T 

TENAYA

"Up and away to Lake Tenaya, another big day, enough for a lifetime. The rocks, the air, everything speaking with audible voice or silent; joyful, wonderful, enchanting, banishing weariness and sense of time. No longing for anything now or hereafter as we go home into the mountain's heart."               

MY FIRST SUMMER IN THE SIERRA, pg.209

TIMBER THEFT

"...timber thieves of the Western class are seldom convicted, for the good reason that most of the jurors who try such cases are themselves guilty as those on trial."

               

OUR NATIONAL PARKS, pg.343

"Under the timber and stone act of 1878, which might well have been called `The dust and ashes act,' any citizen of the United States could take up one hundred and sixty acres of timber land, and by paying two dollars and a half an acre for it obtain title."

               

OUR NATIONAL PARKS, pg.347

TOURISTS

“Happy nowadays is the tourist, with earth’s wonders , new and old, spread invitingly open before him, and a host of able workers as his slaves making everything easy, padding plush about him, grading roads for him, boring tunnels, moving hills out of his way, eager, like the Devil, to show him all the kingdoms of the world and their glory and foolishness, spiritualizing travel for him with lightning and steam, abolishing space and time and almost everything else.”

                                   STEEP TRAILS, pg.248

"All sorts of human stuff is being poured into our valley this year, and the blank, fleshly apathy with which most of it comes in contact with the rock and water spirits of the place is most

amazing....they climb sprawlingly to their saddles like overgrown frogs pulling themselves up a streambank through bent sedges, ride up the valley with about as much emotion as the horses they

ride upon, and comfortable when they have `done it all', and long for the safety and flatness of their proper homes....The tide of visitors will float slowly about the bottom of the valley as a harmless scum, collecting in hotel and saloon eddies, leaving the rocks and falls eloquent as ever and instinct with imperishable beauty and greatness."

                                 LETTERS TO A FRIEND, from Yosemite, May 29,1870

"Happy nowadays is the tourist, with Earth's wonders, new and old, spread invitingly open before him, and a host of able workers as his slaves making everything easy, padding plush about him, grading roads for him, boring tunnels, moving hills out of his way, eager like the devil, to show him all the kingdoms of the world and their glory and foolishness, spiritualizing travel for him with lightning and steam and almost everything else."

                                STEEP TRAILS, pg.248

TOURISTS cont.

"I have observed scenery hunters of all sorts getting first views of yosemites, glaciers, white mountain ranges, etc. mixed with the enthusiasm which such scenery naturally excites, there is

often weak gushing, and many splutter aloud like little waterfalls. Here, for a few moments at least, there is silence and all are in dead earnest, as if awed and hushed by an earthquake perhaps until the cook cries `Breakfast!' or the stable boy `Horses are ready!' Then the poor unfortunates, slaves of regular habits, turn quickly away, gasping and muttering as if where they had been and what had enchanted them."

                              STEEP TRAILS, pg.57

"Most people who travel look only at what they are directed to look at. Great is the power of the guidebook maker, however ignorant."

                             TRAVELS IN ALASKA, pg.276

"Most travelers content themselves with what they may chance to see from (railroad?) car windows...clinging to the battered highways like drowning sailors to a life craft."

                              STEEP TRAILS, pg.223

"Most travelers here are content with what they can see from the car windows of the verandas of hotels, and in going from place to place cling to their precious like wrecked sailors to rafts."

                             OUR NATIONAL PARKS, pg.28

"Up the mountains they go, high heeled and high hatted, laden...with mortifications and mortgages of diverse sorts and degrees, some suffering from the sting of bad bargains, others exulting in good ones; hunters and fishermen with gun and rod and leggins.”

                            STEEP TRAILS, pg.33

"They make a great noise; they are dressed in outlandish unnatural colors; every animal fears them. Even the frightened pines would run away if they could."

                            OUR NATIONAL PARKS, pg.213 (descent into Grand Canyon)

"In comfortable tourist faith, unthinking, unfearing down go men, women, and children on whatever is offered, horse, mule, or burro..."

                            STEEP TRAILS, pg.263

“The tourists we saw were in parties of from three or four to fifteen or twenty, mounted on mules or small mustang ponies. A strange show they made, winding single file through the solemn woods in gaudy attire, scaring the wild creatures, and one might fancy that even the great pines would be disturbed and groan aghast.”

                           MY FIRST SUMMER IN THE SIERRA, pg. 98

TRAMP

“I’ve made a tramp of myself. I have gone hungry and cold. I have left bloody trails on sharp ice peaks to see the wonders of the earth!”

                          SON OF THE WILDERNESS, pg.257

TRAMP cont.

“I might have become a millionaire, but I chose to become a tramp!”

                          SON OF THE WILDERNESS, pg.110
TREES

"When a man plants a tree he plants himself. Every root is an anchor, over which he rests with grateful interest, and becomes sufficiently calm to feel the joy of living. He necessarily makes

the acquaintance of the sun and sky. Favorite trees fill his mind, and, while tending them like children, and accepting the benefits they bring, he becomes himself a benefactor. He sees down through the brown common ground teeming with colored fruits, as if it were transparent, and learns to bring them to the surface. What he wills he can raise by true enchantment. With slips and rootlets, his magic wands, they appear at his bidding. These, and the seeds he plants, are his prayers, and, by God he works grander miracles every day than ever were written."

                            STEEP TRAILS, pg.100

"Such was the Kaweah meadow picture that golden afternoon, and as I gazed every color seemed to deepen and glow as if the progress of the fresh sun work were visible from hour to hour, while every tree seemed religious and conscious of the presence of God."

                            OUR NATIONAL PARKS, pg.300

"...many of nature's five hundred kinds of wild trees had to make way for orchards and cornfields."

                            OUR NATIONAL PARKS, pg.335

"...the trees with rosy, glowing countenances seemed to be hushed and thoughtful, as if waiting in conscious religious dependence on the sun..."

                            OUR NATIONAL PARKS, pg.300-01

"No other tree in the world, as far as I know, has looked down on so many centuries as the Sequoia, or opens such impressive and suggestive views into history."

                            MOUNTAINS OF CALIFORNIA, pg.182

"The mighty trees getting their food are seen to be wide awake, every needle thrilling in the welcome nourishing storms, chanting and bowing low in glorious harmony, while every raindrop and snowflake is seen as a beneficent messenger from the sky."

                             OUR NATIONAL PARKS, pg.30

"We all travel the Milky Way together, trees and men; but it never occurred to me until this stormday, while swinging in the wind, that trees are travelers, in the ordinary sense. They make

many journeys, not extensive ones, it is true; but our own little journeys, away and back again, are only little more than tree wavings many of them not so much."

                            MOUNTAINS OF CALIFORNIA, pg.256

TREES cont.

"I never saw a discontented tree. They grip the ground as though they liked it; and though fast rooted, they travel about as far as we do."

                           JOHN OF THE MOUNTAINS, pg.313

"How sweet was their breath and their song, and how grandly they winnowed the sky! I tingled my fingers among their tassels, and rustled my feet among their brown needles and burrs, and was
exhilarated and joyful beyond all I can write."

                          STEEP TRAILS, pg.12 

"...was compelled to sleep with the trees in the one great bedroom of the open night."                                                   

                          THOUSAND MILE WALK TO THE GULF, pg.29      

"When I entered this sublime wilderness the day was nearly done, the trees with rosy, glowing countenances seemed to be hushed and thoughtful, as if waiting in conscious religious dependence on the sun, and one naturally walked softly and awe stricken among them. I wandered...as if in some vast hall pervaded by the deepest sanctities and solemnities that sway human souls. At

sundown the trees seemed to cease their worship and breathe free."

                          OUR NATIONAL PARKS, pg.300     

"God has cared for these trees, saved them from drought, disease, avalanches, and a thousand straining. leveling tempests and floods; but he cannot save them from fools only Uncle Sam can do

that."

                          OUR NATIONAL PARKS, pg.365

"...all seem to be saying, `Everything is to our mind and we mean to live forever.' But, sad to tell, a lumber company was building a large mill and flume near by, assuring widespread destruction."

                          OUR NATIONAL PARKS, pg.292      

"...had nothing to do but look and listen and join the trees in their hymns and prayers."

                         TRAVELS IN ALASKA, pg.23  

“Any fool can destroy trees. They cannot run away; and if they could, they would still be destroyed,---chased and hunted down as long as fun or a dollar could be got out of their bark hides, branching horns, or magnificent bole backbones.”

                         OUR NATIONAL PARKS, pg.364

TWINING LILY

"Like most other things not apparently useful to man, it has few friends, and the blind question, "Why was it made?" goes on and on with never a guess that first of all it might have been made

for itself."

                   MY FIRST SUMMER IN THE SIERRA, pg.35

