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mer. Strong men of the wilderness 
as they were, they were not discour
aged, but were discussing plans for 
prospecting new places and trying it 
again here next summer. Hot cof
fee and fried venison emphasized 
their welcome, and we in return 
could give them a little news from 
the outside world, from which they 
had been shut off completely for 
months. 

Muir called us before daylight the 
next morning. He had been up since 
two or three o'clock, "studying the 
night effects," he said, listening to 
the roaring and crunching of the 
charging ice as it carne out of Endi
cott Arm, spreading out like the skir
mish line of an army and grinding 
against the rocky point just below us. 
He had even attempted a moonlight 
climb up the sloping face of a high 
promontory with Stickeen as his 
companion, but was unable to get to 
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the top, owing to the smoothness of 
t?e granit~ rock. I t was newly gla
ciated-th1s whole region-and the 
hard rubbing ice-tools had polished 
the granite like a monument. A 
hasty meal and we were off. 

" W e'll find it this time," said 
Muir. 

A miner crawled out of his blan
kets and carne to see us start. " If 
it's scenery you're · after" he said 
'. ' ' · ten miles up the hay there's the 
nicest canyon you ever saw. It has 
no name that I know of, but it is sure 
sorne scenery." 

The long, straight fiord stretched 
southeast into the heart of the gran
ite range, its funnel shape producing 
tremendous tides. When the tide 
was ebbing that charging phalanx 
of ice was irresistible, storming clown 
the canyon with race-horse speed; 
no canoe could stem that current. 
We waited until the turn, then get-
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ting inside the outer fleet of ice
bergs we paddled up with the flood 
tide. Mile after mile we raced past 
those smooth mountain shoulders · 

' higher and higher they towered, and 
the ice, closing in upon us, threat
ened a trap. The only way to navi
gate safely that dangerous fiord was 
to keep ahead of the charging ice. 
As we carne up towards the end of 
the hay the narrowing walls of the 
fiord compressed the ice until it 
crowded dangerously around us. 
Our captain, Lot, had taken the pre
caution to put a false bow and stern 
on his canoe, cunningly fashioned out 
of curved branches of trees and hol
lowed with his hand-adz to fit the 
ends of the canoe. These were 
lashed to the bow and stern by 
thongs of deer sinew. They were 
needed. It was like penetrating an 
arctic ice-floe. Sometimes we would 
have to skirt the granite rock and 
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with our poles shove out the 1ce
cakes to secure a passage. It was 
fully thirty miles to the head of the 
hay, but we made it in half a day, 
so strong was the current of the ris
ing tide. 

I shall never forget the view that 
burst upon us as we rounded the last 
point. The face of the glacier where 
it discharged its icebergs was very 
narrow in comparison with the gi
ants of Glacier Bay, but the ice cliff 
was higher than even the face of 
Muir Glacier. The narrow canyon 
of hard granite had compressed the 
ice of the great glacier until it had 
the appearance of a frozen torrent 
broken into innumerable crevasses 

' the great masses of ice tumbling over 
one another and bulging out for a 
few moments before they carne 
crashing and splashing clown into 
the deep water of the bay. The 
fiord was simply a cleft in high 
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mountains, and the depth of the wa
ter could only be conjectured. It 
must have been hundreds of feet, 
perhaps thousands, from the sur
face of the water to the bottom of 
that fissure. Smooth, polished, shin
ing breasts of bright gray granite 
crowded above the glacier on every 
side, seeming to overhang the ice and 
the hay. Struggling clumps of ever
greens clung to the mountain sides 
below the glacier, and up, away up, 
dizzily to the sky towered the walls 
of the canyon. Hundreds of other 
Alaskan glaciers excel this in masses 
of ice and in grandeur of front, but 
none that I have seen condense 
beauty and grandet.r to finer results. 

"What a plucky little giant ! " was 
Muir's exclamation as we stood on 
a rock-mound in front of this gla
cier. "To think of his shouldering 
his way through the mountain range 
like this ! Samson, pushing down 
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the pillars of the temple at Gaza was 
nothing to this fellow. Hear' him 
roar and laugh ! " 

Without consulting me Muir 
named this " Y oung Glacier " and 
. ' 

nght proud was I to see that name 
on the charts for the next ten years 
or more, for we mapped Endicott 
Arm and the other arm of Sumdum 
Bay as we had Glacier Bay; but la ter 
maps have a different name. Sorne 
~mbitious young ensign on a survey
mg vessel, perhaps, stole my glacier, 
and later charts give it the name of 
Dawes. I have not found in the 
Alaskan statute books any penalty 
attach:d to the crime of stealing 
a glac1er, but certainly it ought to 
be ranked as a felony of the first 
magnitude, the grandest of grand 
larcenies. 

A couple of days and nights spent 
in the vicinity of Y oung Glacier were 
a period of unmixed pleasure. Muir 
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spent all of these days and. part of 
the nights climbing the pmna:led 
mountains to this and that v1ew
point, crossing the deep, narrow and 
dangerous glacier five thousand feet 
above the level of the sea, explor., 
ing its tributaries and thei: si~e 
canyons, making sketch es m . h1s 
note-book for future elaborat10n. 
Stickeen by this time constantly fol
lowed Muir, exciting my jealousy by 
his plainly expressed preference. Be
cause of my bad shoulder the higher 
and steeper ascents of this very 
rugged region were impossible to 
me and I must content myself with'. 

' two thousand f eet and e ven les ser 
climbs. My favorite perch was. on 
the summit of a sugar-loaf rock 
which formed the point of a promon
tory jutting into the bay directly 
in front of my glacier, and distant 
from its face less than a quarter of 
a mile. It was a granite fragment 
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which had evidently been broken 
off from the mountain; indeed, there 
was a niche five thousand feet above 
into which it would exactly fit. Tha 
sturdy evergreens struggled half
way up its sides, but the top was 
bare. 

On this splendid pillar I spent 
many hours. Generally I could see 
Muir, fortunate in having sound arms 
and legs, scaling the high rock-faces, 
now coming out on a jutting spur, 
now spread like a spider against the 
mountain wall. Here he would be 

. botanizing in a patch of green that 
relieved the gray of the granite, 
there he was dodging in and out of 
the blue crevasses of the upper gla
cial falls. Darting befare him or 
creeping behind was a little black 
speck which I made out to be Stick
een, climbing steeps up which a fox 
would hardly venture. Occasionally 
I would see him dancing about at 
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the base of a cliff too steep for him, 
up which Muir was climbing, and 
his piercing howls of protest at be
ing left behind would come echoing 

down to me. 
But chiefly I was engrossed in the 

great drama which was being acted 
before me by the glacier itself. It 
was the battle of gravity with flinty 
hardness and strong cohesion. The 
stage setting was perfect; the great 
hall formed by encircling mountains; 
the side curtains of dark-green for
est, fold on fold; the gray and brown 
top-curtains of the mountain heights 
stretching clear across the glacier, 
relieved by vivid moss and flower 
patches of yellow, magenta, violet 
and crimson. But the face of the 
glacier was so high and rugged and 
the ice so pure that it showed a va
riety of blue and purple tints I have 
never seen surpassed - baby-blue, 
sky-blue, sapphire, turquoise, co-



The Lost Glacier 151 

balt, indigo, peacock, ultra-marine, 
shading at the top into lilac and 
amethyst. The base of the glacier
face, next to the dark-green water 
of the bay, resembled a great mass 
of vítriol, while the top, where it 
swept out of the canyon, had the 
curves and tints and delicate lines 
of the iris. 

But the glacier front was not still; 
in form and color it was changing 
every minute. The descent was so 
steep that the glacial rapids above 
the bay must have flowed forward 
eighty or a hundred feet a <lay. The 
ice cliff, towering a thousand f eet 
over the water, would present a 
slight incline from the perpendicular 
inwards toward the canyon, the face 
being white from powdered ice, the 
result of the grinding descent of the 
ice masses. Here and there would 
be little cascades of this fine ice 
spraying out as they fell, with glints 
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of prismatic colors when the sun
light struck them. As I gazed I 
could see the whole upper part of 
the cliff slowly moving forward un
til the ice-face was vertical. Then, 
foot by foot it would be pushed out 
until the upper edge overhung the 
water. N ow the outer part, denuded 
of the ice powder, would present a 
face of delicate blue with darker 
shades where the mountain peaks 
cast their shadows. Suddenly from 
top to bottom of the ice cliff two 
deep lines of prussian blue appeared. 
They were crevasses made by the 
ice current flowing more rapidly in 
the center of the stream. Fasci
nated, I watched this great pyramid 
of blue-veined onyx lean forward 
until it became a tower of Pisa, with 
fragments falling thick and fast 
from its upper apex and from the 
cliffs out of which it had been split. 
Breathless and anxious, I awaited 
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the final catastrophe, and its long 
delay became almost a greater strain 
than I could bear. I jumped up and 
clown and waved my arms and 
shouted at the glacier to " hurry 
up." 

Suddenly the climax carne in a sur
pnsrng way. The great tower of 
crystal shot up into the air two hun
dred feet or more, impelled by the 
pressure of a hundred fathoms of 
water, and then, toppling over, carne 
crashing into the water with a roar 
as of rending mountains. Its weight 
of thousands of tons, falling from 
such a height, splashed great sheets 
of water high into the air, and a 
rainbow of wondrous brilliance 
flashed and vanished. A mighty 
wave swept majestically clown the 
bay, rocking the massive bergs like 
corks, and, breaking against my 
granite pillar, tossed its spray half
way up to my lofty perch. Muir's 



154 Alaska Days with J ohn Muir 

shout of applause and Stickeen's 
sharp bark carne faintly to my ears 
when the deep rumbling of the newly 
formed icebergs had subsided. 

That night I waited supper long 
for Muir. It was a good supper
a mulligan stew of mallard duck, 
with biscuits and coffee. Stickeen 
romped into camp about ten o'clock 
and his new master soon followed. 

"Ah!" sighed Muir between sips 
of coffee, "what a Lord's merey it 
is that we lost this glacier last fall, 
when we were pressed for time, t~ 
find it again in these glorious days 
that have flashed out of the mists • 
for our special delectation. This 
has been a <lay of days. I have 
·found four new varieties of moss, 
and have learned many new and 
wonderful facts about world-shaping. 
And then, the wonder and glory ! 
Why, all the values of beauty and 
sublimity-form, color, motion and 

The Lost Glacier 155 

sound-have been present to-day at 
their very best. My friend, we are 
the richest men in all the world 
to-night." 

Charging down the canyon with 
the charging ice on our return, we 
kept to the right-hand shore, on the 
watch for the mouth of the canyon 
of "sorne scenery." We had not 
been able to discover it from the 
other side as we ascended the fiord. 
W e were almost swept past the 
mouth of it by the force of the cur
rent. Paddling into an eddy, we 
were suddenly halted as if by a 
strong hand pushed against the bow, 
for the current was flowing like a 
cataract out of the narrow mouth of 
this side canyon. A rocky shelf af
forded us a landing place. W e 
hastily unloaded the canoe and pulled 
it up upon the beach out of reach of 
the floating ice, and there we had 
to wait until the next morning be-

' 
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fore we could penetrate the depths 
of this great canyon. 

W e shot through the mouth of the 
canyon at dangerous speed. In
deed, we could not do otherwise; we 
were helpless in the grasp of the 
torrent. At certain stages the surg
ing tide forms an actual fall, for the 
entrance is so narrow that the wa
ter heaps up and pours over. We 
took the beginning of the flood tide, 
and so escaped that danger; but our 
speed must have been, at the nar
rows, twenty miles an hour. Then, 
suddenly, the bay widened out, the 
water ceased to swirl and boil and 
the current became gentle. 

When we could lay aside our pad
dles and look up, one of the most 
glorious views of the whole world 
"smote us in the face," and Muir's 
chant arose, "Praise God from whom 
all blessings flow." 

Before entering this bay I had ex-
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pressed a wish to see Y osemite 
Valley. Now Muir said: "There is 
your Y osemite; only this one is on 
much the grander scale. Y onder 
towers El Capitan, grown to twice 
his natural size; there are the Senti
nel, and the majes tic Dome; and 
see all the falls. Those three ha ve 
sorne resemblance to Y osemite Falls 
Nevada and Brida! Veil; but th~ 
mountain breasts from which they 
leap are much higher than in Yo
semite, and the sheer drop much 
greater. And there are so many 
more of these and they fall into the 
sea. We'Il call this Y osemite Bay
a bigger Yosemite, as Alaska is big
ger than California." 

Two very beautiful glaciers lay at 
the head of this canyon. They did 
not descend to the water, but the 
narrow strip of moraine matter with
out vegetation upon it between the 
glaciers and the bay showed that 
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it had not been long since they were 
glaciers of the first class, sending 
out a stream of icebergs to join those 
from the Y oung Glacier. These gla
ciers stretched away miles and miles, 
like two great antenme, from the 
head of the bay to the top of the 
mountain range. But the most strik
ing features of this scene were the 
wonderfully rounded and polished 
granite breasts of these great heights. 
In one stretch of about a mile on 
either side of the narrow bay par
allel mouldings, like massive cor
nices of gray granite, five or six 
thousand feet high, overhung the 
water. These had been fluted and 
rounded and polished by the glacier 
stream, until they seemed like the 
upper walls and Corinthian capitals 
of a great temple. The power of 
the ice stream could be seen in the 
striated shoulders of these cliffs. 
What awful force that tool of steel-
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like ice must have possessed, driven 
by millions of tons of weight, to 
mould and shape and scoop out thes~ 
flinty rock faces, as the carpenter's 
forming plane flutes a board! 

When we were half-way up this 
wonderful bay the sun burst through 
a rift of cloud. " Look, look ! " ex
claimed Muir. "Nature is turning 
on the colored lights in her great 
show house." 

Instantly this severe, bare hall of 
polished rock was transformed into 
a fairy palace. A score of cascades, 
the most of them invisible before ' 
leapt into view, falling from the 
dizzy mountain heights and spraying 
into misty veils as they descended; 
and from all of them flashed rain
bows of marvelous distinctness and 
brilliance, waving and dancing-a 
very riot of color. The tinkling wa
ter falling into the bay waked a 
thousand echoes, weird, musical and 
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.sweet, a riot of sound. I t was an 
enchanted palace, and we left it with 
reluctance, remaining only six hours 
and going out at the turn of the flood 
tide to escape the dangerous rapids. 
Had there not been so many things 
to see beyond, and so little time in 
which to see them, I doubt if Muir 
would have quit Yosemite Bay for 

days. THE DOG AND THE MAN: 


