from the height of prosperity I was plunged into the depths of difficulty; until at last, in the fall of 1852, disgusted with the world and dissatisfied with myself, I abandoned all my schemes for the accumulation of wealth, turned my back upon the society of my fellows, and took the road toward the wildest and most unfrequented parts of the Sierra Nevada, resolved thenceforth to make the wilderness my home and wild beasts my companions.


  My hair was already beginning to turn gray; and as I wore it long, with long, gray beard, and long mustaches,—such being the custom of those days,—my appearance was that of an old man, though, in truth, I was but in the prime of life, and could bear almost any degree of exposure, privation, or fatigue. My general temperance and active avocations had strengthened and hardened my frame, so that to walk during a whole day, or to endure hunger or thirst, was comparatively easy. To shoot well had been a part of my early education; and as to all that appertained to the procurement of provisions in a country of game, I considered myself well qualified for mountain life. So far as concerned my outfit, I could save but little out of the wreck of my estate. I managed, however, to retain an old wagon, two oxen, an old Kentucky rifle which used thirty balls to the pound of lead, a Tennessee rifle which used sixty, a Colt's revolving pistol, and several bowie-knives. Besides these, my effects were poor indeed,—a few tools, several pairs of blankets, a little clothing, and this was all.


  Notwithstanding such scanty preparation, I drove up into the mountains with a buoyant and hopeful spirit; and it gives me pleasure, even now, to recall my lively feelings upon mounting the scarred and rugged shoulders of the Sierra. The roads were very rough; my team was none of the strongest; I had to rely on my rifle for provisions and the roadside for pasture; but the new and romantic scenes into which I was advancing, enchanted my imagination, and seemed to inspire me with a new life. The fragrance of the pines and the freshness and beauty of nature in those elevated regions were perfectly delightful to me. The mountain air was in my nostrils, the evergreens above, and the eternal rocks around; and I seemed to be a part of the vast landscape, a kind of demigod in the glorious and magnificent creation.


  The country about the headwaters of those rivers, which run from the Sierra into the San Joaquin, is sublime on account of the magnitude of the mountain masses which compose it. The cliffs are of enormous size and extent; and everything conspires to render the scene grand and imposing to the last degree. In many places, the rocks rise in towering proportions, perfectly bare, from the midst of the forests which, though composed of giants in themselves, seem dwarfed in comparison. The trees are, many of them, of the most magnificent description, principally of evergreen kinds; but there are also oak, ash, and other deciduous species. The soil is generally scanty; but along the streams, there is much that is good; and there are many valleys affording abundant herbage and beautiful meadows. In almost all the defiles, gorges, and canons, there is chaparral and brush in crowded profusion, among which are to be found manzanita, juniper, laurel, whortleberry, and many other mountain bushes; also many vines and weeds, which form tangled, and almost impenetrable, thickets. Such, briefly, was the character of the region in which I now chose out a little valley, on a northern branch of the Merced River, twenty or thirty miles northeast of the famous Yo-Semite, and a hundred and sixty miles east of San Francisco.


  In the neighborhood of my camping place, there happened to be one of those restless tribes of California Indians, who are accustomed to migrate from the plains to the mountains, and from the mountains to the plains, as the seasons change and the game upon which they live goes up or down. These children of nature lived upon the fish which they caught in the streams, and the small animals which they killed on the land; also, upon nuts, acorns, berries, and roots, sometimes upon insects and sometimes upon grasses. At the time of my advent among them in the fall, though plenty still smiled upon their larders, I aided to give them abundance; for there was much game, and I was liberal with what cost me so little trouble to procure. In return for this liberality, the Indians assisted me in building a wigwam and gathering and drying grass for the use of my oxen in the winter. They also assisted in tanning the skins of the deer I killed, and in making me several complete suits of buckskin, which I then adopted as my costume, and in which, ever since, I have generally dressed. Next my body I wore a heavy woollen garment, and on my head an untanned deer-skin cap, lined with rabbit's fur, and ornamented with a fox's tail; but all the rest of my clothing was buckskin, —that is to say, coat, pantaloons, and moccasins.


  Having thus provided myself in every particular, as well as I was able, I awaited the advancing winter. As it began to grow cold, the Indians moved down the river, according to their custom; the mountains became deserted; the snows fell, and soon a wild waste surrounded me on every side. From now on I was perfectly alone, and did not see another human being for months. Yet, strange to say, those months were among the happiest of my life. My habitation was warm and comfortable; my health excellent; my time pleasantly and continuously occupied. I had enough to eat and drink, for game of some kind never failed; and there was no lack of the purest and freshest water. When the little stock of groceries, which I had brought along, ran out, various kinds of grass seeds, pounded into meal, served for flour, and roasted acorns made a substitute for coffee. The sugar-pine trees furnished that sweet gum, called pine sugar, which exudes from bruises in their trunks; and many were the receipts and expedients in mountain economy, which now became my special study. In making myself comfortable, I found pleasant and beneficial occupation, and I may say that I was as happy as a king.


  Such was my first experience; and it was the earnest of what, on nearer and longer familiarity, I found mountain life really to be. I was peculiarly fitted for it. Even the mountain winters, severe as they are, were better suited to my tastes than the Italian beauties of the climate on the coast; and, as will be seen in the course of my narrative, for three successive years, though wandering during the summers in distant regions, I always returned to pass the winters in the high portions of the Sierra Nevada.


  CHAPTER II


  THE GRIZZLY BEAE
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  THE mountains which I have been describing are the favorite haunts of the grizzly bear, the monarch of American beasts, and, in many respects, the most formidable animal in the world to be encountered. In comparison with the lion of Africa and the tiger of Asia, though these may exhibit more activity and bloodthirstiness, the grizzly is not second in courage and excels them in power. Like the regions which he inhabits, there is a vastness in his strength, which makes him a fit companion for the monster trees and giant rocks of the Sierra, and places him, if not the first, at least in the first rank, of all quadrupeds.


  The lion, celebrated from time immemorial as a noble and generous brute, is, I grant, a splendid animal. When seen in his native wilds, with head erect and black mane floating over mighty shoulders, he presents a magnificent spectacle. When standing at bay also, with eye darting fire, and lashing his tawny sides with fury, he makes a terrific picture. Hundreds and hundreds of years ago, when animals first became known to literature, the old fabulists, impressed with his proud bearing, awarded to him his splendid reputation; they clothed him with the attributes of majesty; and few, since then, have ventured to deny his royalty, none to dispute his title of king of beasts. But, if we pursue him into his lairs and follow him on his midnight prowls, we soon detect the sneaking, cat-like qualities, which are born in him, and which must and will exhibit themselves in one mode or another. In the face of the world, the lion stands noble, magnificent, magnanimous; but in private life, he is rapacious, cruel, ever watchful for advantages, and frequently a feeder on carrion.


  The tiger of India occupies a place in natural history next to the lion, and is classed with him among the most powerful and mighty of brutes. His path, it is true, is always red with blood, but it is the blood of inferiors; he fears his equals and flies from those above him. Like a midnight assassin, he creeps through his native jungles and makes a desolation around him; but his is the might of blood and butchery.


  The grizzly bear of California, in the consciousness of strength and the magnanimity of courage, alone of all animals, stands unappalled in the face of any enemy, and turns not from the sight of man. He may not seek the conflict, but he never flies from it. He may not feed upon royal meat, nor feel the flow of royal blood in his veins; but he is unapproachable, overwhelming. The lion and the tiger are like the deserts with their fiery simoons and tornadoes; the grizzly bear of California, like the mountains with their frosts and avalanches.


  This was the animal which ranged, monarch of all he surveyed, on every side of me. I frequently saw him; he was to be found, I knew, in the bushy gorges in all directions; and sometimes, in my hunts, I would send a distant shot after him; but, as a general rule, during this first winter, I paid him the respect to keep out of his way; and he seemed somewhat ceremonious in return. Not by any means that he feared me; but he did not invite the combat, and I did not venture it. A few months afterwards, I considered it a point of honor to give battle in every case; but at this period bear hunting was not specially an object of either my ambition or inclination.


  Upon entering the mountains, indeed, it was without any idea of devoting attention to bear hunting as a business. I went to live in peace, not to levy war upon the natives of the forest, any more than might be necessary for my support or recreation. But an event took place in the spring of 1853, which gave a direction and purpose to my mountain life, and led me to undertake those hunting expeditions and undergo those dangers and perils of which the history of my career chiefly consists. This event was the arrival of my brother William in my mountain camp. He had come to California almost as early as I; but all my endeavors to find him had been unavailing. Although there was frequent communication between different parts of the country, my inquiries were always fruitless; never could I find even a trace of him. He was a man of few words, having a tinge of melancholy in his disposition, and little disposed to mingle much in conversation; so that, on the other hand, though he may have met many of my acquaintances, he learned nothing of me. While I was struggling in the southern mines to retain what had once been mine, and was now but a rough hunter, possessing little besides my rifles and my oxen, he, who had settled in the northern mines, had gone evenly forward, accumulated thousands, and was now returning, a wealthy man, to the east. By mere accident, he had heard of my failures and my subsequent retirement to the mountains, and had followed the clue until he found me.


  My brother gave me a brief account of his life in California, which had been that of an industrious, energetic, and successful miner, and concluded with an earnest invitation for me to accompany him to our home in Massachusetts, where he kindly offered to start me in business again. I could not think for a moment, however, of returning, a broken man, upon his generosity, and replied that I preferred the wild and free life of a hunter to the confinement of a city. He observed from this answer the real state of the case, and made a second proposition, as generous as the first, and one which I could not refuse. This was, that he and I should enter into partnership; he to advance the means, and I to collect wild animals of California and neighboring countries; in short, we soon drew up and signed articles, specifying the conditions of a regular contract, providing for the payment of drafts, and prescribing the disposition to be made of animals; in relation to which, it is almost needless to state, that a carte-blanche was given me. These arrangements being completed, my brother and I again parted. He proceeded on his way to the East, and I soon afterwards started upon my first great hunting expedition.


  I had long wished to see Oregon and Washington territories, whose fame was known to the world, even before that of California; and having now a business object, I resolved that they should be the first regions I would visit. I accordingly left my mountain fastness and drove down to a place called Howard's Ranch, laid in a stock of ammunition, and such other necessaries as were required; exchanged my oxen for mules and packsaddles, and gathered such information regarding the northern countries and the roads to them as could be obtained. I also opportunely fell in with a young man, named William Sykesey, who had been in those regions before, and who willingly undertook to go with me on the expedition. This young man came originally from Texas, and seemed to have a tinge of Indian blood in his veins, which was betrayed by his high cheek bones, his long, coarse, black hair, and very dark complexion. He had a good rifle and was a fair marksman; and, being well acquainted with woodcraft, my meeting with him was fortunate.


  From Howard's, Sykesey and I proceeded, with our mules and packs, to Strawberry Ranch, near the North Fork of the Tuolumne River, where we procured the services of two Indian boys, about twenty years of age. These lads, who proved to be true and faithful fellows, had lived a portion of their lives among white people, could speak the English language, and understood the use of the rifle. The elder of them, from the name of his tribe, I called Tuolumne; the younger, for the same reason, Stanislaus. Our party was now complete, consisting of myself and three vigorous young men, having two good stout mules. We were all four cased in buckskin, and three of us carried rifles upon our backs; we had also pistols and knives; and, packed upon our mules, were camp fixtures, tools, a small quantity of flour, sugar, salt, other provisions, and other articles necessary for our vocation.


  It was a beautiful May morning when we finally set out,—a morning doubly beautiful at that season, in those elevated mountain regions. Nature had arrayed herself in robes peculiarly fresh and green, and Flora decked the landscape with myriad flowers peculiarly bright and lovely. The purest and most invigorating atmosphere spread around, and birds of spring carolled songs from every tree. It was, indeed, a delightful opening of the campaign, and we set out upon our travels with hopeful and glad hearts. We travelled northward from Strawberry Ranch, keeping upon the shoulders of the mountains, with the snowy crest to our right and the valley of the Sacramento far to our left. It was a rough road, chosen only for the reason that we had to provide ourselves with provisions on the way; and, frequently, as the view opened here and there down into the emerald and golden world below, we could not for a moment but regret that we ever had to pass beyond its borders. Happy the man that can establish his permanent home there, and never be called upon to live under other skies!


  Without stopping to examine the country, or hunt more than necessary, we hastened on for two weeks to the Klamath region; whence we struck down through that wilderness which lies between the Cascade and Blue mountains. We saw much to interest us, on this travel, in the mountains, plains, forests, streams, and Indians of Southern Oregon, but pushed ahead as rapidly as possible, leaving the lofty heads of Mount Jefferson and Mount Hood to our left, and at length, well worn with fatigue, turned the great bend of the Columbia, crossed Lewis's River, and struck out into the country lying to the northeastward. We came at last to a desirable valley among the hills, where grass and water were abundant, about ten miles distant from an Indian village or rancheria; and, turning out our mules, we made our camp; and this constituted our headquarters during the entire summer.


  In the course of our journey, we killed a number of animals, and caught two small black bear cubs, which we carried in a hamper on one of our mules. We also, while near Klamath Lake, saw a strange beast, which resembled a hedgehog with the head and feet of a bear. We made all the endeavors in our power to catch it, but in vain; and now, in looking back and harrowing my memory of this curious animal, I am unable to describe it more particularly. It was entirely unknown to me, and I had, very unwillingly, to leave it as one of the nondescript wonders of the Pacific coast.


  The region of eastern Washington, where we were now encamped, contains many fine animals; but chief among them is the powerful one often denominated the curly-haired brown bear, which is in reality, however, but a variety of the grizzly species and cousin-german of the monster of California. There are several varieties of the grizzly bear; or, to speak more properly, perhaps, the species has a wide range, extending from the British Possessions on the north to New Mexico on the south, and from the eastern spurs of the Rocky Mountains to the Pacific Ocean. He was once frequently found on the lower part of the Missouri, and on the Mississippi River; but by degrees has been driven back, until now, his range east of the Rocky chain is much circumscribed. His size, general appearance, and character, vary with the part of this great region in which he is found; for although courageous and ferocious in the Rocky Mountains, he is there neither so large nor so terrible as in the Sierra Nevada, where he attains his greatest size and strength.


  The grizzly of the Rocky Mountains seldom, if ever, reaches the weight of a thousand pounds; the color of his hair is almost white; he is more disposed to attack man than the same species in other regions, and has often been known to follow upon the human track for several hours at a time. It was this bear which first became known to the enlightened world; and from him the species was appropriately named grizzly. Among hunters, he is known as the Rocky Mountain white bear, to distinguish him from other varieties.


  The California grizzly sometimes weighs as much as two thousand pounds. He is of a brown color, sprinkled with grayish hairs. When aroused, he is, as has been said before, the most terrible of all animals in the world to encounter; but ordinarily will not attack man, except under peculiar circumstances. It is of this animal that the most extraordinary feats of strength are recorded. It is said, with truth, that he can carry off a full-grown horse or buffalo, and that, with one blow of his paw, he can stop a mad bull in full career. When roused, and particularly when wounded, there is no end to his courage; he fights till the last spark of life expires, fearing no odds, and never deigning to turn his heel upon the combat. It is to him that the appellations of science, ursus ferox and ursus horribilis, are peculiarly applicable.


  The grizzly of Washington and Oregon territories resembles the bear of California, with the exception that he rarely attains so large a size, and has a browner coat. His hair is more disposed to curl and is thicker, owing to the greater coldness of the climate. He is not so savage, and can be hunted with greater safety than either the California or Rocky Mountain bear. In New Mexico, the grizzly loses much of his strength and power, and upon the whole is rather a timid and spiritless animal.
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  LADY WASHINGTON.
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  NOT far distant from my camp, there was an extensive tract of chaparral, covering the side of a broad mountain and skirting a beautiful valley of tender herbage. My attention was attracted to it by indications of large bears; and, after a short examination, I discovered on the mountain-side the den of an old grizzly with two yearling cubs. The animals were in the habit of descending into the valley every night, and had worn a trail, along which they almost invariably passed in their excursions. I immediately determined, if possible, to slay this dam, and make myself master of her offspring, which were two of the finest looking young beasts I had ever seen.


  To resolve to do a thing, and to do that thing, are different matters; and so I found them on this occasion. There seemed, however, to be but one plan of action,─to waylay the dam; and, in accordance with it, I concealed myself one morning near the trail, when the animals were coming up from the valley. I had both my rifles well charged lying at my side; and, as the oldest approached, I drew Kentucky, and planted a half-ounce ball in her breast. She fell, but almost instantly recovered herself and rushed towards me; when, seizing my second rifle, I fired a second shot through her open mouth into her brain. It is often the case that the grizzly will live for several hours after being pierced even through the head or heart, and perform prodigies of strength; but in this instance, fortunately for me, perhaps, life lasted but a few minutes.


  As soon as the dam expired, I seized a lasso, which lay at my side, and rushed towards the cubs. I had imagined it would be a matter of ease, with the dam once out of the way, to secure them; but soon learned my mistake. As I rushed at them, they retreated; as I pursued, they broke away, and, doubling, shot past with a rapidity of motion which defied all my skill. I chased a long time without success; and, finally, when they and I were nearly worn out, they suddenly turned and made so violent an attack upon me that I was compelled, for my personal safety, to betake myself to a tree, and was glad to find one to climb. Although but little more than a year old, I saw that they had teeth and claws which were truly formidable.


  It was a ludicrous situation which I occupied in that tree; and it makes me laugh now to think how a hunter of great bears was thus besieged by little ones. However, there I sat, and there was no help for it. The cubs tried to climb after me, and it was necessary to pound their paws to keep them down; and I shall never forget how they snapped their jaws, and how wickedly they looked, when they were satisfied I was beyond their reach. Had they been full-grown grizzlies and thus driven me, like the sage Nestor of antiquity, to seek refuge in the branches, it might have been a long time before it would have been their good pleasure to withdraw; but the cubs did not understand the art of starving an enemy; and, in the course of half an hour, went off to their dead mother. They had shown enough, however, to make me give up the idea of taking them by the plan proposed; and, as I left the place, I began contriving other kinds of expedients for their capture.


  The plan hit upon at last was to procure horses from the Indians; for it seemed to me that, if we could chase the cubs into the plain, and pursue on horseback, we could certainly take them with our lassos. Accordingly, the same day, I mounted a mule, and, taking a quantity of dried venison as a present, rode down to the village, which I found to be under the sway of a hard-headed but good-natured old Indian potentate, named Kennasket. This chief, for divers good reasons, doubtless, placed little reliance in the white man; but he seemed pleased with my present and conversation, and finally consented to loan me three good horses, with which, however, he sent a brave, whom we called Pompey, to see to their safe return.


  Having thus procured horses, three of us, well mounted, took the field the next morning before daylight, and repaired to the neighborhood of the dead bear, where the cubs still remained. It was my intention to drive them down the trail to the open valley, so that our lassos could be used with effect; and I therefore directed my comrades to conceal themselves and be ready to rush forward. Having dismounted, I then made a circuit, and getting upon the trail above the position of the animals, moved slowly down towards them. In many places the bushes were so thick that I had to creep under them upon my hands and knees; and, as my rifle was never out of my hands, it may be conceived that the path was not without its annoyances.


  Upon drawing near the spot, a most interesting sight presented itself to my eyes. The cubs lay, with their paws upon the body of their dead mother, as if endeavoring to draw the accustomed warmth from it. Their appearance was so pleasing, so child like, that, for a few moments, I could only stop and gaze. At first they did not observe me; but, on a slight movement, they suddenly sprang to their feet, and, as they did so, I dashed forward, whirling my cap. They bounded down the trail; I followed, thinking we surely had them now; but, unfortunately, my comrades, too anxious to act, prematurely left their places; and the cubs, frightened by the display, bounded aside from the trail, and, getting into the chaparral, escaped.


  The next morning, we endeavored to try the same plan over; but, on going to the place, I found that the body of the dam had been devoured during the previous afternoon by vultures or buzzards; and of the cubs nothing was to be seen. I was now put to my wits to know what to do; for some time it appeared that nothing could be accomplished; but, finally, the idea occurred to me that, as there was but one spring in the valley, the animals would have to visit it for water, and that there was the place to take them. I therefore determined to watch the spring; and, as soon as it began to grow dark that evening, selected a place of concealment, where, the result of the experiment being uncertain, and the remainder of the party choosing to return to camp, I was left alone.


  The spring was a curious one, boiling up in the midst of the valley and making a pond, with a considerable space of moisture. For some distance around it there was a rank vegetation of coarse and heavy grass, called sword-grass, and a few trees and bushes. The mountains at the borders of the valley were high and rugged, with chaparral upon their sides, and oak, cedar, pine, and various kinds of mountain shrubbery about their summits. It was a lone place; no signs of human habitation were to be seen, no sounds of human life to be heard; and, particularly at night, the place was desolate and dreary indeed. I tried to beguile the time by a severe exercise of thought upon other subjects; but, in a short time, I fell into a doze, then into a sleep, and was not awakened until midnight, when the cubs unexpectedly passed by me. The moon shone, and they were plainly to be seen; but they had evidently been at the spring, and were now on their return to the mountain. They had outwitted me! I instantly sprang from my concealment and rushed after them; but in vain,─before I could overtake them, they reached the chaparral; and thus, for the third time, my endeavors failed.


  It was my intention at first, after this failure, to return to camp; but the thought struck me, that perhaps other animals would visit the spring, and I might still not go empty-handed. I had before noticed the tracks of panthers, wolves, deer, and antelopes, besides those of bears, in the neighborhood; and, as almost all wild animals are abroad in the night-time, there were fair chances of meeting some of them. The idea was not a mistaken one; for in the course of a few hours a pack of wolves approached. It is the habit of these animals, when they drink as well as when they eat, to do so noiselessly; but, as soon as they have satisfied themselves, they usually set up a concert of howls, which is anything but pleasant. It is indeed a horrible noise, the most hateful a man alone in the wilderness at night can hear. To a person anywise low-spirited or melancholy, it suggests the most awful fancies, and is altogether doleful in the extreme. I am, perhaps, as little affected with squeamishness as any man; but the lugubrious howl of a pack of wolves is more than I like; and I was glad to put the cowardly rascals to flight by sending a ball after them.


  It was nearly morning before anything else approached. The moon had gone down; dawn began to appear; and I thought for certain that nothing more would come, when a light step attracted my attention; and, by putting my ear to the ground, I recognized it as the tread of a bear. To take a prize at last, after my long watch, was a pleasant anticipation; and I was all willingness for a conflict with the beast, however large or however ferocious he might prove to be. It was not necessary to wait long; in a few minutes a large black bear approached the spring; drank heartily, stepped into the water, and, after wallowing, came out and began rolling on the grass. At this moment, before he could start off for the mountains again, I resolved to fire; and, drawing my rifle to my face, uttered a yell to attract his attention. As anticipated, he rose upon his hind legs, and presented as fair a mark as could have been desired. Though still in the gray of the morning, the light of dawn shone upon my rifle barrel; the sights aimed directly at his breast, and I fired. It was all the work of a moment; and the bear sprawled upon the ground, which he tore in his mortal agony. I was so excited that, without waiting to reload, I rushed up, planted my foot upon his neck, and plunged my knife into his throat—and for several days afterwards his meat served for provisions.


  Being now certain that the grizzly cubs visited the spring, I ordered out all my forces the next evening, and concealed them about the place, with strict instructions not to move but upon a signal. We commenced at sundown and watched till midnight. Once in a while a band of antelopes, a couple of deer, or a pack of wolves would approach; but they were allowed to come and go undisturbed. The stars, which rose in the evening, passed over our heads, and had sunk far down into the west; and faint streaks of light already played upon the eastern horizon, when, all at once, a yelping on the mountain, in the direction of the den, gave the welcome notification of the approach of the cubs. We now all stood watching every shadow and catching every sound. Presently the little bears ran past us, plunged their noses in the water, wallowed a few minutes, and then, crawling out, began tumbling and wrestling on the grass. At this moment, I gave the whistle; and sinking the spurs into our horses' sides, and swinging our lassos about our heads, we dashed forwards. The cubs, frightened by our sudden and unexpected attack, separated and ran in different directions. I pursued one, and my comrades the other.


  My cub, which proved to be a female, bounded into the plain, and required a long chase. She ran quite a mile before it was possible for me to throw the lasso, which was no sooner over her head than she poked it off, and started on again. I followed several miles, and threw the lasso over her again and again, as many as seven times, before it kept its place; but it did finally retain its hold, and she was mine. I immediately sprang from my horse, and, whipping out a muzzle and cords from my pockets, soon had her bound head and foot. She was so beautiful that I had to stop and admire her for some time, before going to see what my comrades had done.


  They, too, had succeeded. Indeed, they flattered themselves that they had excelled the old hunter,─a hallucination in which I indulged them awhile for amusement. When the cubs separated, they had pursued theirs, which proved to be a male, a long distance, until he ran into a chaparral so thick and interlaced that he became completely entangled. They then dismounted, and seized him with their hands in such a manner that, though all were more or less scratched and bitten, they succeeded in securing and binding him,─and well was he bound; never in my life before or since have I seen an animal so completely tied up and wound about. They had then procured a long pole, and slinging the bear upon it, had borne him upon their shoulders to the spring. All this they told with great glee, enjoying their supposed triumph over me. I asked to be shown the place where they had captured him; and when they pointed it out, I remarked that they had an easier place to catch their bear than I mine; but they had got bitten and scratched, which I had not. This speech puzzled them. "Look at your hands," said I; "mine are not scratched in that way; there is no blood here;" and then I told them my story. "And," said I, "she is the prettiest little animal in all the country." Sykesey and Tuolumne thought I was joking, and wanted a proof; but, looking them straight in the eyes, I asked if they had ever known the old hunter to lie. No, they replied, they had never known that he ever did.


  Such was the manner in which my bear, Lady Washington, one of the companions of my future hunting life, was captured. From that time to this, she has always been with me; and often has she shared my dangers and privations, borne my burdens, and partaken of my meals. The reader may be surprised to hear of a grizzly companion and friend; but Lady Washington has been both to me. He may hardly credit the accounts of my nestling up between her and the fire to keep both sides warm under the winter colds of the mountains; but they are all true; let him only read on.


  CHAPTER IV.


  THE WAY TO CAMP.


  Plans for removing the Cubs. A worrying Experiment. Pompey´s Proposition. An Indian Cart. Pompey´s Lack of Punctuality. Peculiarities of the Indian Cart. Indian Harness. Pompey´s amusing Reasoning. Start for Camp. Adventure with Wolves. Lobos Leggings. A precious Carcass. Feast at the Nightfire. Dried Venison. The Leather Bottle. Visit to the Indian Village. Indian Barter. Condition of the Horse Hiring. The Village. Kennasket´s Government. Kennasket. Friendly Reception. Friendly Relations. Character of the Indians. The Californian Diggers. "Indian Depredations." The Northern Indians. My Experience, Providence and the Indians.


  AS the cubs were now caught, the next matter was to get them to camp; and upon this question various opinions were held. Sykesey proposed taking them bound upon horseback; Tuolumne preferred making a drag of grass, fastening them upon it, and pulling them along; but there were objections to both these plans. We finally determined to make an experiment with the male cub, by putting a strap of buckskin about his neck, attaching lariats on both sides, and leading him. This arrangement, however, did not work as well as anticipated; and the animal worried himself so much, by prancing and leaping to one or the other side, that, by the time we got to camp, he was completely worn out. However, we doused him into water, and, as soon as he was cooled and refreshed, chained him up to a tree.


  On account of the above difficulties, I proposed making for Lady Washington a kind of box of dry hide, and packing her in on horseback; but my Indian friend, Pompey, said, No, that he would procure a cart, which would answer much better. This cart, he said, was of a kind sometimes used by the Indians for hauling their goods from place to place, and consisted of a tongue, axle-tree, two solid wooden wheels, and a body of green hide. I had never seen a vehicle of the kind, but from the description it seemed to be the very thing required, and I sent him off at once to procure it; and he promised to meet me where the bear lay three hours before dark.


  Agreeably to our understanding, I rode out about the middle of the afternoon to the spot, and found the cub lying where she had been left, but fretting considerably with her situation. I passed the time admiring her, and looking for Pompey; but it grew nearly sundown, and he did not make his appearance. I fired my rifle several times as a signal; and at last, as the sun went down, a faint shout replied, appearing to come from a great distance; but this was caused by an intervening hill; and in a few minutes Pompey, with a cart drawn by two horses, came up, followed by three Indians on foot.


  I had to stand amazed at the novelty of the vehicle they had brought. It answered the description given of it, but was entirely different from my idea, being one of the most rude and aboriginal carriages possible. The harness consisted of strips of dry elk-hide, rubbed in the hands until pliable, and fastened together with strings of the same. The traces were made of like strips, twisted. There were no collars, but only broad bands of hide in place of them. The tongue of the cart was short, and held up between the horses by strings attached to the shoulder-bands; but there was no breeching, and this astonished me most of all. I asked the Indians how they could keep the cart from running upon the horses' legs when going down hill. Pompey replied, that an Indian's cart was made to go only forwards, and it was a bad horse that could not keep out of the way of it. This answer amused me, and I should have asked many more questions; but the night approached, and we therefore, without more ado, hastily lashed the cub on the cart, and Pompey, jumping upon one of the horses, started off at so round a rate that I found it difficult to keep up. The Indians on foot put themselves to a fast trot, and, being good runners, lagged not behind in the race.


  On the road to camp, upon getting within a mile of it, we suddenly came upon a pack of wolves, at a spot where they appeared, by remarkable good fortune, to have found a choice bit of carrion. The Indians cried out "Lobos," as both they and the Spaniards call wolves, and asked me to kill them. At that time, wolves had no value in my eyes; but, to please the Indians, I dismounted, and, crawling towards the pack, which had gorged themselves, and were now howling and fighting over what was left, as is the habit of these gluttonous creatures, fired at them. My shot was random, there not being light enough to see; but I succeeded, by firing into their midst; in boring one through the middle, and soon heard him draw his breath through blood. At this the Indians were exceedingly delighted, and, with almost one voice, asked for the skin. I had always supposed that wolf skins were valueless; but now learned that they are highly prized by these northern Indians, who make leggings of them. So much, indeed, did they prize it, that they would not suffer the precious carcass to be tied on the cart with the bear, for fear of its being torn, and insisted upon carrying it themselves. So anxious were they for lobos leggings, that I at once engaged them for a grand antelope hunt, by a promise of wolf skins.


  After this, we proceeded, without further incident, to camp, where a quantity of roasted bear-steaks, tea made of a fragrant herb of the mountains, and a rousing, comfortable, big fire awaited us. We were now eight souls in all, and sat down flat upon the ground to a feast such as only hungry hunters could properly enjoy. Our provisions, which were heaped before us when we sat down, rapidly dwindled away; but we continued to hack and hew until after midnight, and finally had it break in upon our stores of dried venison. This we placed upon the coals, so as to make it more brittle and edible; and most earnestly did we attack it. I remarked that my rifle had never failed in the hour of need, and directed the company not to spare; and I can assure the reader that the company did not spare; these Indians, whatever may be their failings in other respects, are terrible fellows with their jaws. The meal was barely ended, when Pompey, with a ludicrous twist of his lips, asked for the leather bottle. I protested that the leather bottle contained nothing but medicine. Pompey replied that it was good medicine for red man as well as white; and I found myself obliged to bring out the brandy, though I had but a few pints. We accordingly closed the occasion with a hearty swallow, which enlivened us all; and then, having chained up the second cub as we had done the first, we crept into our blankets, in an excellent good-humor with the world and with ourselves, and went to sleep.


  The next day, having no further present use for the horses which were hired of the Indians, I determined to return them, and at the same time pay a visit of respect to the village, it being not only politic to make friends of our neighbors, but a matter of common justice to acknowledge our obligations to them. Accordingly, packing up a mule, I requested Pompey to take the horses, and we proceeded to the village.


  The main species of traffic among these children of the wilderness is barter; there is, it is true, a knowledge of coin, which is becoming more extended as they are thrown into more frequent intercourse with civilization, but exchanges in kind still constitute the principal trade. My agreement had been to pay a sack of dried meat for each horse each day of their use; and as the indebtedness daily accumulated, this was an additional reason for promptness in settling the account.


  The village was a collection of wigwams under the government of the old chief Kennasket, a man whom I afterwards found to be of considerable dignity of character, and, for a savage, of remarkable mildness and urbanity of manner. He ruled over his people with a sort of patriarchal sway, exercising the power, not of a conqueror and despot, but of a protector and father. The whole constitution of the society, indeed, resembled what we are taught of the patriarchs, with the exception that, instead of those immense flocks which we read of, the only domesticated animals found here were horses and dogs, and the mode of life was rude in the extreme.


  The chief, when I was brought into his presence, expressed himself glad to see the white man, and thanked me for the venison. He had always been disposed, he said, to look upon the pale faces with distrust, having frequently been wronged by them; but, seeing that I was punctual and honorable, he hoped we might be friends. With these words, he looked up towards heaven, as if calling upon the Great Spirit to witness the purity of his intentions, and handed me his pipe, which I smoked. We then settled the terms of our accounts; and, in this transaction, he was much more liberal than was to have been expected. After passing my faith that the score should soon be squared off, I shook hands with all the Indians, mounted my mule, and, followed by Pompey, returned to camp.


  The excellent relations thus so auspiciously commenced with the Indians, afforded assurances that we would have no difficulties with them. They are a rude race of beings, but intrinsically very much like ourselves, having the same passions, differing from us more in education, or want of education, than in nature. Even the Digger races of California, though idle, shiftless, and filthy, as a general rule, are capable of being active and handy,—witness my boys, Tuolumne and Stanislaus. They have been, however, greatly abused by those whites who consider them little better than beasts; and their generally peaceful and submissive characters, instead of procuring immunity from injury, have seemed only to invite oppression. It makes my blood boil with indignation to hear of the cruelties sometimes practised towards these poor creatures; for if the truth of the oft-repeated battle-cry of "Indian Depredations" were known, few indeed would be the cases found where the red men were really at fault.


  The northern tribes, being fiercer and more disposed to resent injuries than the poor Diggers, are more respected, and treated more like fellow beings; but even in their case, it is not humanity or respect that protects them but rather the fear of their retaliation. Over the whole western country, it seems to be a rule that the white man can injure the Indian with impunity, and no one steps forward to make his the common cause of mankind; but let the Indian retaliate, and the cry of "Indian Depredations" is raised, and the hounds of war and extermination are loosened to slay and ravage. I have lived much among the red men; I have seen much, and had many opportunities of knowing them intimately; but in all cases, in the north and in the south, never have I found them otherwise than as well disposed for peace and fair dealing as the white men. My tastes of propriety and cleanliness, as a white man, have frequently been shocked by their habits; but honorable and courtly dealing on my part has always been met with a return in kind on theirs. In all my experience, I have never had to quarrel or fight with them; and I am convinced that, if my disposition towards them had actuated all white men from the first, they would have been found as well disposed to all as they invariably were to me.


  It is the decree of an overruling Providence that the red man shall die out, and there is no fault to be found with it, any more than with the fiat which ordered the extermination of the ancient creatures whose forms live only in the rocks; but that butchery and wrong by their own more enlightened fellow-men should be the means of destruction, seems to me not necessarily the command of a good God. It may be that everything that is, is right; but we might make it different, and it would still be right.


  POSTSCRIPT.


  To complete the foregoing narrative, a few words remain to be added. After exhibiting his animals in San Francisco for several years, Adams, as stated in the Introduction, removed to New York. He took passage with them on the clipper ship Golden Fleece, which sailed on January 7, 1860. The voyage required three months and a half. Upon arrival at New York he made a contract with Phineas T. Barnum and thenceforth exhibited in connection with Barnum's shows.


  The reader will remember that in the spring of 1855 Adams had a severe encounter with a grizzly dam near his old camp in the Sierra Nevada Mountains. He was on that occasion stricken down by the brute, and, though he finally succeeded in killing her, it was not before she had inflicted serious wounds upon his head and neck. At the same time his bear Ben Franklin, who had materially assisted him in the fight, was also injured. Ben always afterward carried the scars of the conflict upon his face, though they did not in any respect disfigure him. As for Adams himself, when his scalp-wound healed, it left a depression about the size of a silver dollar near the top of his forehead, which looked as if the skull underneath had been removed.


  When Adams went to New York, it was without Ben Franklin. That noble fellow, who had formed a conspicuous feature of the Pacific Museum and was a great favorite with all visitors, had died from some unknown cause on January 17, 1858. The event not only affected Adams deeply, but was a subject of regret to the San Francisco public in general. It was noticed at considerable length by the Evening Bulletin of January 19, 1858, in an article entitled "Death of a Distinguished Native Californian."


  After making his arrangement with Barnum, Adams gave exhibitions in New York for six weeks. Before the end of that time, however, he had become a very sick man. It was said that in the course of a severe struggle with one of his animals on shipboard, while doubling Cape Horn, the wound in his head had been torn open afresh. However this may have been, it is certain that, after his reaching New York, the wound became exceedingly inflamed; fever supervened, and Adams's condition of health became alarming. Upon consulting a physician, he was informed that he had not long to live, and was advised to cease labor. But he insisted upon continuing at work and made a new contract with Barnum to travel in connection with a circus and give exhibitions through Connecticut and Massachusetts during the summer of 1860. And, by sheer force of will-power, he managed, though with difficulty, to comply with his agreement.


  On the completion of his contract Adams retired to Neponset, a small town near Boston, where his relatives resided. Upon reaching that place the sick man at once took to his bed; and he never rose from it again. The excitement of the exhibition ring had passed away, and his vital energies sank. On the fifth day, his physician told him he could not live until morning. He received the announcement with apparent indifference; but at the request of his relatives he sent for a clergyman.


  According to Barnum—to whom we owe these last particulars—Adams said to the clergyman that, though he had told some pretty big stories in the exhibition ring about his bears, "he had always endeavored to do the straight thing between man and man." In answer to questions about his faith, he replied: "I have attended preaching every day, Sundays and all, for the last six years. Sometimes an old grizzly gave me the sermon, sometimes it was a panther; often it was the thunder and lightning, the tempest or the hurricane, on the peaks of the Sierra Nevada or in the gorges of the Rocky Mountains. But whatever preached to me, it always taught me the majesty of the Creator and revealed to me the undying and unchanging love of our kind Father in Heaven. Although I am a pretty rough customer, I fancy my heart is in about the right place, and look with confidence for that rest which I so much need, and which I have never enjoyed upon earth." He then desired the clergyman to pray, after which he took him by the hand, thanked him for his kindness, and bade him farewell. In another hour his spirit had taken its flight. It was said by those present that his face lighted with a smile as the last breath escaped him—and that smile he carried with him into his grave.
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