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WHEN I FILED application card Form 5000-AB I did not guess that, in addition to applying for a position as a ranger in our National Park Service, I was elbowing myself into participation in a series of events so extraordinary—indeed, so melodramatic—that few individuals have experienced their like—or, if they did experience them, managed to come through them alive.

I could not foresee, when I passed my civil-service examination and was appointed a seasonal ranger, assigned to Yosemite National Park, that I should encounter such eccentric, baffling or ruthless characters as the stately Chinese gentleman, Li Seow Yen; the incredible and aristocratic Mrs. Letitia Potwin, from Boston’s Back Bay; her chauffeur-secretary-maid, Miss Joan d’Arcy Vanderlee; the fat, bubbling, liquid-eyed Levantine Greek, Zaharados; or the dwarfish Johannes van der Poot, of Holland. To say nothing of the huge, effeminate wrestler, Nature Boy Nussler.

I found that I had to buy my own uniforms at a cost of nearly $150; that my salary was $3410 a year; that it was ordained I should work a forty-hour week, with overtime for such extra hours as I spent usefully. My duties included fire protection, insect control, protecting scenic wonders and the flora and fauna of the park, protecting the visiting public from one another and the results of their natural vagaries, and answering questions sensible and absurd with courtesy and correctness.

There were seventy of us—twenty-three regular rangers and forty-seven of us seasonal boys—to oversee and police 757,617 acres of the awe-inspiring, incredibly beautiful and almost untamed terrain.

On the day when I first made the acquaintance of Mrs. Letitia Potwin, I was stationed in Camp 14 on the floor of the valley. Here I registered newcomers and assigned sites upon which they might park their trailers, for this was largely a house-trailer camp. I was engaged in some trivial chore when an imperative female voice called, “Ranger!”

Now we rangers, even one of such brief experience as I, are not given to feeling surprise, much less to exhibiting surprise, at the appearance, antics, aberrations or mental idiosyncrasies of those who come to disport themselves in those areas which have been set apart by act of Congress for the conservation of “the scenery and the natural and historical objects and wildlife . . . for the enjoyment of the same in such manner and by such means as will leave them unimpaired for the enjoyment of future generations.” But I admit I stared with undisguised amazement at what I saw. The means of transportation of these new arrivals consisted of a car of expensive make and conservative design, to which was attached an expensive trailer of approximately the dimensions of a Pullman sleeping car.

The front seat of the automobile was occupied by two women. One was a lady—unmistakably a lady—of mature years. In a more mellow age than this the complimentary word which would have been applied to her is “portly.” She was clothed in dignity. Her face, dominated by a great nose, was aristocratic in a granite sort of way. And she was dressed as if she were going to afternoon tea in Beacon Street at the height of the social season.

The driver of the car was much younger and definitely more pleasing to the eye. Her dress was a chauffeur’s uniform of blue, with a visored cap which sat sedately upon hair which was closer to red than auburn. Her face was rather on the lean side, with high cheekbones and flat planes beneath. Her eyes were not blue, as one would have expected, but dark brown. It was the sort of face you looked at once carelessly, and then turned back too quickly for a second look, to try to determine just what was there to be seen.

“Young man,” said the elderly lady, “you are a ranger?”

“I am a ranger,” said I.

The massive lady fixed me with severe eyes. “Your appearance,” she said, “is creditably spruce. You have my approval.”

“Thank you, madam,” I answered.

“And your manners, what little I have seen of them, are good,” she said, as if awarding an accolade.

“How may I assist you?” I asked.

“We were told to come here to register and to be assigned space for our trailer.”

“If you will come with me,” I suggested, “we will select a space and then register you by name and location, in case of mail or telegrams.”

“There will be none,” she said grimly. “Our whereabouts is unknown to friends and acquaintances. . . . Joan, go with the young man and attend to details. . . . By the way, ranger, have you a name?”

“Sawtell,” I informed her.

“Ranger Sawtell. I believe there are certain regulations?”

“Not rigorous,” I informed her.

“Is there one,” she demanded rather than asked, “against search for hidden treasure?”

“May I ask the nature of this treasure?”

“Gold,” she said tersely.

“No mining operations are permitted.”

“I do not wish to mine. I wish to seek for a hidden treasure.”

“There is no regulation against that,” I answered. “So long as you do not mar or deface.”

“That,” she said, “is understood. I am not a vandal.”

“If you will come with me, Miss—” I said to the chauffeur.

“Vanderlee,” she supplied, and stepped from the car. She came up to my ear, and I am six feet and an inch tall.

We walked through the close-huddled trailers, and I pointed out an available site which she said was satisfactory. “Sanitary facilities and water,” I told her. “No electricity. Ice will be delivered. There is a store for supplies.”

“Thank you. This will do very well,” she said.

She completed the registration: “Mrs. Letitia Potwin and chauffeur.”

“Your name also, please.”

“Joan d’Arcy Vanderlee,” she wrote.

“Of Boston?”

“Of Boston,” she answered.

We returned to the automobile, and Miss Vanderlee maneuvered it into its position between a homemade job drawn by a battered car and a streamlined trailer from whose side stretched a striped awning with comfortable chairs underneath.

“Can I be of further service?” I asked.

“None,” Mrs. Potwin said decisively. . . . “Joan, affix the awning. Then you will prepare coffee. . . . This location suits my purposes admirably. I wish to mingle.”

“You will find no difficulty,” said I, “in mingling. There are eight thousand people here.”

Mrs. Potwin stared about her, aristocratic nose elevated. Brilliant sun penetrated the towering pines, which afforded little shade. Underfoot, the grass had been worn away, and on every side, as far as the eye could reach were trailers parked cheek by jowl, canvas awnings, canvas enclosures to give some measure of privacy. Children were everywhere, sucking lollipops or nibbling ice-cream cones, while their parents sat beside their nomadic dwellings, lolling in camp chairs, dressed in the ultimate of informality, cooking or eating or napping or gossiping. Bicycles scurried about, ridden by women with bare legs, boys and men with bare legs, who were pedaling furiously to no destination. In the background was a huge van containing automatic laundering machines, and before it, in canvas chairs, sat half a dozen women, waiting for their clothing to pass through that mechanical cleansing process. None of them ever had seen any other of the group until they came here, but they were chattering with intimate animation.

“Clutter,” said Mrs. Potwin disapprovingly.

“They do get a bit close together,” I agreed.

She sniffed. “It would seem,” she said loftily, “that the chief characteristic of the human race is to create slums for itself. These persons come thousands of miles ostensibly to gaze at wonders of nature. Do they ever look at them?”

“Why, yes, madam.” In spite of regulations, I was ironical. “They even,” said I, “buy picture post cards of them.”

Miss Vanderlee emerged from the trailer. Her voice was brittle as she quoted, “ ‘To him who in the love of Nature holds communion  with her visible forms, she speaks a various language.’ It may be that a fat woman in slacks with a hot dog in her hand gets more out of goggling at Niagara or the Grand Canyon or Glacier Point than the esthete in a flowing tie and nibbling a violet.”

“You are impertinent!” snapped Mrs. Potwin.

“It’s part of my job,” Miss Vanderlee said, and disappeared within the trailer. She thrust her head out the door. “Somebody has to rap you over the knuckles or you get out of hand.”

This seemed to me to be disrespectful language to be addressed by an employee to her mistress, and I expected swift results. But Mrs. Potwin ignored it. Instead, she asked me, “What sort of language, ranger, does Nature speak to this riffraff?”

“A good language,” I answered, choosing my words with discretion. “And this, madam, is not precisely riffraff. These are citizens on holiday, possibly a long-anticipated-and-saved-for holiday. At first glance they may seem grotesque or crude. But, at your leisure, madam, study their faces. They are good, sturdy American faces. They are the faces of men and women who, by diligence and economy and good citizenship, have earned the right to relax for a few days, and lay aside their cares and their inhibitions. These funny people, madam, are the backbone of America.”

I stopped, embarrassed, fearing lest I had overstepped the bounds. Mrs. Potwin glared at me a moment. Her face did not relax its grimness even when she spoke. “Young man,” she said harshly, “you’re not such a damn fool as you look. And I’m not such a damn fool as I talk.”

Suddenly her eyes widened as a tall, spare gentleman in a meticulously tailored gabardine suit emerged from the neighboring trailer. He had a face of great dignity, thin, with high cheekbones and unmistakably Oriental eyes.

“Mr. Li!” she exclaimed.

The man turned, startled.

“I am Letitia Potwin,” she said.

“Not the dazzling Mrs. Potwin, of Paris, of London, of Rome—of Shanghai! It has been many years!”

“Not so dazzling,” Mrs. Potwin said. “My nose was too big. After all these years, to meet you again, and here. But I shouldn’t be surprised. You always were mysterious.”

“Never mysterious, Mrs. Potwin. Only shy and retiring.”

“I feared the revolutionists, or the war lords, or the communists had abolished you,” she said.

“Good fortune was mine,” he said gravely.

“It used to be private cars,” she said. “Now it is a trailer.”

“We are bound to the wheel,” he answered. “It turns, now up, now down. Time has dealt graciously with you, Mrs. Potwin.”

“I’m an old woman and I’ve lost my zest.”

“Never that!” he exclaimed.

She shook her head and frowned. “I wonder,” she said—it seemed to me with a trace of uneasiness—“what will happen now?”

“I do not understand,” he said placidly.

“Whenever you appear,” she said, “something happens. Something startling, something—something—”

“Coincidence, I assure you. Always I have been only an observer.

“But you always appeared where there was something to observe,” she said.

“The same might well be said of you, Mrs. Potwin. May I ask what brings you to this wonderland—and in a trailer, as I am?”

“I’m treasure hunting,” she announced. “Of course, it’s a great secret, but not from an old friend.”

“We are all treasure hunting, are we not?” He bowed again in his stately way. “I am charmed that our paths have crossed again.”

He was about to walk back to his trailer when a racket of boyish voices called our attention to the road. A rabble of admiring small boys was trailing the most magnificent and barbaric human body it ever had been my fortune to see. It was a golden man whose height must have topped six feet by four inches. His mighty, superbly proportioned body was golden with the tan of the sun, and only a minor portion of it was concealed by a brief garment of leopardskin. He strode along with the supple grace of a great cat. His face was set in an expression of ineffable self-satisfaction. But, in spite of his bulk, of his flowing thews and sinews, the impression he created was not ruggedly masculine; it was effeminate. We stared after him until he was hidden by a bend in the road.

“And what,” demanded Mrs. Potwin, “was that?”

“Doubtless,” said Mr. Li, “one of the ancient gods of the region, manifesting himself to the eyes of man.”

“Ranger,” said Mrs. Potwin, “you’re supposed to know everything about this park. What was it? Does it grow here? Do you keep it on exhibition?”

“I have never seen it before,” I said.

“But I have,” said Miss Vanderlee’s voice from the trailer door. ‘Its name is Nature Boy Nussler.”

“Where,” asked Mrs. Potwin, “did you ever encounter such a creature?”

“On the television screen,” Miss Vanderlee replied. “He is a wrestler.”

“Television!” Mrs. Potwin’s exclamation was a snort of outrage. “On the television screen one admits to his home fantastic guests. In my day, even on a sheet of glass, one would not have extended the hospitality of his living room to creatures and to goings-on which now we not only tolerate but applaud. Our people are being debauched by electronics.”

“The graciousness and dignity of human life,” said Mr. Li, “are making their last futile stand against the dubious miracles of science.” He bowed again from the waist and walked across the short space to his temporary home.

Mrs. Potwin was frowning. The expression upon her face might have been one of apprehension.

“That Chinaman,” she said, “does pop up! Hold your hats, my Mends, and wait for the big wind to strike.” She turned abruptly to me. “We have no further need for your services, ranger,” she said. “If we require you in the future, we will summon you.”

Somewhat nonplused by this imperious dismissal, I turned to go. Miss Vanderlee spoke again, and again I was aware of something not far from impertinence in her words and manner.

“Don’t be annoyed, Mr. Ranger,” she said. “That was Mrs. Potwin’s idea of saying ‘Thank you’ for your courtesies. Do you remember what someone said about Napoleon: that he never had any manners till he got to where he didn’t need any? Mrs. Potwin arrived at that place at the time of her birth.”

“Young woman,” said Mrs. Potwin grandly, “I can dispense with your services.”

Miss Vanderlee grinned. Not smiled—grinned. It made her face young and mischievous and attractive. “I dare you to try it,” she said, and disappeared into the trailer.

When I am not on duty, I find pleasure in walking here and there on the floor of the valley and mingling with the tourists. I enjoy the excellent concerts given at Camps 7 and 14, and to while away the evenings I often listen to the naturalist’s illustrated talks or attend the motion pictures in the Old Village. On the evening of the day on which I first met Mrs. Potwin and her chauffeur-secretary and Mr. Li Seow Yen, I had been listening to a fascinating lecture about the geological past of Yosemite. This occurred in the open-air amphitheater in Camp Curry, which, next to the sumptuous Ahwahnee Hotel, is the most expensive and desirable stopping place in the park. It consists of very comfortable cabins, which may be had with or without bath, and tents which are completely furnished. It is a complete little village, an entity by itself, with cafeteria and dining room and shops. I had occupied a seat in the rear of the amphitheater. Just as I was getting up, my mind on a good-night cup of coffee, I felt a hand touch my shoulder and heard a voice say close to my ear, “Mr. Ranger, a gentleman wish to speak with you.”

I turned and looked down into the liquid brown eyes of a boy of soft, rotund figure and ingratiating smile.

“What gentleman?” I asked.

“In those cabin there,” said the boy. “He much weesh to talk to you.”

I followed the boy, who opened the door of the cabin and showed me into its comfortable living room.

“Sir,” called the boy, “the ranger have come.”

Almost instantly there emerged from a bedroom a man swathed in a brilliantly colored dressing gown. He, like the boy, was rotund and soft, with great brown eyes. The eyes of the boy were sad eyes, such as one sees so often peering from the faces of those who live upon the shores of the Eastern Mediterranean. But the man’s eyes were merry and dancing. Heavy as he was, his step was light and his voice was bubbling with good humor.

“Oh, ho-ho!” he bubbled. “So nice, so very nice, so very polite of you to come, Mr. Ranger. Will you not seat yourself? Will you not partake of refreshment? I am Zaharados. What refreshment may I serve to you?”

“Nothing, thank you,” I replied. “What can I do for you, sir?”

“Not even a cigarette?” He was hurt. “You make it impossible for me to be hospitable.”

“Then,” I said, “I’ll take a cigarette.”

He extended a gold cigarette case with stones set in the lid of it. I lighted the cigarette and found it heavy and of disagreeable scent.

Again I asked, “What is it that I can do for you, Mr. Zaharados?”

“All rangers I have found so efficient, so polite. In my country it is not always so with government employees. No, I have no important favor to ask of you. No trouble at all to make. Would you like to see the child do a trick? He does very good tricks.”

He motioned to the fat boy, who looked at me with melancholy eyes and reached an open hand into the air. There was nothing in the hand. It did not seem to move, but suddenly there appeared a golden orange in the fingers.

“Excellent, eh? Astonishing. The hand is quicker than the eye. . . . Again, my child.”

Once more the hand was upraised. This time it was not fruit that appeared as if by magic in its grasp, but a knife with a gleaming blade.

“So-o-o!” exclaimed Zaharados with glee. “And now.”

He placed his pudgy hand against the wall, its fingers spread. The boy, still melancholy, flicked his wrist and the knife glittered as it whirled through the air, its point thudding into the wall between Zaharados’ second and third fingers.

“Clever people, these Greeks,” said the fat man.

“I doubt,” said I, “if the Yosemite Park and Curry Company, who own this cabin, would approve of having knives stuck in its walls.”

“Oh, that!” he dismissed the resentment of the valley’s concessionaires. “If I do a nuisance, I will pay. . . . Now we will chat.”

The man fascinated me. He was a circuitous person who approached his objective by devious paths. And, for some reason, he wished to startle me. Very well, I was startled. Also I was irritated.

“Do we come to the point, sir?” I asked.

“To the point. Indeed, we come to the point. There are many people in this place of natural wonders?”

“As you can see for yourself,” I answered.

“From many states of this so-wonderful country of yours?”

“I suppose from every state in the Union.”

“And from foreign countries?” he asked. “I, myself, am from the Levant.”

“Undoubtedly there are other aliens,” I said.

“From England?”

“Possibly.”

“From Italy?”

“Quite likely.” I was becoming impatient.

“From China?” he asked, and I thought I detected an alteration in his tone. It seemed to me he had come to the point at last.

“There could be Chinese,” I told him. 

“Have you seen such a person, Mr. Ranger?”

I did not like this man and his bubbling ways, nor the fat boy who amazed with trickery and knife throwing. So I had no intention of giving him information which he was at such pains to seek.

“There are many Chinese in San Francisco,” I said.

“Not those,” he replied. “I mean from China itself?”

“I imagine,” said I, “that native Chinese are busy at home at the moment, and not given to traveling.”

“Oh, so true! Oh, that great and historical country, in such dire straits! So you have seen no citizen of that vast misguided land?”

I made no reply, but permitted him to interpret my silence as a statement of agreement.

“Now, Mr. Ranger, so accommodating! If, as you move about this park, bent upon performing the duties of your position, you should see or even hear of the arrival of a genuine, bonafide Chinaman—Do you see?—As a favor to me, above and beyond the call of your duties, would you come to me here and inform me of the fact?”

“One does not,” I said, “earn Medals of Honor that way.”

He bubbled with laughter. “So good a joke! But, Mr. Ranger, it would be to your advantage.”

“In what manner, Mr. Zaharados?”

“Financially,” he said, and smiled.

“Public servants differ here from those in your country,” I said, “in more than politeness. They do not accept bribes.”

“But no. No, indeed. No bribe. Mere appreciation of service done. Would it be a breach of your duties to tell me if you see a Chinaman here?”

“Possibly not,” said I. “But in my book, if a man tries to buy information, then it is information he means to use for a bad purpose.”

I got to my feet. He advanced upon me, laughing merrily, and would have slapped me on the back. I side-stepped.

“Good night, Mr. Zaharados,” I said. “Thank you for the cigarette —and the performance.”

I have encountered many people that I do not like, but never before had I met one that I was so thoroughly repelled by as this soft, adipose, laughing Levantine Greek.

On my way to take up my duties in Camp 14 next morning I stopped to report to the chief park ranger, who is directly in charge of our Protection Division. His duties are many and arduous, including fire protection, maintenance of entrance stations and maintaining travel records. The reason for my call was uneasiness about the man Zaharados, and his fat boy. He listened to me attentively.

“A queer pair,” he said, “but we get some odd ones. Would you think, Sawtell, that the Greek was some sort of mountebank or theatrical performer?”

“No, sir,” I answered.

“Then why the legerdemain and knife throwing?”

“To impress me,” I replied. “I think, for some reason, he wanted me to know he could be a dangerous person.”

“What luck did he have?”

“I think he is a dangerous person,” I said.

“But why would he invite you into his house for such a purpose?”  

“I’m quite sure, sir, he had a definite purpose. What it could be I can’t guess.”

“And he offered you money for information?”

“He did, sir.”

“What about this Chinese? Have you seen one in the park?”

“Yes, sir. A gentleman named Li Seow Yen. He occupies a trailer in Camp Fourteen”

“You speak of him as a gentleman.”

“He is a gentleman, sir. I’ve reason to believe him to be a man of importance in the world—a man known in the capitals of Europe. His manners are stately. I believe he lives, or did live, in Shanghai.”

“You were right in reporting this, Sawtell. We’ll keep a weather eye on the man Zaharados.”

As I left the administration building I was halted by a tall, spare woman armed with a stereoscopic camera.

“Ranger,” she addressed me, “may I ask you some questions?” 

“Certainly, madam,” I replied.

“I am president of a women’s club in Terre Haute,” she said, “and this winter I mean to deliver a lecture, possibly a series of lectures, illustrated with colored slides, upon this park.”

“We shall appreciate that very much,” I said. “What can I tell you?”

“I know, of course,” she said, “that there are a number of national parks. How many?”

“There are twenty-eight national parks,” I told her, “which have an area of more than twelve and a half million of acres. There are eighty-three national monuments, in which there are nine and a quarter million acres. The remainder of the lands administered by the National Park Service consists of historical parks, battlefield parks, recreational areas, and so forth. Altogether more than twenty-four million acres have been preserved for the pleasure and education of the people.”

“At the tip of your tongue,” she said, and smiled humorously.

“You can get full information,” said I, “from pamphlets and books which are available to visitors. And, of course, if you will visit the museum and library over there”—I pointed to the building—”you can get all the information you will need.”

“Thank you, ranger,” she said, and went on into the administration building.

The morning was beautiful, warm with a breeze blowing up the valley. The silvery thread of Yosemite Falls—a slender thread now in the dry season—traced its way down the mighty cliffs. Glacier Point, gray and bare, rose perpendicularly to the clouds. It seemed incredible that its summit could be reached by human feet. Yet I knew that it could be come to by easy roads, invisible from where I stood, that wound and wriggled upward through a magnificent growth of pines to a hotel perched on top of the world. From its tip, when darkness fell in the evening, would plunge downward the Fire Fall, a man-created cascade of glowing embers, as awe-inspiring as some prehistoric lava flow.

A car stopped beside me and a feminine voice asked, “You are a ranger, yes?”

“I am a ranger,” I answered and turned.

The voice came from a convertible whose top had been lowered—an exotic foreign car of a make unfamiliar to me. At its wheel sat a girl more exotic than the lemon-yellow car. Her hair was whiter even than silver, and it fell straight to her shoulders without curl or wave, and somehow the idea came to me that even a strong wind could not ruffle it. Her face was as foreign as her automobile, but to what race she might belong I could not guess. Such delicious coloring on human cheeks I had never before seen, nor such precise perfection of features. She was so beautiful that she seemed to be rather the creation of some great artist than a natural woman.

“I would ride,” she said. “The stables are where? Them I have lost.”

“Straight ahead,” I told her.

“So many roads? So many trees! So much river—and I feel fear that the great mountains will tumbling down come!” She smiled. “At this Ahwahnee Hotel they tell that I can get the horse for ride.”

The shock of her strange beauty had been such that I had only vaguely noticed that she had a companion. This companion’s head came but a little above the door of the car, and it was sheltered by a derby hat of a shape that never was made or sold in America. Underneath the hat was a bearded face, the face of a gnome to match the size of the body that supported it. It was a pointed beard. Small eyes set closely together peered at me coldly.

“Good morning, sir,” I said.

“Goot morning,” he said in a metallic voice. “My daughter wish to ride the horse. The way we do nodt know. Iss it that it will be possible for you to show us thees way to the horse?”

“Why, yes,” I said. “You cannot possibly miss it, but I’ll show you the way.”

The kobold-like creature moved closer to his daughter and thrust open the door. “You will enter and sit,” he said. That this perfect girl could have been begotten by the dwarfish travesty of a man was incredible. “I,” said the man in his thick, guttural voice, “am Johannes van der Poot, from Amsterdam in Holland. Iss my daughter, Katrina. We come to look at your country, yah.”

“Iss overwhelming,” said Miss van der Poot. “Iss beeg. Iss to frighten.” She caused the car to move forward.

“Straight ahead,” I directed. “Soon we veer to the left.”

“You are a boliceman,” said Mr. van der Poot.

“I am a park ranger,” I said. “Not the same thing.”

“The same thing!” he said positively. “Eferywhere in the world iss bolice.”

I was of no mind to argue the point with him, being too engrossed in peering at his daughter, when I could do so without seeming to stare. We came to a stop near the corral.

“Now,” asked Miss van der Poot, “how do I the horse get?”

It was evident that she was accustomed to service and not to doing things for herself, and I admit I was not reluctant. I showed her how to rent a mount, which presently was led out, saddled and bridled.

She looked at it with scorn. “Such a horse!” she said, and shrugged. “Goot for draw a cart.”

“But safe,” I said.

“Safe!” she said, and wrinkled her nose at me. “To be safe iss for vegetables, not people. If always there iss safety then iss also dullness, no?”

“I’m a dull person myself,” I answered. “I like it humdrum.” 

“Humdrum! What iss this humdrum?”

“Where everything goes along without excitement,” I said.

She made a noise that sounded like “Whoo-oosh!”

“It iss nodt to be alife,” she said. “You do nodt lookso, you. Not humpdrump. No. You look like one who would kiss the girl and fight the man.” She glanced up at me and smiled in a certain sort of way, and I could not tell the meaning of it—except that it was disturbing.

At that moment over her shoulder, I saw striding along the road the almost naked figure of Nature Boy Nussler. Miss van der Poot must have seen interest in my eyes, because she turned, and then stared as if fascinated.

“What iss this man?” she asked. “An—how do you say? aborigine—an Indian of the mountains?”

“A wrestler from Chicago,” I told her.

“The party is leaving, miss,” said the cowboy in charge of the cavalcade.

“Yes. Yes,” she said without taking her eyes off Nature Boy. “Such I haf before never seen!” she said. She turned away from me, grasped the mane of the horse with one hand and the pommel of the saddle with the other, and with one swift, lithe movement swung herself into the saddle.

“Goot-by,” she said to me. “I thank you.”

She trotted away after the party, and I returned to the car, in which sat Johannes van der Poot, peering after his daughter with small, narrowed eyes.

“So I wait for her,” he said testily. “So I read a book. So I pamper her in all foolishness. Better it iss to have the ugly child. You, Mr. Boliceman—”

“Ranger,” I corrected.

“Bolice are bolice,” he repeated stubbornly. Then he grumbled in a foreign language which I assumed to be Dutch. “I wish she marry and go far away,” he said in English. “Always soch a nuisance.”

“I imagine you won’t have long to wait,” I said.

He turned and blinked at me. “You think?” he said. “Goon” He reached into his pocket and extracted a wallet from which he selected a twenty-dollar bill. “Id iss well,” he said, “to be friends mit the bolice. Also the bolice can be useful.”

“Put it back in your pocket,” I said.

He shrugged. “I am Johannes van der Poot, at the Ahwahnee Hotel. If in this park”—he pronounced it with a b instead of a p—”you see a fat Greek with the name Zaharados, then you come quick to tell me, and where he iss. There will be not twenty dollar, but fifty for you. Yah. Now I read and wait.”

I was worried as I went on to Camp 14. Something was on foot—something that might be troublesome. A Levantine Greek wanted to find a Chinese named Li Seow Yen. A Hollander named Johannes van der Poot would pay for information about the presence of the Greek, Zaharados. The Chinese gentleman was an ancient acquaintance of Mrs. Letitia Potwin, of Boston. It was a jigsaw puzzle with two extra pieces thrown in for good measure—Miss Joan Vanderlee and the exotically beautiful Miss van der Poot. When I took on the job of park ranger, I certainly had not figured on anything quite so extraordinary as this.

Mrs. Potwin was knitting in a camp chair under the canopy attached to her trailer, dressed as she would have been in the morning in her Boston home. Miss Vanderlee was invisible, but I heard the clicking of a typewriter inside.

“Good morning, Mr. Sawtell,” Mrs. Potwin said in her aloof manner. “I make it a practice never to forget a name.”

“Good morning, Mrs. Potwin,” I responded. “I hope you slept well.”

“I always sleep well, young man,” she said severely; “though why you should be interested I do not know.”

I was about to pass on about my business when she detained me. “Where,” she asked, “is the likeliest place to look for buried treasure in this park?”

“Most treasure seekers,” said I, “have old maps, or cryptograms, or some other record.”

“Romantic twaddle!” she exclaimed. “I am guided by logic. I have deduced the existence of a treasure and, further, that it is somewhere in this park. You are sure it is not against the rules to search for it?”

“Not to search for it, Mrs. Potwin. Provided your search does not deface. What would happen if you find it is another matter. The Government might claim it.”

“My attorneys,” she said, “have furnished me a written opinion covering the whole subject of treasure-trove.”

“May I ask who hid this gold?”

“If any was secreted,” she said, “it was by James D. Savage.”

“Supposedly the first white man to enter the Yosemite?” I asked.

“The same,” she said. “A man of mystery.” She took from the table beside her a small green book. “One Hundred Years in Yosemite,” she said, “by Carl Parcher Russell. It first drew my attention to the possible existence of a considerable treasure.” She turned pages. “Listen to this, young man!” She read: “ ‘Under a brushwood tent, supported by upright poles, sat James D. Savage, measuring and pouring gold dust into the candle boxes by his side. Five hundred or more naked Indians, with belts of cloth bound around their waists or suspended from their heads, brought the dust to Savage, and in return for it received a bright piece of cloth or some beads.’ What do you think of that?” she demanded triumphantly.

“I think,” I answered, “that Mr. Savage was a smart trader.” 

“Eyewitness testimony.”

“Seems to be,” I agreed.

“To an enormous quantity of gold.”

“It would seem so.”

“Very well then. What became of it? Gold is practically indestructible. Savage was murdered in 1852. After his death, no trace was found of this huge store of gold. So where is it? . . . Now that’s all you’re going to pry out of me, Mr. Sawtell. I fear I have already been indiscreet. No more questions.”

I was amused that this stately woman of Brahmin stock should be seeking buried treasure—in a luxurious trailer and dressed for the quest in a morning gown—on the evidence of a paragraph in a book. But I was too astute to allow my amusement to become apparent.

“Mrs. Potwin,” I said, “you tell me your memory for names is infallible.”

“It is,” she answered promptly.

“May I ask you then if, in your extensive travels abroad, you have ever heard the names Zaharados or van der Poot?”

She dropped
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