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WHERE WORDSWORTH SANG.

Wakeman's Wanderings Among
the English Lakes.

Descriptive of Rydal Mount, Word-
worth’s Old Home, the Noble
Westmoreland Retreats of the Poet,
IIis Grave and St. Oswald’s Church
at Grasmere.

e Bvton: Gopysiche, 1601 AT
GRrRASMERE, Eng., April 28, 1891,

Just as the present century was coming
in, Wordsworth, the then political ex-
tremist and budding poet, with his sister
Dorothy—one of the grandest types of
those women whose resistless sympathy
and encouragement are of more benefit
to the world than the blatant pretensions
of all the female “‘ists’” that ever were
born, or ever will be born, into it—re-
turned to the English Lake region, the
land of their birth, and it remained their
home until their death.

I tramped over the fell from Keswick
to Cockermouth, the ancient village in
which, in 1777, the poet was born. The
grand scenery of the region lies in every
direction in endless change along the
winding way. To the east, Helvellyn
and Skiddaw, huge and dark, are con-
tinually presenting new forms of
majesty and color, or hiding in mysteri-
ous beauty behind the fleeting veilings
of tender passing clouds. One or
another of the lakes, Derwentwater,
Buttermere, Crummock Water, Enner-
dale Water, Lowes Water or l}sassemh-
waite Water, is never absent from view,
and from the height of lordly Grassmoor,
as from the peaks of Skiddaw and Hel-
vellyn, the entire lake district could again
be surveyed and feasted upon. Cocker-
mouth itself is but one of the many
quaint old Cumbrian villages, which seem
as ancient and mossy as the rocks out
of which they were hewn. It is asweet,
dim, dreamful and songful old spot, for
the Derwent River sweeps melodiously
by, and the Cocker River, from which
the village derives its name, is emptied
into the Derwent at the wvillage side.
Wordsworth’s father, John Wordsworth,
was an attorney here, and law agent to

Sir James Lowther, afterwards the Earl !
of Lonsdale, who requited his services |
borrowing the earnings of |

by forcibly
his lifetime, £5,000, which sum, years
after the death of both the Earl and his
victim, was returned to the Wordsworth
family. The house is along, two-storied,
hipped-roofed structure, standing at a
corner of Main street and a recessed alley,
and must have been regarded as a stately
affair in its time. A tier of nine windows
in the second and eight in the first story
face the street, which is shut off by a

massive stone wall with wide coping and |

monumental projections at regular in-
tervals and at the corners, In the area

between the street wall and the houseare |

several pertly trimmed shade trees, and
the amp&u garden in the rear extends to
the banks of the lovely Derwent.
Hawkshead, where the lad Wordsworth
passed his first years of school life, is in

the most northern part of Lancaster, |
where that shire g»ushcs up in into the |

southern reach of the lake region. Itlies
midway between the queen of the Eng-
lish lakes, Windermere,
Water, near which may be found the

home of John Ruskin, and nestles pretti- |

ly beside the beautiful Esthwaite Water,
It is by far the most antique village of
the lake country—
“All angles, twists and crooks,
With penthouses and arches over gateways,
wents and nooks,”

As Gibson oddly sang; while its yew
trees, under which many of Wordsworth’s
earlier verses were written, are quite as
majestic and far more beautiful than the
famous yews of Borrowdale. The old
school-house is standing just as Words-
worth left it. It is noted in literature as
the “Grammar School of Hawkshead,”
and its ‘‘Rules,” in the handwriting of
Archbishop Sandy, of York, who founded
the school in 13%5, may still be seen. It
isno more than a tiny stone dungeon,
with wide, low windows, a single broad,
low door, and a whitewashed school-room
interior, where a tall man would be in
danger of bumping the ceiling beams
with his head. The schoolboy, Words-
worth, cut his name into his desk, and
the scarred old plank is accordingly
prized as a precious relic. Everyone will
remember the good old dame, Anne Ty-
son, with whom Wordsworth lived, and
who was so much a mother to him during
his boyhood days at Hawkshead. Her
cottage is still standing; and

“The snow-white church upon the hill,”
made famous in the “Prelude,” stands as
then in a near field. Around it the sheep
and Jambs are grazing. But the old life
went out of Hawkshead with the hand-
looms; you will never find a half score of
worshipers at service within it; and the
incumbency is so reduced that the village
rector himself rings the chime of buhs
which calls the dim old folk that remain
to this all but deserted shrine.

For some unaccountable
little of Wordsworth’s poetical devotion
was given to his birth spot, Cecker-
mouth, or to his youthtide haunts at
Hawkshead. Scenically their surround-
ings would seem to prompt the same,
equally with the more wntmrlake region
upon which his highest genius was ex-
pended. While all the lake region is,
{""&"‘”" speaking, Wordsworth’s own
and, the interest and feeling of the
thoughtful traveler seem to parcel the
distriet into two almost equally fascinat-
ing topographical and literary divisions—
the northern and southern, though both
of these are central., These are very near

each other in miles, and tenderly near in |

associative interest. The northern dis-
trict is topographically dominated by

Skiddaw, Saddleback and Grassmoor. It
possesses the beautiful lakes of Bassen-
thwaite, Derwent, Ullswater and Thirl-

mere. It has Keswick town for a central
point from which to seek its scenic splen-
dors, while as a distinet area it seems
sacred to the memories of Coleridge,
Shelly and Southey. The southern and,
all things considered, perhaps the sun-
nier and more exquisite of the twe, is
overshadowed by the mountain monarch
of the whole lake region, Helvellyn, by
High street, by Sea Fell and Bow Fel

and by Coniston Old Man (from the ol

British ald maen—man of stone). The |
entrancing lakes of Coniston, Winder- |
mere, Rydal and Grasmere silver its
noble dales and vales; in the hamlets of
Bowness, Ambleside, Rydal and Gras-
mere cluster ils sweet old Cumbrian
bomes, and their neighborhood is chiefly

Lt meaemonres
mans, Arnold, “Christopher North,” De
Quincy and Wordsworth,

The latter intended to buiid his home
at Applethwaite, on How Gill, a lovely
spot on the southern slope of Skiddaw
within sight of Southey’s Greta Hal
and Keswick, and within hearing of the
chimes of old Crossthwaite church. The
land was a gift to him from Sir George
Beaumont of Colerton, and still remains
the property of his descendants. Buton
his permanent return to the lake region
he made the ancient village of Grasmere
his home, This hamlet is on the main
coach road, traversing from north tosouth
the central and most beautiful portions of
the lake district, and is but three miles
from Rydal and five from Ambleside,
which lie to the south. Here he resided
for three years—first at Dove Cottage, af-
terward occupied by DeQuincy, and now
forming a portion of the outbuildings of
a busy inn; next in a roomier but less
comtortable house at Allen Bank, and

again in the parsonage of ythe anecient |

Grasmere church. In 1513 the Words-
worths moved to Rydal Mount, wherethe

})oet remained until his death in 1850, |

1aving uninterruptedly lived within a
three mile radius of where he now lies
in Grasmere churchyard for upward of
fifty years,

If you were wandering north on the
main coach road from Windermere to
Keswick, a steep, wide roadway turning
to the right and enst wonld attract vonr

and Coniston |

reason, but |

of Martineau, He- |

i“to

attention. From the inclosures on either
side huge beech trees and sycamores push
tremendous arms across the walls and
completaly cover the way. It is as
shadowy as twilight here. You will not
have passed a score of rods up this high-
arched nature’s aisle until the sounds
from the highway—the rumbling of the
stages, the laughter of gay tourists, and
even the notes of the coach horns—are
stilled. In summer the place is thronged
with birds, Even these irreverent chor-
isters seem as if subdued and ruminative
here. In autumn your feet sink in
feathery masses of pale golden leaves., It
seems a long time that you have been
traversing these few rods; all is so hushed
and still. Ascending a little farther, there
is a break in the foliage to your right.
Some huge gates are seen. A lodge stands
just beyond, and suddenly the splendid
facades of Rydal Hall, the seat of the Le
Flemings, atppear above the luxuriant
shrubbery of its splendid park. Higher
still you climb, and where the dark road-
way seems to make a final circle over the
brow of the hill to the left, you pause to
listen. Something like low and hesitant
organ notes is murmuring in minor
chords, while a gay and joyous treble
plays in exultant tones above. Ah! you
remember. These are the voices of the
two cascades of Rydal. Their songs were
sung to one poet for forty happy years.

A step further, and the bright sunshine
leaps along and through the tree tops, as
it impatient to floods its effulgence upon
one little spot. On that spot stands an
ivy-covered old house, two stories in
hight, with all manner of angles and
patches; with huge chimneys and won-
drous gables: with windows cut here and
there at random, or pushed outward in
bows and bays; with doors entering as
though made for convenience and not ap-
pearance; and the whole with a general
air of having been done at difftrent pe-
riods by various masters, each of whom
labored leisurely in fond and whimsical
mood. In front is the tiniest of grass
mounds, and wide steps of rough hewn
stone lead this way and that, as if to in-
visible entrances; but as you see all—
grass mound, steps, half disclosed ter-
races, and the mansion itself facing the
south squarely—there was never a more
winsome picture set in framing of laurel,
yew, beech and fir; and never will you
see another home where the very spirit of
peace seems so embodied in outward ma-
terial things, giving rapt and radiant wel-
come to the endless threnodies of waters
and throbbings ot a loving suun.

This is Rydal Mount, the former home
of Wordsworth. Rydal Water, to the
north, and the long, dreamful reach of
Windermere can be seen from the grass
mound in the little inclosure. From ev-
ery upper window, mountain, valley and
lake smile back from glorious prospective
| upon the beholder. With the poet’s long,
| happy and fruitful life at Rydal, every

reader of English literature is familiar,
‘ But it seems to me a precious thing for
the wanderer here to identify and become
acquainted with Wordsworth’s best-loved
haunts. Two lines of road, with innu-
merable pony and footpath defiections
into all manner of suh{lme or witching
scenes, knew him best, just as around the
two villages and lakes of Rydal and Gras-
mere the memories of the poet are most
thickly strewn.
great central highway of the lake region,
{and winds all the way from Bowness
| through thevillages of Windermere, Rydal
{ and Grasmere, over weird Duninail Raise,
past huge Helvellyn over into Keswick,
where Coleridge and Shelly were. The
{ other is the grand old road from Amble-
side northeasterly, past the roar of Stock
Ghyll Force, through Kirkstone Pass to
| Patterdale, Grisdale, Glenridding and all
{ the ;Trluriuns fells and glens that lie along

somber Ullswater between the heart of

One of these roadsisthe |

the lake region and the ancient town of |

Penrith. Probably the personal enjoy-
| former way, although the territory be-
{ ?"nnd Kirkstone, particularly around the
ead of Ullswater, furnished by far the
greater number of poetic allusions.

The value of St. John, at the foot of Hel-
| vellyn, was a never-ending feast to him.
| Helingered times without number around
| Wythburn church. Thirlmere, to which
the city of Manchester has tunneled for
what will prove the finest water supply in
the world, and against the consummation
of which Mr. Ruskin, with more regard
for selfish enjoyment of the lake region
than the needs of hosts of human beings,
fought long and bitterly, was an almost
{ constant haunt. Here Wordsworth, in
| company with his wife and his sister Do-
{ rothy, almost daily came in summer. In
{ the earlier days Coleridge would come
{over from Keswick and meet the three
| friends from Grasmere. The ladies
| brought their sewing and lunch, and the
| two poets furnished the soul ambrosia,

Commemorative of these golden hours
the poets had their names cut upon the
Rock of Names at Thirlmere, an
| to this rock that Wordsworth addressed
the apostrophe,

“0 thought of pain,
That would impair it or profane!”

No fear of that; but the great walls Man-
chester is building at the lower end of
Thirlmere, to increase its depth, will
cause the Rock of Names to be perma-
nently submerged. Some future Schlie-
mann will find it.

On the way from Grasmere to Thirl-
mere, a spot forming the northwestern
boundary of Grasmere was undoubtedly
Wordsworth’s most frequented and pas-
sionately loved resort. This is Kasdale,
It is one of the most accessible though
least visited places in the lake region. It
runs far into the northern hills on the
western side of Helm Crag. In its upper
reach is a bittern-haunted, shadowy tarn,
which is discharged through the foaming
Sour Milk Ghyll not a mile from the
| highway of Grasmere. Wordsworth

loved to claim Easdale as all his own, and
{ he was jealous of intrusion here. .When
| residing at Grasmere, a half hour’s walk

would enable him to penetrate its depths;
| and he so grew to the place that when he
| had removed to Rydal, three miles to the
south, nearly every day, rain or shine,
found him seeking the companionship of
| its tender solitudes. The loftiest passages
{ of the “Excursion’” were written here;
{and it was the very essence of the poet’s
life to brood by Easdale tarn, with an in-
| tensity of passion, on those images of na-
| ture which his noble fancy brought from
near and afar, and molded into fadeless
| forms for the measureless world of poetic
thought. Epcar L. WAKEMAN.

LOUIS KRUTZvER'S SNAKE.

After Sleeping One Hundred Years It
Crawls Out and Is Killed.

Early in January of the present year a
woodman engaged in chopping some of
the monster oaks in the northern part of
the great **Black Forest,” Germany, and
who had built a fire against a large dead
log preparatory to partaking of his mid-
day meal, was surprised to see a serpent
of gigantic proportions crawl from the
log as soon_as the rotten wood had got
{ well warmed through. The day was bit-
| ter cold and the snake only made a few
yvards over the frozen ground until his
convolutions became smallerand smaller,
{ until he finally ceased to wiggle and qui-
| etly coiled up near a large pile of brush.
The sturdy German chopper, who had
| been more surprised than scared, waited
| until the creature had become thoroughly
{ benumbed with the cold and then ap-
| proached and dispatched him with his ax.
| Measurements showed the slimy creature
be twenty-seven feet six inches in
length and nearly fifteen feet through the
body in the middle.

Just back of the immense héad, which
was eleven inches in length and almostas
{ broad, a little gold ring had been put
through the skin. It was in the form of
two rings rather than one, being shaped
not unlike a figure 8. One part of the ring
was through the skin, while the other
was through a hole in a small copper coin
bearing date of 1712, One side of the coin
was perfectly smooth, with the exception
of these letters and figures, which had
evidently been cut on it with a pocket-
knife, the workmanship being very
rough, “‘Louis Krutzer, B. G. O., 1781,

Some of the older inhabitants of the
‘“Black Forest” remember hearing their
parents tell of *“‘Krutzer, the serpent
charmer,” and they all unite in declaring
that this gigantic serpent was formerly
the property of the old ‘‘charmer,” and
that it was at least one hundred and fif-
teen years old when killed by the wood-
chopper on that cold January day of 1891,

A bugologist claims to have discovered
an insect that can count. It is not

strange.

Many insects multiply very
rapidiy,

-~ e

it was |

ment of the road was greater along the |

CLEVER WOMEN OF AMERICA.

Mrs. Margaret Merrill, Lecturer,
Teacher and Journalist.

The Business Women of New York—
Harriet Hubbard Ayer, Mrs. Lynch,
Hetty Green and Her Wall-Street
Escapades.

[Special Correspondence of the SUNDAY

UN1oxN. Copyright, 1891.]
New Yorg, May 5, 1891.

Mrs. M. M. Merrill (Margaret Manton)
is the daughter of the Right Rev. W. E.
Merrill and sister of the Rev. C. W.
Merrill,

Although Mrs, Merrill is the daughter
of a Bishop and sister of an evangelist.
she is not connected with any church.
““I believe,” she says, ‘‘in the religion of
humanity and in the creed of Ezra Tay-
lor, who said: ‘If I can doany human
being a kindness, I will do it now, for I
might not pass this way again.’” Few
women have seen as much of the world
as Mrs, Merrill.

She was born in England, and when
six weeks old was brought to this coun-
try by her parents, who, although Eng-
lish, had lived here before. As alittle
girl she traveled through Europe, Egypt,
and portions of the Holy Land with her
father, whose desire to see and know the
world was great. Bishop Merrill stopped
at nothing, taking his daughter as far as
the Canary Islands and the Azores.
After a summer in Norway, the child
was brought home to complete her edu-
cation. Graduating with honor from the
Minnesota University, the young woman
did the first thing which every well-
eduecated young woman thought of:doing.
For several years she taught school in
Minnesota and Colorado, but she was not
sufficiently enamored with teaching to
make it a life profession, and then again
the restlessness which doubtless was in
her blood asserted itself. She could write
a good letterand had written some stories
for children.

“I will write and lecture and travel,”
she said, ““and give up this slavish teach-
ing.”” And she did. The prohibition
question, which has always been strong
in certain portions of the West, strength-
ened her convictions, for she had spoken
in public at an early age on the evils ot
intemperance. When she was twenty-
one years old she purchased the Colorado
(Gazette, the only temperance paper ever
published in that State.

For a brief season she wrote some fiery
and eloquent articles for her paper, but
either Colorado made up its mind not to

encourage prohibition, or the editor of |

the Gazette was too young and inexperi-
enced to successfully edit and publish a
paper,

he Gazette enterprise having failed,
she lectured on temperance through
Towa, Colorado and Dakota.

Soon after this she married, but for
reasons which need not be stated here,
she resumed her father’s name after the
death of her husband.

The next step in her remarkable career
was a trip to the Sandwich Islands, Aus-
tralia and Mexico.

Three years ago she came to New York
penniless, and without any special influ-
ence succeeded in getting work on the
New York Herald, In less than nine
months she had succeeded in selling arti-
cles from her pen to every daily paper
but the 7ribune, Times and Post. ']"mt
she didn’t sell those papers anything is
due to the fact that she never asked them
to buy.

The American Press Association has
given her employment right along., Last
winter she spent in Washington, where
she rececived considerable attention, not
because she happened to be the daughter
of Bishop Merrill, but because she was a
brilliant and talented young woman.

For the IHerald she wrote atwo-page
article about the doors of the Capitol,
which many of us read with pleasure and
profit.

Her social success was no less flatter-
ing. She was invited by Mrs. Harrison
to receive in the blue-room, by Mrs. Sen-
ator Davis from Minnesota, and also at
the British Legation,

For the New York Sun she went to
South Dakota last year and secured the
State advertising through the ILegisla-
ture. She has done every kind of news-
pafmr and literary work, but it is prob-
ably as a writer of children’s stories that
she reaches the hight of excellence.

She has just completed a series of tales
on the little children of the Sioux In-
dians. Mrs. Merrill lived and spent
many years of her life in Minnesota, her
parents having scttled there when the
population was sparse. Her knowledge
of the Sioux dialect, together with her
natural ability as a story teller, have
fitted her more than any other woman to
write about Indian children. Mrs, Mer-
rill is tall and graceful, with dark hair,
gray eyes, which at times look sad.

She has excellent taste, and is more
than anything else true to her friends
and generous to a faultin dealing with
others.

THE BUSINESS WOMEN OF NEW YORK.

I want to say a word about the wonder-
ful success of Harriet Hubbard Ayer
who as a business woman has mounted
the topmost round of the ladder. Mrs.
Ayer was born to wealth, She graduated
from the Convent of Saecred Heart (Chi-
cago) when she was 16, and a few months
after made what was then considered the
finest match of the year, by marrying
Herbert C. Ayer,a wealthy iron mer-
chant of Youngstown, Ohio. As the
columns of a newspaper is no place to en-
large on the marital troubles of a woman,
1 will pass over that part of Mrs. Ayer's
life as the wife of Herbert C. Ayer. It
was on & sick-bed in Paris that she con-
ceived the idea of making the preparation
that has made her name tamous.

The pictures of pretty women invaria-
bly flatter the originals, but I have yet to
see a picture of Mrs. Ayer that does her
justice, Her complexion is exquisite, her

air golden blonde (not bleached), her
eyes large, expressive, and deep-blue in
color, her features the kind which artists
rave about: and her forehead indicates a
plentiful supply of brains. Her figure is
finely proportioned, and her voice soft
and well modulated, like the voices o
well-bred IEnglish and Irish women. To
the women in her employ Mrs. Ayer acts
more like a sister and friend than an em-
ployer. A strange coincidence it is that
the three women in her retail shop are
reduced gentlewomen. But it is her na-
ture to be kind, Many people have said
if she depended on the general public for
customers she would have failed long ago
because she is so generous, but fortu-
nately her trade comes from the wealthy,
Her shop on Fifth avenue is furnished in

old and white and the draperies are steel

lue. On the walis are several pictures
of Madame Recamier. Every prominent
woman who comes to New York is
sure to visit Mrs. Ayer’s establishment.
I sat there for a half hour one afternoon,
when no less than a dozen prominent
women entered and made purchases,
Among them was Mrs. Kendel, the Eng-
lish actress, Mrs, C. P, Huntington, Mrs,
Stuyvesant Fish, Augusta i'orster, of the
“Senator’”’ company, Edith Sessions

Tupper, the New York correspondent of |

the Chicago Herald, and Mrs. Isabel A,
Mallon—"Bab!” Mrs. Ayer is very
popular with the lady correspondents, as
she herself was a journalist for a time.

Another woman who has made a great
success in business is Mrs. T. Lynch, the
Broadway jeweler and diamond expert.
Excluding Tiffany’s, I don’t know of a
finer shop than Mrs. Lynch’s. She, too,
is a beautiful woman.

For years Mrs. . B. Miller has con-
ducted a large tobacco manufactory over
on the east side. Mrs. Miller, to look at,
is a plain, unpretentious woman, but the
head on her shoulders is a wonderful

riece of machinery. There areany num-

*)ur of women florists here who have
made money. Then there is a woman
real estate agent, who is a member of the
Real Estate Exchange.

We have all heard of “‘Hetty Green,’ the
woman who has “cornered” from ten to

O Vot

l

fifteen million on Wall street. It makes
me shake and shiver when I think of a
woman who can “wreck” railroads and
raise the *‘old boy” as the men do down
in that “hell on earth” they call Wall
street. I wonder what kind of nerves a
woman must have that can stand the ex-
citement that goes on there. It makes
me nervous even to walk on Wall or
Broad streets while the bulls and bears
are rushing about in their frantic fashion.

I saw the ‘“Henrietta’” for the first time
last Monday night. I never want to see
it again. The realism of that play affect-
ed me quite as much as the real thing
would have done. 2

Iam no orthodox Christain, but I be-
lieve in the peaceful, gentle religion
of the Son of God. N\ anf of these
Wall street gamblers are ‘““pillars’ in the
Church, but with all their wealth I would
not change places with them.

ExMA TRAPPER.

POPULATION NEEDED.

C. P. Hnntingtox_l on the Prospects in
California.

C. P. Huntington writes to a corre-
spondent in this city, under date of Los
Angeles, April 25th, as follows:

‘““After leaving San Francisco I went up
the Sacramento Vullcy, on the west side
of the river to Knight's Landing. At this
point we crossed the river and went
thence to Marysville and thence to Oro-
ville. T wasdelighted with the evidences
of fertility seen on every hand and from
what I saw about Oroville, I am satisfied
that that locality will be one of the finest
orange districts in the State. I ascer-
tained from the testimony of orange-
growers that the citrus crops ripen in
that vicinity much earlier than in the
south, a very decided advantage in the
markets of the world; also, that the soil
is exceedingly well adapted to cultiva-
tion of oranges and lemons, and there is
practically no limit to the water which
flows out of the mountains at that point
which might be economically devoted to
purposes of irrigation. Between Marys-
ville and Orovilie the country is fairly
settled most of the way, but throughout
the region of the Sacramento Valley
northward on the east side, including
some localities in the vicinity of Lincoln,
Marysville and many places north of |
Marysville, the land is owned by too few
persons,

From Secramento to Stockton the
farms are large, and from Stockton to
Merced there are but few settlers. With
all the advantages of climate, fertility of
soil and the vast possibilities of develop-
ment which awaits the labor of intelligent
cultivators, it seems a great pity that such
a country should not be densely settled.
The whole region under consideration is

apable of supporting a hundred land-
owners where there is now one; and if it |
were understood at the East, particnlarly |
in such districts as the Dakotas and North |
Minnesota, where the climate is inh ns-i
pitable for the greater part of the year, |
that land like this could be obtained at

reasonable prices, it would be but a short '
time before we should see in the places in |
California I have mentioned, not great |
wheat fields with scarcely a habitation in |
sight, not habitations with no trees

around them, but the view of these places

would be one of pleasing cultivation, |
beautiful homes, and a country life more |
attractive than is possible in any other |
country. What is wanted is hundreds of |

thrifty homes in the midst of cultivated |:

gardens and orchards, and this should be
here where the gardens and orchards are
capable of producing all varieties of fruit |
and market produce. California needs |
population on these large, unoccupied
stretches of fertile land, and it cannot be
that the world is sufficiently advertised
concerning her resources, or greater pop-
ulations would now occupy her territory.
I believe that a healthy and rapid immi-
gration to California from the classes
which would be most welcomed could be
induced by work of this kind done con-
tinuously and earnestly, and such work
should be persisted in. Itisa work which
should appeal to the patriotic pride of
every citizen of California, because its re-
sults will redound to the material pros-
perity of the whole State, and of every in-
terest in it.””— Woodland Muail.

MULE AND ALLIGATOR

An Acqguaintance of No Beneflit to
Elther Party.

It was in the winter of 1870 that I made

my first visit to Florida. At that time
railroads were not ; the Northern tourists
were few in number; St. Augustine was
a sleepy old town with no Standard Oil
king in sight. The alligator basked |
Wuietly on the banks of the St. John, and
the white plume of the egret gleamed
from every swamp. Bears, deer and
turkey were abundant. At Lord’s com-
fortable cottage at New Smyrna were five
or six anglers who filled their boats
daily with channel bass, sheepshead and
spotted sea trout. Almost all those
worthies baye joined the great and siient
majority. New Smyrna then contained
three houses and a store, and from the |
head of the Halifax to the Inlet there |
were hardly 100 people. Daytona I think
was laid out that year. A mile below
that hamlet lived a kind of naturalist
named Chamberlain, who had a cottage
on the river bank filled with skins of |
beasts and birds, and copper jars of alco- |
hol containing fishes and reptiles, which |
he collected for Northern museuins. Like
that of most men who live close to nature,
his conversation was interesting, and I
often visited him. One day he said, “I
think you have not seen my alligator.
Come with me and I will show you my
{)0[." We went toa small creek about a
wndred yards from the river, winding |
through a hamak. At one place there
was a high bank into which Chamber-
lain thrust a pole. The reply was a loud
and angry growl. “He isat home, but
he won’t come out to-day.” The pet was
a good-sized alligator, seven or eight feet
long, which Chamberlain had partially
tamed by feeding it with fish and snakes,
the 'gator being particularly fond of the
latter. (.'h:unhoriaiu punched it with the
pole to make it come out, but it seized the |
pole in its teeth and shook it. *I think |
if I was alone he would come out, but he
is a little bashful before strangers,” said
the naturalist, and we left.

The next year when I visited the re-
gion Mr. C. had moved away to some
wilder and more congenial spot, where
he would have fewer neighbors, and my
host at the Inlet told me of the fate of the
alligator. After C, left some mischievous |
boys at Daytona borrowed a mule with
plow harness and took him to the creek
where the alligator lived. They punched
him till he got angry, and then dropped
the plow chain on his nose. The ’gator
seized it at once, as is the habit of the
beast, and held on to it, bulldog fashion,
while the boys started the mule, a power-
ful animal, which dragged the alligator
from the hole. Now there is nothing
which a mule fears more than an alli-
gator, whose musky odor will set him
crazy. When the mule smelt this he
looked round, and seeing the beast at his
heels he tore away homeward at full
speed, dragging the’gator after him—and,
of course, the faster he ran the faster he
was pursued. Up the narrow road he
dashed, the ’gator bounding behind him,

strikh!g against trees and slum})s at
every jump, so that before the mule got

to his stable the poor alligator was dead
enough. As to the mule, his nerves were
so shaken that he never could be got
down the river road again. He smelled
alligators in every breeze and was a
ruined mule.—Forest and Stream.

——

Condition of Farmenrs.

There is much vote-catching humbug

in the talk of politicians and newspapers
about troubles of the farmers. The fact
is that in many respects the farmers of
this country are much better off than
most other classes of her citizens. In the
first place, the farmers, with few excep-
tions, own the land they live upon, and
have no rent to pay. To a certain extent
they are all capitalists, and their average
individual wealth 1s much zbove that of
most other classes of workers. The
farmer who is worth only $2,000 or $3,000
thinks himself poor, though the average
mechanic reckons himself in comfortable
circumstances if he succeeds in acquirin,
a home worth that much. And while
even the poorest farm furnishes support
for its cwner, homes in towns and cities
involve a constant outlay, and produce
nothing. Hundreds of thousands of
hard-workingmen and women, living in
towns and cities, would be happy to%ook
forward for their old age to the security
and support that the ownership of a farm
affords.—Marysmille Appeal.
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CLUSTER OF JEWELS

Another Star Added to the Lit-
erary Heavens.

One of the ‘““Backwoods’ Belles’ Crit-
icises a Poem Lately Published at
Santa Rosa—Selectlons From Among
the Brilliant Gems—The Top Round
of the Ladder of Fame.

A discovery in the literary line has
been made in this city which, in justice
to the reading public, should not be
allowed to remain buried in obscurity.
It is a modest, dun-colored pamphlet
which braves the billows of the literary
sea with a cargo of precious gems
under the name of ‘“Gabriel’s Trum-
pet. Book of Washington. Pictures of
Life. Dictated by Conscience,” The very
fact of a poet having a conscience was
sufficient inducement for me to search its
contents with more than ordinary inter-
est. One cannot entertain the icea of the
degeneracy of the finer web of poesy
when one is entrapped in this subtle,
glittering mesh of ringing rhythm. Fol-
low me, I pray you, through a few of its
flower-bordered mazes, keeping in mind
that it is a local production, a poet all of
our very own,

He accedes to the fact that Washington
was ‘‘a grand, majestic, impartial man.”
No star appears after this complimentary
mention—it comes evidently from the
fullness of a generous heart, and the cus-
tomary charge of ten cents a line will not
be sent in among the claims against the
estate. The wind-up of the introduction
is as follows:

That keep bright their wisdom marks, tal-
ented in rhyme,

May, note some outline of ours worth an oc-

casional rub
To shine in the evershifting sands of time;

And ;l[x:l to the extent I am prepared for
After Iu-‘i‘n'_:‘ whetted by the stone of adversity,

1 welcome and kiss the hand of Destiny
While being pruned of an unprofitable pro-

pensity.

Iam yours, &c.,, ELITAH JOSIAH JOSEPH.

I cull a jewel here and there. An ac-
commodating feature of the phenomenal

| work is that one can begin at the middle

and re:_ul both ways, or read from finale

to the initial letter—it is all equally edify-

ing. Asamoralist, Josiah ranks first.

“I can’t” is very poor fuel by which to manu-
facture steam

For the whistle of warm, laborious success.

“I'll try,” thougi an indication of horse power

Is generally not so expensive and more de-
siruble

As feed for the poor man's steam heater.

Had the author entertained such word |

as “‘can’t” you and I would not be revel-

ing in the bewildering intricacies of ex-

quisite rhyme.

Hatan still thirsts for the pleasure of sin,

Thirsts as the mill for the grain coming in.

A dainty morsel is the stray divine,

He grinds in his jaws the serub of all time.

He slips in the mind of the foxy scrub, slick,
slimy, disgusting erime;

Then he rises, presses a shaggy furnace door,

Drops him in, burns the serub in his prime,

Hugs him, rubs him, in hot thirst of slime,

Slides him to the bottom of disgusting crime.

Note the musical tinkling of

those

Give me a rest—I am happy—blessed God.
Blessed God—give me a rest—1 am happy.
The familiarity with which ‘he ap-
roaches the Supreme is astonishing. and
is anous appeal to be given a rest is
pitiful in the extreme.
If I fall—from prime—kick and boot me out
_. of time.
Kick and boot me out of time—If T fall—
from prime.
From })rlme~klck and boot me out of time—
If I fall,

Offers himself to be knocked out.
Then you please me—Homeof The Free—Land
of Liberty.
Land of Liberty—then you please me—The
Home of Thee Free.
Home of The Free—Land of Libert y—then
you please Me,
If you don’t--I'll kick you—by Mee,
And makes dire threats if it is not prop-
erly executed.
I have been—a long time finding it—mnow I
know,
Now } know—I have been—a long time find-
&

ng.
Alongtifue finding it—now I know—I have
been.

Have I found it—FElijah—is my name.

Is my name—havel found it—Elijah.
Elijab—is my name—have I found it.

Is jubilant over the fact that he has
found what his own nameis. I am also
pleased. All dark doubts in regard to the
soundness of the brain have faded like
stars at sunrise.

Let all come—to join hands—for Thy Power.

For ’l;ny %‘uwer—LET ALL COME—to join

wnas.

TO JOIN HANDS—FOR THY POWER—LET |

ALL COME.

Modesty invites all to join hands and '

participate in the grand walk-around.
I am simply Joe Josiab—I don't want—to
soar any higher.

To soar higher—I' am simply Joe Josiah—I

don’t want.
I don’t want—to soar higher—I am simply
Joe Josiah.

Has scaled the summit of fame and
mentions that another branch of myrtle
would burden his brow, Ieep yourseat,
Josier, we are willing that yous no
higher. Another outburst of conglomer-
ate gush might prove disastrous.

Away God—I thank Thee—for this Literary

fire.
For this Literary Fire—away God—I thank
Thee.
Ithank Thee—for this Literary—F way—
0 God.

The thanks he bestows are misplaced,

for the “literary fire” that prompted the |

outpourings of a diseased imagination are
of the most earthly character:
O God, now to proteet Thee, let them call me,

The largest crank that handles the world.

I fear forgetting this, was I.inspi

As I fear losing the Light of
If for gain I forget.

Kick my back inside, outside of
And I will herd the gnats o'ert

time,

In a postsecript he calls attention to the
fact that he 1s a ‘‘chip off of the old
block.”” This augurs well for the
otees who bow the knee at the garlanded
shrine of Erate. It suggests that the
atlection is hereditary, and that the world
may feast on these mellow, golden songs
as long as the descendants of Josiah shall
inhabit this sorrowful star. A.R. I

Santa Rosa, April 26, 1801,
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THE RIVER OF LOST SOULS

A March that Gave Na
Mexican Str

T

mo
1n.

to a New

Over three centuries backward and be-
fore the inquisitive I}e Soto had lighted his
camp fires on the banks of the Missis- |

sippl, the Spaniards had
settlements in this land of the (O«

achieved two

lines—as mellow as moonbeams in sum- |

mer, as gentle as a zephyr wafted over
drowsing lily pads:
At last grows weary, withers and decays,
Awaiting resurrection, prays if patlent sees
lizht lives many days.
God looks o’er the sinful world as we look
through a forest of trees,
He sees each dying member, even notes the
withering leaves.
‘While brushing the dampness from our last
wade in sin,
We step to His word, the only dry motto ask-
ing us in.
It is quite late when thoronughly soaked,
Still it is the only voice that allows us to float.

My obtuse mind fails to grasp the hid-

| den, delicate meaning, but as the next

voleanie fragment begins:
The Great Physician now is near,
The sympathizing Jesus.
He speaks the drooping heart to cheer,
O hear the voice of Jesus.

I judge he had stepped off the end of a
wharf, or had been spearing troutlets in
a pool. The frequent allusions to the
“hot thirst of clime’ I discover is merely
an accommodation phrase to rhyme
with ‘“‘disgusting crime.”” That is right
and proper, but Josiah, when *“‘slime’’ is
made to jingle with “skies” I cast the

| gauntlet in the name of humanity. The
| next upheaval of the mildewed imagin-

ation reaches the glory-fiooded hight of

Fame, but owing to the inclemency of

the mweter and the wrong-font rhyme it

does not sustain a hold:

What is he, who is he, o base, denying the

Home of God,

He is a scrub in sin, pitched in the Land of

xperience to win.

He’sa foxy cur, he cannot feel as the framers

of independence, e cannot see

Thrmllul-. his fimsy scorn and anger of weak

degree,

God’s Spirit flowing by sadness through the

Land of Fortified Glee.

“Liberty Gives a Light Heart Wings of
Love—He Flies it to Venus,” 1s the cap-
tion under which a score of pages of am-
orous fiddle-faddle are presented. Josi-
ah’s heart is evidently susceptible to the
grande passion. In the preface the un-
crowned monarch of the world of song
calls on heaven to witness that heis
“wrapped in the embrace of content-
ment.” Irom his idiot ramblings, how-
ever, one forms the opinion that he
is in the throes of agony or the gaunt
clutch of uncertainty.

Scattered through the all-hands-round
job lot of assine wailings that breathe of
unrc«initud love are excerpts from a good

iymn - and tune book, without
credit, too. The soulful intensiveness of
his allusions casts a shadow over the
laurels on Byron’s brow, and the finely
rounded sentences would mantle the face
of Kipling with a flush of annoyance
akin to jealousy. For originality this
fragmentary prayer ascends to the clouds
without an equal:

Give the modest and wise Thy cross as a club,
Show him how to whip the dirty scrub,

Let serubs I hear take Satan'’s,

The only club left to fight us the rub.

The moon-struck mummer now dips
his quill into tinted ink up to the hubs,
lays aside his cuftfs and ol!ber earthy en-
cumbrances and soars to Chapter VI
treating of “*Love of Bassanio
Portia.” .
God’s gospel wire is pure eleetric fire,

1t starts us on the course, He carries us high,

still higher;

A belt of which starts the belt ofsin,

It knocks it, then kicks it in the Eve—God

must win.

It starts us on the course above,

We rush around, dead stuck in love,

It thrills us, it kills us, the fire burns sin,
When dead we see what fools we have been.
Elijah is surely an advocate of the

Electric Creed. From these morsels one

would reedily imagine he expected to

gain the mysierious hence by a new and
novel route—sliding up a greased wire:

The graves of the dead are a red-hot red;

It ‘s best to climb out by the gospel wire.
Ilmo’:ms willingly, leaves fire with vinegar

oree,

H stamps to loosen the graves of tue dead;

hie world is full to the brim of evil sin,

They £o by heat to the grave burning pure

electrie fire;

They lose much fun by not sliding up the

gouspel wire.

Come one and all, come woman, son and sire,
We give the oil to grease the gospel wire,
This may not be as beautiful a belief as

flitting up the golden stairs, winging

flight on snowy pinions, nor yet pad-
dling o'er the inky Styx, but it is emi-
nently speedier.
Their’s are th> blue pudding hearts,
By a thorough dose of the blues,
We draw the nickering juice,
Pure electric turns them smart.

Although “blues” and “juice’” do mot
tingle as musically as a woodland stream
o’er its pebbly bed, we can forgive the

rince of song this slight discrepancy.

Nearing the end of the sublime ereation

are five pages of capitals and dashes, of

which the following carefully-selected
samples can convey but an inadequate
idea of their real excellence :

T am happy—blessed God—give me a rest.

.

ound for

Santa Fe and St. Augustine. Th
no knowledge of the country
between these points or it

As to what might be the

deadfalls of a journey from one |
another, they were as blandly ignor
of the history of the moon.

ignorance aftected them not, and full of
the uneasy spirit of the hour a military
varty in Santa Fe resolved on an over-
fuml expedition to St. Augustine, They
knew the distance, for they could 3

':'.hc FULL ASSOCIATED

'?,"fgnrh-ynimt ublia

THE DAILY

RECORD-UNION.

~-~THE-~

SUNDAY UNION.

A Splendid Seven-day Paper.

! . .
| The Leading Papersof California,

Theyarethe pioneerjournals,

-{ Which, from early years in the

! history of the coast, havemain-
the FRONT RANK OF
JOURNALISM, having every

news facility with the San

Francisco leading dailies, and

sustaining the fullest public

|

|

{ confidence.
| Z-5>The only papers on the coast,
|

{ outside of San Francisco, which rececive

PRESS
and SPECIALS.

DIS-
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IN ALL RESPECTS THE

figure |
the latitude and longitude, and they
| could get the direction by the compass; |
| but this was the sum of their knowle:

The expedition, number
dreds of men, left Santa Fe late in the
summer, and crossing the mountains at
the Raton Pass, the present route the
Santa Fe Railroad, they camped that win-
ter on the site of Trinidad.” The gr:
was long in the valley, the game was
plenty on the hills, their own stores were
ample, and, sending back to Santa Fe
minstrel and glee maiden, these ¢
men of the sword, with wine, wom nd
song, got in as gay a season as they ever
have since. Those old dons were lads of
spirit and possessed high hearts as well

of

for

as a taste for travel. Before them to the
eastward, as far as the eye could swes P,
spread the desert unconfined. What was
to be met there they knew not, but thei

lack ot knowledge was coincident wit!
an equal lack of care,

With the melting of the snows in the |

spring sunshine their women and eamp
followers returned to Santa Fe, Y
hand was waved good-by, the last adios
was uttered, and the explorers turned
their resolute faces to the work in hand.
They marched down the valley of the lit-
tle muddy river which flows as you read
this, through the town of Trinidad. The
ones who were to return to Santa Fe
watched them for miles, assisted by the
glint of the sun on steel cap and harness,
At last they were hidden ws far
down the wvalley,and this was the last
that was ever known of the With the
last flap of the last banner it was as if
they had marched out of existence, and
whether they sunk in rivers, perished in
the drifting snows, or were done to death
by Indians was never told. No sign or
trace of this expedition or its people was
ever found.

There was something so eerie and mys-
terious in the complete disappearance of
this band, something so dark in the
silence of their fate. that the superstitious
Spaniard made the sign of the holy cross
when he recalled it. With thate
commemoration which was the spir
that time, the little muddy torrent in
in whose valley the lost explorers last
were seen was called El Rio de Los Ani-
mas—*'The River of Lost Souls.” This
was the Spanish name when Sublette
Chouteau, Brent, Carson, St. Vrain, and
other representatives of the French ¥ur
Company at St. Louis, first saw it,
Knowing nothing of the story, and assis-
ted only by their inferences drawn from
the name, these translated the appellation
into the Purgatoire. When the jocund
bull-whacker of the overland trail got to
it, in his free-and-easy French he called
it ‘‘the Picketwire.”” KEvery brand it
ever had still sticks, and to-day you will
find the little vagrant of a stream pursu-
ing its glistening mission to the sea with
as many names as a member of the Brit-
ish House of Lords.—Kansas City Star.

Axtificial Ice.

The scientific fact on which the making
of artificial ice depends is that when a
liguid evaporates it uses upa great deal
of heat, which it draws from anything
that happens to be around it. If a can of
water 1s at hand, its temperature is re-
duced, and if the action goes far enough
the water will be frozen. This cooling
action can be felt by pouring a little ether
or alcohol upon the hand. The liquid

ne
evaporates rapidly, and the loss of the
heat which it takes up cools the hand very
perceptibly. If a bottle containing water
is kept wet on the outside with ether, the
evaporation will chill the water and
eventually freeze it. This is essentially
the process by which the cararesjrappees
of French restaurants are produced. 'The
decanters filled with fresh water are set
in shallow tanks containing brine, which
remains liquid below the temperature at
which water freezes. In contact withthese
tanks are receivers, which can be kept
charged with newly formed ether vapor.
The chilling vapor cools the brine, and
this in turn takes heat out of the water in
the decanters, which soon freezes. In
making ice on the large scale, either an-
monia or sulphurous oxide is used instead
of ether, because these substances are
cheaper and are not inflainmable.—Z'%e
Popular Science Monthly.
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A Successful jCat Party.

Miss Osgood, a wealthy woman of Nor-
wich, Conn,, seems to have an abundant
share of that love for cats so universally
ascribed to maiden ladies. She recently
entertained her own extensive collection
of toms and tabbies by giving a large cat
party. Invitations in handsome style

were issued and a score of cats, attended |

by their owners, accepted the hospitalities
of the Osgood mansion. The cats had g
fine time and the ladies present all united
in saying that they behaved themselves
in a bacoming manner.
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