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il of an Inyo
has come to a&an
of Raymond

end, and the body

southern California cemetery.

for the bravery of Mrs. Edward
E o \) of an Inyo county
miner, Ra) ) could never have
hed en grave at all, and bduszards

would have eaten his body when the
snows of winter melted from the top of
©ld White mountain, where Keily dled,
end where for weeks Mrs. Schooley
watched beside the body, covering it

every day with deep snow, working
like 2 man with a sack and shovel to
perform & duty that seemed plainly to

I pluck and grit gave
Harry KXelly, the father, al
e left of the pride of his life, of
me, & lad who had been #0
that whole football teams were
im, end hardy mountaineers
at his tireless strength as he
1 the Inyo mines. Miners and

ntaineers heiped Harry EKbally re-
er Ravmond Kelly's body, and when
re. Schooley end Harry Kelly and the
ners and mcoeuntaineers have lain In

turn long in thelr graves there will

d of Herry Kelly’s heart=
he top of White moune.

s body down peril.
o decent burial. There will

¢ talk of Ray Keily's life given for
s friends, and of how his friends and
1er struggled for menths to pay
st debt of gratitude that could be

Ra) 1;f.I:~' came into life with an
enor us vitality. As a little doy he
could whip any lad he knew of twice
] Harry Kelly was an athlete.

e
s day he was a fast runner, but he
could mever run as his son could run.

< er, but Ray could dbeat
before the lad was 12 years old.
v is 2 boxer and from baby-
was taught to box. It was
& proudest day when his
0 fioored him with a
yunch with the gloves and

lized that he had grown &
boy who was sure to be a real man.

Boys like Raymond Kelly do not stay

all towns. Ray left a quiet home

hern California and went into

ngeles. Then he went to "other

wandered Into San Francisco,
east. Harry Kelly is s maste:
but. Ray Kelly could earn
ey than his falherT and saw
d be ise he could earn the

s way as he went. He

wras 2 ed boy, and when he
dropped Into his liome now and then
ere was no prouder father than his
But decorating is no way of making
& fortune, end Kelly determined to try
! g. That wae how he came to be
& prospector for goéld in the mountains
of Inyo. He determined to pit his

matchless strength against the hard-
ships of the trail and the cold priva-
tions of winter. Over snow clad peaks
and into desolate canvons he packed
his pro otitfitt In many a
cabin he spent a night and left a pleas-
ant memory. Then he took up a claim
on the side of White mountain and
started to dig for gold.

He was not alone on White mountain.
There were other miners there.  Ed
Schooley was there and there was a
mining company’'s outfit whepe there
were several men. Kelly was with
James Thompeson of Santa Barbara,
another who sought gold in the silent
places.

A Mountain Giant

During last summer everybody
worked hard. Then earlier than usual
came a heavy snow. Last' winter was
one of the worst ever known in the
mountzins. For weeks the camps were
snowed ifn. Then came a time when
some one must take the trail to Inde-
pendence for food. This meant taking
the up trall to the summit of White
mountain and a long down trall into
Independence. As a matter of course
Raymond Kelly sald he would go. Was
not his strength equal to any task
that & man could do? Xelly thought
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s0. Gene Tnomnpson sal4d that he would
aiso go, and one morning the two set
out on thelr long tramp through deep
snow

On the very morning Kelly left he
was cautioned against making the trip
too quickly. But caution is not in the
makeup of a man who is 24 years old
and weighs 135 pounds and glorles in
his strength.

At Independence the boys bought
their “grub.” They spent two days
there and; just as they left early one
morning, Ray Kelly lifted a 150 pound
welght straight up over hig head and
let it down again. It was a compact
welight. He laughed at the wonder of
men who saw him do it. Then he todk
the trail. :

The snow was five fect deep along
parte of that trail. The ascent was not
as easy as the descent had been. But
just at sunset the two men stood, with
their packs, at the very summit of old
White mountain, three milles from
camp, and happy.

Outlined against a sky shaded from
the deepest gold to the palest hues of
emerald and blue, the two men stood
looking at the white topped peaks that
glittered for miles and miles In the
sun. Deep, shadowed valleys were at
thelr feet. They stood 12,000 feet.above
the worlid below, with whole counties
spread out like & map.

His Only Effort

Then Kelly staggered. Grasping his
partner's arm he stood for a moment
and then fell. His great musclés were
limp and useless. For the first time in
his life he knew what It meant to he
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helpless, and as he struggled for dreath
In the scant alr of the mountain top,
Raymond Kelly felt the first pangs of
suffering he had ever known.

It was thent that Jim Thompson saw’
that his friend was passing, and bit-
terly realized that he could glve no
help. But Thompson i{s no weakling.
‘He is not a man to give up. Lighter
than. Kelly, the deadly altitude had not
touched his heart. His strength was
all he could give the dying man. Byt
he could not carry the heavy athlete
down the dangerous trail, and he had
no stimulants. There was Jjust one
thing to do—go for help to get Kelly
to a lower level P

Thompson took his own clothing off
and covered Kelly with it. -In his un-
derclotlhies ‘he started for the camp.

Down the trail he plunged, breasting -
his way through the,snows by main

strength. IIe myst gét to camp. Down,
down, until the very feet grew miles,
until at last he fell into one of the
cabins and gasped his message of
death. He had had thrilfling escapes
from falling over precipices- whose per-
ilous edges were overhung with snow.
He was worn out with the run.’ But he
made camp. - i
Gathering whisky, men took up the
trail. Thompson had told them that
Kelly lay at the very summit. Mrs.
®Schooley went with the rest. Thomp-
son, after lying as one dead for. an
hour, ran back to the summit. Blink-
ing lanterns hurrying here and there

found. The men were !ollom his the trail. To ‘the edge of a
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He naa struggled on for half a mle.
Raymond Kelly was no weakling.

At the bottom of the canyon Kelly
was found. His broken body lay mo-
tionless. Schooley raised his head. Ray-
mond Kelly opened his eyes, saw his
friends, and knew them.

Then he smiled and closed hls eyes
egain. He was dead.

At midnight they buried him in the
snow,

Next day Thompson broke his way
through thg snow to send the news of
death to Harry Kelly.

Snow fell upon old White’ mountain.
Deeper and deeper it grew. “Do not
try to come now,” Scheoley wrote to
Harry Kelly,-“the trails are impass-
able.” Yet Schooley got his letter out
in some way. “I will come when you
send for me,” wrote back Harry Kelly,
and the keeping of his word came near
costing the father his own life.

Twice during the winter Harry Kelly
hired undertakers to attempt the trip
into the mountains. They sent their
bills, but never went beyond Independ-
ence. The white defenses of the moun-
taln were not to be scaled.

Impotent to help, Harry Kelly, at his
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upturned faes In the grave of snow.
In the night he saw the boy 2 prey to
unknown assallants. But while hs
dreaded storm following storm, he also
dreaded the sunshine. “Veeks wore Into
monthis and only the thought that ae
must Keep all ot his strength for the
effort that soon must come kept Harry
Kelly from grieving his life awajz.
There has scldom been such grief as
his, - Grief, as well as love, makes
hgroe¥, and Harry Kelly is a hero ¢f
grief.

But on tke mountain there came a re-
spite from the storms. In the canyons
below the mining camps the snow lay
drifted across the trails, making the
foot of old White mountain a trackless
wilderness. But on the sunthy side at
the summit the white sheet melted and
the Sc¢hooleys knew that Raymond Kel-
Iy’s body must be watched.

Then it was that all that was wom-
anly in Mrs. Schooley fose to the
heights of heroism. Hrs became the
tagk of watching, hérs the lonely vigil
on the great, silent meountain of the
dead. 3

Day by day Schooley worked at his
mining claim. From his cabin he clam-
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Kally lay. The snows hald malted from
the body, and from the recesses of the
rocks each day she carried cogl snow to
place upon the man who dled for ths
common good.

For six weeks the woman toiled upon
Rer journey day by day. Thenm, with
the ‘warm sun shining upon the east-
erly side of the great mountiin, snow
was hard to get, for it had to be car-
ried a long way to the lonely grave,
and s0 one meorning Schooley and the
brave little heroine set out, determined
to carry the body -to the morth side of
the mountain, where there was a white
expanse of snow.

Few women would have faced this
ordeal. Harry Kelly tells of that day's
work with tears in his eyes. Schoeley
end his wife carried the heavy bedy
out of the canyon over the summit and
buried it in a safer place, under many
feet of snow.

Then the January storms broke.
Snow fell for days. Blizzard followed
blizzard. There were 20 feet of snéw
over Raymong Kelly, and the full force
of winter was upon the mountaln.

Then NMrs, Schooley's trips ceased.
But at his home far away in Santa
Barbara, Harry Xelly scanned the
papers, and with each day came news
ot recurring storms in the mountains,
where he knew his boy lay cold and
stiff. The months would have made
another man oid before his time. But
Kelly was hoarding his strength. Tak-
ing"long walks every day, he hardened
his athletic muscles. He was training
for the day when the word should
come, “It is time.”

At last the snows melted and Kelly
lald his plans. He had tried under-
taker after undertaker, for he must
take one to the summit to care for
his dead. Finally he found a young
man, fortunately a man used to the
mountains, in McDermott, a Santa Bar-
bara undertaker., and giving MecDer-
mott the shortest route, Kelly went to
Lone Pine, In Inyo county, where he
found willing men ready to help him in
his hour of need.

Money could not have bought the
service that Kelly had from these men
whoc were strangers to himg but who
will always remember his brave fight
for the boy he loved. Heorace Alder,
sald to be the best packer In Inyo
cougty, tramped with Kelly and the
restgto the very summit. He took with

im *“Jim,” the strongest pack mule
and the most wary in all the mountain
range. The little party climbed the
mountain, where they met Schooley
and J. B. Cencero, superintendent of &
White mountain mine. McDermott and
his party arrived two days later. Just
as Kelly reached the grave the sacws
had melted from around it. For twe
¢ays he and Schooley and Contero and
Alder carried hundreds of pounds of
stiow In sacks to cover it. Old Jim and
many pack horses were tethered near
b)’. -

Man and Mule

Never before did an undertaker work
in such a place. He found that ia his
fall Ray had broken the bones of his
great chest. Otherwise the boy was as
he had stood when he raised the heavy
weights at Independence on the fatal
day of his last climb.

Old Jim stood patiemtly while Alder
put upon Aim the only pack of its kind
he had ever carried. It ‘was a heavy
burden. Well he knew what was be-
fore' him, for old Jim had crept past
the edge of many a precipice before,
and knew the dangers of a mountain
trail and a heavy pack.

Never once did the pack shift or the
old myle falter. The men had to cut
the trail before them In places. Twenty
miles they worked, down to the feot
of the trail, to Whitney station on & -
raillway. Then poor old Jim dropped
in hisg tracks, his great strength gone.
For two days he rested,' moving never
& muscle. He had a rignt (o rest. Old
Jim's trip was one of the greatest
things
mountains of Califormia.

For two weeks neither Kelly nor Me-
Dermott removed a single garment
Toil, hardship, grief and danger were
all they knew. But they did their du~
ties like the men they are—strong mem,
not afraid. undaunted, tireless, brave.

And thus it was that Raymond Kelly

came by a decent grave,
woman’'s heroism, a

a
miners of tbo'::nnw of
mountain, and strength

<

an animal ever &id in the |



