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296 ESCAPE OF AN ELK.

' '

I i

could not penetrate with sufficient speed to

overtake them. The man in pursuit, how-

ever, found a charming prize among the

brush; a mule— an excellent pack mule,

which would doubtless be worth to him at

Brown's Hole £20. It was feeding quietly,

and so tame as to permit him to approach

within ten yards, without even raising its

head over the hazel bushes that partly con-

cealed it. A double prize it was, and so

accidental ; obtained at so little ^xp • >se

;

ten minutes time only — two oo .liu^ a

minute ! But alas for the £20 ! He was

preparing to grasp it, and the mule

most suddenly—most wonderfully—most

cruelly metamorphosed itself into an elk !

fat as marrow itself, and sufficient in weight

to have fed our company for twelve days.

It fled away, before our *' maid and her

milk pail companion " could shake his asto-

nished locks, and send a little lead after it,

by way of entreaty, to supply us starving

wretches with a morsel of meat.

After this incident had imparted its com-

fort to our disappointed appetites, we passed

on, over, around, in, and among deep ra-

vines, and parched, sterile, and flinty plains

for the remainder of our ten miles' march,

and encamped on the bank of the rivei.

The last of our meat was here cooked and
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