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WAKEMANS WANDERINGS,

The Poet Traveler Trampiog

Through Cornwall

indescribably Dreary in General As-

pect, but Full of Entrancing Hidden

Nooks—Cornish Folk, Their Origin |

and Race Characteristics—Roadside
Incidents and Homeslde Scenes.

Correspondence
NioN. Cops

Truro, Cornwall, June 4, 1802,

of

[Special the

Almost until to-day, as time is meas- |

ured, Cornwall has been to the remainder
of England a veritable terra incognita.
“West Barbary”’ it was contemptuously
called to describe its uncanniness,
supposed ignorance and its popularly ac-
credited semi-barbarism. What weird
and desolate Connamara, in Ireland’s
wild west, is aud bas always been to the

Green Isle, this scarred and rugged pen- |

insula has been to Xngland.

Of its 400,000 souls, oue-tenth, from
youth to death, in darkness pick and
blast in shift and drift beneath its wind-
swept Until a century since a
distinet language, the Cornubian Celtie,
was spoken, tanght and preached. To-day
in some of the larger towns “the purest
English spoken” is said to prevail; but,

I0Ors,

RECORD- |

its |

which all Cornish boys endeavor to se-
cure a “box’ o bit of money, and my
apologies for not recognizing his honest
right in the matter. Cornish folk, big
and little, have no truculeney in asking
fortheir just due. This plainness of speech
is everywhere met with. The lad’s ex-
pression, “my.son,” had no levity or
taunt in it, 1t is everywhere here a term
of {riendship and respect.

Between Saltash and Truro I made ap-
plication at the houses of many farmers
i for food and lodging. The food could
always be had by paying for it before it
was eaten. But the latter eould not be got
{for any wheedling or sum of money.
They would bluntly tell meto find an inn,
If I professed ignorance oi the locality of
one, they would go, or send somne one,
with me. [ always dizmissed mny escort
before the place was r ed, determined
to pass the nights in the hiomes of the
lowly.

This sort of procedure an

with than farn

‘ He got a sixpence for the fair, for
}

1 conve

otners upon the

great body of Coraish people.
They arc a spocies of “gentry”’ in the
minds of the latter. Though ouly tenant
farmers their holdings are large for Eng-
land, from 20 to 1uv0 acres, and have been
oceupied for generations by the same
{ familics on ninety-nine years’ leases
They often go to “Lunnon,” and their
children are sent to Truro for schooling,
They are stanch sapporters of the ks-
tabiished Church, while the masses are
‘esleyans,

But the risher and mining folk are un-
equivocally hospitable. The tisherman
will take care of you in his little cottage
without question, without locking athing
{in his habitation against you, but still

with a dumb sort of quiescence. 'The

and if not always hearty about it, settles

{ All this the literary tramp will
discover, and I shortly began dir
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section. Ho spreads a white clean
cloth upon it, and actually it’s more like
two children playing tea party than itis
like two grown people eating a meal.

{ There is a picnic aspect about it, too, for |

e .
Di Vernon’s” Notes of a Glorious |
Journey.

Scencs Along the Upper Sacramento
Valley—Incidents of the Trip

—Mount Shasta.

[Special Correspondence RECORD-UNI0N.]

A railroad depot offers a rich field of
observation to the student of human na-
!, the confasion, the rush
-minute’’ people,
ro and the bundies, the tourists
nbreilas and lunch baskets—the
ot man, from the baby in
arms to gray-beard, leaning heavily on |
his cane—all are being borne to their

P CrOWwW

of the

*tlast

| goal.

miner isa more rough and ready fellow,

the mattcr for or against you at ouce. | ¢
i i hurry ; always going somewhere; never

again to-day, not a league from these | my diplomacy toward the ordinary hoine |
towns, among fisher-folks, miners and |inthe mining viilages. |
peasants, an ordinary inglishman or i You will find them through nearly all !
American can scarcely understand a word | the length of Cornwall irom Liskeard to |
uttered. Yet here are life and scenes ()fi i‘enzance, and they are seldom clustered |
the greatest fascination, both life and |in dirty villages continguous to the mines |
scene of simplieity, beauty and grandeur, ! as in our couniry. I do not recall a single |
while romance and legend glow won- |insiance of this sort during my entire

drously in every tor, combe and stream, ljuuruuying. Two, three, four, a half-dozen

romance and legend the oldest and most
winsome in all iingland., Here lived, or
were born to deathiess legend, Arthur,

Launceiot and Guinevere, and the brave |

old Round Table knights,

it is a curious shaped bit of land this
rugged old Cornwail
contour suggests the strange silhouette of
some conchant gigantic mastiff or huge
wild beast. It is easy to see in its south-
ernmost outreaching its two powerrul
tore fect. In its northern coast line will
be found its braced and bristling back.
In its most northern projection will be
seen an erect and defiant tail. In its east-
ern Devoushire boundary are its massive
haunches and hind feet wedged against

Lie eternal granite of Devon. And its
furthermost  sea-split, ocean-battling
promontory is the open mouth of the
stone leviathan, set savagely toward the
seething Scilly Isles forever lashed with
spume and fume of its ipterminable bat-
tles with the Atlantic.

Were you to stand, as I have done, on
Hensbarrow, one of its drear and highest
peaks, you could see smiling Devon to
the euzst; almost to Land’s End its farth-
est westward wall; to Lizzard Head its
remotest southern headland; across its
entire reach of hills and moorlands far
out upon St. Geor Channel to the
northwest; a
fisher and coaster to the southes si, even
to the dim cone of that most wondrous of
ail wariners’ beacons, the splendid £ddy-
stone Lighthouse.

But standing on that spot little else
than apparent desolation meets the eye.
The moorlands streteh dolorously as if in
boundless loneliness, The tors or hills
are bleak and bare. The whole face of
nature seems torn and scarred as if by
tremendous elemental struggles. Yet all
these caverns and chasms which disfigure
it were made by the hand of man. Its
granite, shale and slate hide copper, tin
and iron. For more than 3,600 years its
surface has been cleftand its depths gored
and bored until its face is pitted as if with
extinet voleano '8, whose bases were hon-
eycombed, sometimes to a mile's depth,
aud, often laterally so, far outward be-
neath the ocean, that its very shell was
cracked broken, until, 1o prevent the sea
dropping through, tbe bottom was stufied
and plugged and soldered like a leaky
old basin.

This is what you will see and feel and
Eknow among the downs and tors along
the rocky backbone of Cornwall. But
along the north coast, in summer, and
everywhere upon the south coast in sum-
mer, and nearly all winter, are never-
ending surprises of scenic beauty. In-
deed the entire south knglish and Irish
Coasts are almost semi-tropic lands.
Semi-tropic bits of land surely can be
found, for 1 have seen at Bournemouth,
at Torquay and at Plymouth, in kKng-
land; at Traro, Falmouth and Penzance
in Cornwall, and at Youghal, alongside
Sir Walter Raleigh’s old home in Ire-
land, roses in full bloom and luxuriantly

=

foliaged myrtle out of doors in midwin- |

ter.
Along the way Iam leisurely tramping,

with tihe English Channel nearly always |

in sight, are innumerable Cornish val-
leys of slumberous beauty. 'Tiny burns
and combes are caut through the walls by
the sea. Through every one Ilimpid
gltreams go singing and tumbling to the
ocean. Along the valley sides are white
hainlets, or the quaint old homes, the
rich acres and the sleek herds of the
thrifty farmers of Cornwall.

T'ramp these coast roads but a mile, and |

you will suddenly stumble upon these
lovely vales—the stream, the farms half

hidden by generous foliage dotting the |
3 44 :

sides far up the combe as eye can reach;
here a rumuoling old mill; therea nestling
church; below you a quaint old village;
beyond, the tiny haven skirted by the
homes of fishers, and specked by oud old
fishers’ crafls; further a tide plowing
up between massive haven walls, or a
streteh of low-tide rock and drift, and, at
last, the bright blue sea. Beautiful scenes
are these ifor the eye and heart-mind to
dwell upon—hardly to be found in such
number and winsomeness anywhere else
upon all of ingland’s coast.

Just before you pass fromi Devonshire
into Cornwall you wiil find most intense
the English suspicion that Cornish folk
are a sort of barbarians. The iandlord of
the little inn where I lodged in Plymouth,
though admitting that he had never
crossed the Tamar, commiseratingly ven-
turned ithe sympathetic remark that he'd
be biessed if he wouldn’t prefer White-
chapel to Cornwall.

“Wy, '’ thema Cousin Jacks knows
nows but tin,” he added with a flourish,
**Niggar bicod in ’em too, they do say.
Black as a pit-mouth, ’alf on "em. An’
sed if you’ll get nowt t’eat beiter 'n’

Yoggans 'n’ faggans from Saltash to Land’s |

Hend.”?

His words were true as to the dark
complexions of most of the Cornish peo-
ple. In a mile's distanceof Devonshire
You are ainong another race of men than
the fair-fuced phlegmatic English, Faces
are everywhere seen of a distinet Eastern-
type, and surely astern blood, whether
Jewish, from the Jewish mine-owners of
a thousand years ago, or from the Phee-
nician traders of an earlier period, is still
rich in Cornish veins., It gives here and
there the waxen olive skin, almost uni-
versally the glossy black curling hair and
dark eyes, and statures short, compact
and shapely.

No people in the world are more elan- |

nish, or more resent encroachment by
marriage or in social and business affairs
than the Cornish. Their olden language,
superstitions and traditions are ail Celtic.
They are impassioned, impulsive and ex-
citable as are all Celts; but they possess a
daumb patience, an aggressive defensiva-
pess aguinst innovation and an. humble
and steadiast thrift which reveals some-
thing like the Jewish strain, g

Their ways are rough, and Cornish
manners are the frankest and sincerest of
any people I have ever been amons.
They comprise simply meaning what
you say and saying what you mean,
whatever the subject or occasion. All
this, too, with absolute unconsciousness
of affront. Between Polperro and Lan-
larue a youth gave me a help along the
way in his donkey-cart laden with sand.
I thanked him heartily on alighting.
Iooking me squarcly in the face he
asked:

*Wusent aw gimme sumpn for th’ feer,
my son?”’

Its geographic |

d over the white sails of |

and sometimes a score, may be found to-
gether. They are in all sorts of odd and

{out of the way places, on the roads and |

toff. Like the Irish cabins, they are
| oftenest at the back, instead of at the
| front, of somewhere or anywhe Near-
[ ness to a mine seems to possess no ad-
vantage.

Few are as near as a half mile; thou-
sands are miles away. *“Pairdners’ in a
“*core” (corps) who combine their labors
and work one of the three eight-hour
iits” of each day, may live in as many
diiferent directions from the **bal’’ or pit,
Jack, Jemor Jan oiten occupying homes
irom six to ten miles apart.
ever these little miners’ hamiets are,
their walls are all of everlasting stone,
embowdered in brilliant Cornish roses
tand . ereepers, with cement tloors and
thatched roofs, every one subject to in-
terminable repairs from ounslaughts of
vicious sparrows,theinselvestiny miners,
endlessiy sinking shafts and drilling
**eross-cats' and *‘levels’ in the soft and
yielding straw.

1 was soon able to march squarely up
to Jack and Jenny at their cottage doors
tand boldly ask for accommodations for
the night. There was no haiting in the
negotiautions on either side.

**Wass say, Jenny?”’ the burly fellow
would pleasantly ask of his honest wife.
{ “*Shall aw lay un oop?”?

“Lay un oon,” it should be explained,
did not mean that the stranger should be
attacked or hustled. Itis Cornish for en-
tertaining, caring for, or housing him.

*‘If tha (thee, thou) can stan’ un, Jack,”
the wife would reply.

**All right, un son,” would be the re-
ijoindcx', addressed to me.
| stan’ un, maak a sel (yoarself) t’hoam.”

<

the matter.
story garret beneath the thatch. There
is one room below—sometimes two. One
door, the front one, is found sutlicient.
A window is at either side of this, and
often directly above these are tiny lights
for the garret. kach cottage is provided
at one end or at the back with an open
lireplace in the center of the wall. It has
a sort of a range at one side covered with
outlandish brass ornaments at which the
Cornish housewife is endlessly polishing.
At the other side is the ‘“‘ungconer.”
This has *‘heps,” or upper and under
doors, behind which are stored furze fag-
ots or other fuel,

The furniture of the “Cousin Jack’s”
home though scant is honest and useful.
At the fireplace is the “"brandes,” a trian-
gular iron on legs, on which, usually
over furze fires, the kettles boil, the cir-
cular castiron **baker” and cover are set,
and the fish or ineat, when they can be
indalged in, is ‘‘scrowled” or grilled.
There are perhaps four chairs. These
will have solid mahogany frames, but
the seats aro of painted pine, and are
waxed weekly. These tour are “‘best.”
and are all the best. For everyday use
{one or two “firms” or rude benches are
provided.

‘The single table is of pine, one top com-
ing flush with the sides, the other, de-
tached, two inches thick, one side un-
hminlml and scoured snowy white daily
| with “*growder,” a rotten granite which
lathers like socap, and the other side
painted for Sunday or ‘“‘company’ use,
and a drawer beneath for rude cuatlery.
The table-ware is something siartling in
| cheap goods, and each member of the tam-

| themselves

! never more plainly than when people are

But wher- | \
| host of, **Be sure you rememoer,” and
| “Don’t forget to writ

| station, more rush and hurry, hasty em-

{ ambitious spire stand out el
| the sky, and then, as we wander aw ay

“If tha cun |
| Port Costa, and are suddenly aware that
There was no further ceremony about |
I always slept in the half- |

Th bound for the Northwest from
San Irancisco find themselves in just
such a crowd at the waiting-room of the
broad-gauge Oakland ferry, at the foot of
Market street, at the 7 o’clock boat, and
basten on board, struggling with the lug- i
gage that nearly all travelers burden
themselves with at the start. Few bave
reduced themselves to the happy state of
a gripsack and a celiuloid collar. It is
not long before the ferry-boat reaches the
Oakland Mole, and then comes another |
goand rush. Sonmieone once aescribed the |
American people as always being in a |

sitting still, but pacing up and down
even while in transit, on boat or ear.
This is perfectly true, and shows out

rushing to find their train.

1 am sure that the great Ameriean pub-
lic believe that all the railroads in the
country are simply lying in wait for an
opportunity to go oif and leave would-
be passengers behind. Sothey hurry and
rush pell-meil and besiege the porter
stationed at every car and beseech him
in tense tones to tell them if they are at
the right train, and so they finally settle
down, bireathless, in their seats and look |
out of the window with feelings of com-
miseration for those not so iortunate as
i1t those who are still atloat
in that sea of confusion and still being |
startled by the clang and clamor of belis,
locomotive pufiings and shrill toots from: |
steam whistles.

At last everybody is' on board, with |
plenty of time to sy no oue had nced
of rashing. The ca rowded, there are
merry voices and nervoas laugis, and a |

399

and’’—
Sixteenth-street

8,”? **and”’
then the train reaches

and at last we are alone with our car full
of bona fide travelers. I never rvide in the
cars that that merry, jolly poem of Oliver |
Wendell Holmes does not reur to my l
|

% - |
braces, resounding kisses, hand shakes, [
|

mind, and its refrain secins to be taken
up by the wheels themselves and at every
turn they repeat:

Bless me this is pleasant,

Riding on a rail.

Nor does it seem as if the journey would
begin half so pleasantly, were we to start
at an earlier hour. We are seeking a
country, to us unknown; we leave our
own dear city of San Francisco in the
light of a summer day; her hills, her fa-
miliar landmarks of tower and turret and !
arly againsi

from her, the light grows dim, the strange !
scenes become more vague and shadowy
in the moonlight, and at last we reach |

the carwheels are no longer
and yetthe
The mystery
the massi

in motion,
enery seems to be moving.
is solved. We are on board
sive, mighty ferry-boat, and are

being transported, train and all, to |
DBenicia, It is very weld—in the moon- |

light. Look out of the car window; see, !
there ure men eating in the restaurant.
The great smokestacks of the steamboat
loom up like gigantic columns, the moon-
light strikes the waters of the bay and |
makes a path clear, cold and fascinating |
—best described by Coleridge’s lines:

And on the bay the moonhight lay,

And the shadow of the moon.

Along the other side of our train lies
another. We can look through the win-
dows of the mail car and watch the clerks
sorting the papers and tlirting them, with |
the easy grace of a boy throwing away |
peanut shells while watching a ball game,
into the open mouths of the bags fastened
in regular rows on either side the middie |
sie.  The combination of celerity, pre-

| cision and nonchatance of the mail clerk

{about the broad surface of the bhoat.

{ily is provided with a real “*chany’’ cup !
|
|

and saucer with a gorgeous gilt band. Two
or three rude engravings, generally of
| Seriptural subjeets,in cheap oaken frames
| such as the village carpenter may muke,

| with the beds and bedding under the
E thatch, complete thie furniture of the mi-

ner’s cottage.

For his class and means he is a gener-
ous liver. Soups and stews are consamed
by the gallon.
out ot the mine, “mawther,” the wife,
will provide ihe usually villainous “‘tay”’
consumed by the iKuglish and Irish work-
ing classes, infrequently an egg, perhaps
a bit of satfron cake, a Cornish favorite
apparently devoid of everything but
sweet and color, and, may be, bread
(without butter) and treacle. Sometimes

bread scalded and seasoned
At noon, or for the
tunch, there are *‘taty pasties,” or pota-
toes, and vagrant meat scraps inclosed in
a ecrescent-shaped crust, interchangeable
with *‘figgy pasties,”” the same as “‘taty
pasties,” with a few raisins added; “hog-
gans’ or round porkpies and *‘faggans,”
tough crusteakes so hard, at least in Cor-
nisti renown, that they would not break
if hurled down a 1,000 1athom mine shaft.
For supper, ‘‘croust,” that is lunch of
{any sort left over from the aay’s pro-
visions, or perhaps a *‘baker o’ taties,”
which means mashed potatoes fried in
grease, turned and browned, and cut inas
many segments as there are members of
the family, may be provided. The one
big Sunday wmeal, however, is seldom
{lacking in a generous supply of bpiled
| meat, and as every cottage has its acre or
half-acre garden, there is always in sum-
mer a bountiful supply of vegetables in
the Cornish miner’s home.
Epcar L. WageMAN,

meagerly.

Three Things to Remember,
Hood’s Sarsaparilla has the most merit,
Las won unequaled success, accomplishes
greatest cures. Is it not the medicine for
you?
‘Hood’s Pills cure liver ills, jaundice,
biliousness, sick headache, constipation.

Cures Scrofula

Mrs. E. J. Rowell, Medford, Mass., says her
mother has been cured of Scrofula by the useof
four bottles of & after having had
mnuch other tre Ay atmeent,and being
reduced to qui &2 =242 te a low condition
of health, as it was thought she could not live.

INHERITED SCROFULA.

Cured my little boy of hereditary
Scrofula, &hich appeared all over
his face. For a yearl bad given

(3 e
up all hope of his recovery, when finaliy T was

induced to use
cured him, angd
the disease remain.

A few bottles

no symptoms of .
. T. L. MATHERS,
Matherville,
Our book on Blood and Skin Discascs maileZ 1ree.

p SWIFT SPECIFIC CO., Atlanta, Ga.

| OIS

on a railroad train is something awe-in-
spiring.

Some of the more energetie of the peo-
ple in the Pullman have taken advan- |
tage of the opportunity to change their |
position by getting out and walking
A
deckhand informed me that the boat was
nearly 500 feet in length. Mighty mon-
ster; moving majestically without a
throb of exertion, without a2 tremor of
effort, it carried its freight over to the
other side, and the train sped on. 7

A crying baby arbused grave apprehen- |
sions in the mind of some as to how the |
night would drag its weary hours away ; |
but older and wiser ones declared that the
child would ecry itself out in the early
part of the evening and give us peace
later on. The sl smooth, trim por-
ters, pale-faced darkies in uniform, sped
iselessly through the car, and in per-
suasive tones inquired: “Don’t yo' want
yo’ be’th made wup?” Nothing loth,
many were glad to accept their proffered
serviee, and stood in the aisle or visited in

| nade up the berths,

this is varied with “‘butter-sops,” stale |

mine “‘eroust” or |
| bruise a hapless wight.

k : ‘ | another section w hile,with the eelerity and
For his breakiast, if he is |

deftness born ot long practice, the porter |
I'o me the Pullman
palace car wassimply a revelation. There
must be a first time for everything, and
this was my first time on board a sleeper.
livery inch of space seemed 1o have been
utilized in the arrangement of the car,
and I noticed, with a grateful dismissal of
the fear of black and blue spots, that the |
corners of every turn were padded with
veivel, and that there wasn’t an ag-
gressive edge of anything to bump or
Alas, I had

{ counted without my cost, as I found ocut

after thumping my head severely as 1
moved around the lower berth later on,
preparatory to climbing up to my own |
elevated sleeping apartment.

What a metamorphosis it is, to be suare,
the sleeper by day, and the same by |

| nigkt. The heavy curtains transiormed
the car into one long tapestry-hung

| guises of shawls, wrappers and long

|~

|

| drew.

aisle—through which in various dis-

ulsters the ladies gped one after the other
to the room at the end of the car, where !
although the space was small, they could
stand up and prepare to retire. To un- |
dress in one’s birth is an act not to be
acquired in a day. The curtains them-
selves seemed to become animated, and
swung out with many a curious bulge—
and waved with many an agitated move-
ment eloquent of the attempts of some
owner of a berth to climb up into his
ion. Some passengers sat up until |
amento was reached and then with- |
To one who has never traveled by |
night before the sensations of sleeping in
an upper birth are decidedly novel; the
motion, the noise of the train, the sudden |
stops and starts, the half consciousness of |
untamiliar surroundings, the memory of
the way the berths came down into posi- |
tion, the metamorphosis of the car to the
sleeper—all unite to make dreamns of
strange conglomeration. But no one,
until .making the experiment, knows
how fascinating it is to lie by the window
in a lower berth and watch the land fly
by in the moonlight, the houses dark and
still, no signs of life, nor yet the faintest
sound of what goes to make up a country
scene, not even a dog to be seen. Quiet
all, and silver moonlight casting astrange |
glamor over the landscape.
Morning--and the early bird catches
the first chance to oceupy the dressing-
room. It issurprising how early every-
body gets up on the train, and thena
meal is ordered, and the attentive darky—
I know not whichto admire most, the
darky bimself, his attention or his!
deeply sympathetic tcne—he comes and |
brings a folding board, which fastens |
into the wall and stands on its one leg |

for a table between the two seats of a | Oh, the air that blew down from that | FOR IMPROVED AND ECONOMIC CCOKERY.

| Nothing, absolutely nothing!

{ mento and up the mountain slopes,
| must plunge through tunnel after tun-

| azaleas that grow along the banks.

| with blank amaze

| have passed in your journe

| saw as it te:

| his

{ sink
{ sight in the broad expanse of land ?

i back to its mountain fastness, to reach its
| seemed very real.

| as it passed a bend in its course.

j«oming to us, and then it was winding

{ of the stream and the bubbling of the

| tion and self-abasement, and the great

the lunch baskets are laid under con- |
tribution to reinforce the resources of
the bufiet car.

How shall I deseribe the trip? How
shall I attempt to express the emotions
that all that grand and varied scenery
excited in me? A series of exclamation
points, each one larger and more tower-
ing than the other, might give some idea
of the crescendo effect. The country |
was a revelation! What can we know
of topography by looking at a flat map?
What can we understand of area by using
the scale of so many miles to theinch?
It made
every heart swell with pairiotie pride,
and Ilooked from the car window and |
said to myself, **This is our country; this
is California 1’

“Grand — impressive -wonderful—vast |
—extensive—grand’’—repeat the gainut
of adjectives and retarn to the tonic note,
and what have we? Words, words, |
words, Oh, you must see the country for |
yourself. You must ride for two nights !
and a day and watch the ever-changing
landseape. You must note every line in
land and sky and winding river. You |
must gaze down into the rushing Sacra-
You
nel. You must smell the fragrance of the

You
black-

must see the wild lilac and the
eyed Susans and the yellow lupins. You
must listen to the note of the meadow |
lark and gaze upon the bread fields of |
grain, the gentle slope of bright green |
vineyards. Yon must see the acres of
grazing land and the lowing Xkine, the
swilt succession of orchards, berry
patches, grain fields, of farms, woodchop- |
pers’ cabins, of log cabins plastered with
mud in the crevices. You must wonder
where all the wood
comes Irom as you vaguely try to esti-
mate how many miles ot wood piles you
. You must
the groves of young trees that
yally start up where their fathers
fell and seeck to Lide their loss. You must
see the great hillocks of sawdust, mute
testimeny of all the lumber that has been |

{shaped from the long logs at the saw- |

mills that dot the country. Your ear |
must catch the wild shriek of the buzz
's its way in trinmph through |

the tree trunk that groans as it gives up |
its identity as a tree and becoines a pile of
planks. You must see columns of blue
basalt. You must look with wonder
upon the line of mountain top and sky,
and all this time you are not yet outof |
California, You are still within the |
bounds of our gloricus Golden State. |
What wonder you sink back in your |
seat and say, ‘*Ah, this is a marvelous |
71 Yes, you mustsee it to haif |

country !

| comprehend it. rures per chance can- |

g
not lie, then neither can they stir the im- |
agination, for round numbers can give
no adequate conception of the resources
of the top side of our Stiate, of what man
may reach out and ieap and gather for
own use. The eye cannot hope to
penetrate below the soil to see the hidden
riches of California, but ch, how royally,
how lavishly, she spreads her riches inl
the palm of her hand.

Is that all? Have vou seen all the beau-
ties of that trip, when you have secn
town after town flash into view and then
far behind and be swallowed from
Ah!
have you forgotten the Sacramento River,
the giorious valley of the upper Sacra-
mento? All the way for miles and miles |
the trai.. rushes along the Sacramento, |
and the river runs to mest the train, and
we pass and continue to pass, in a flash,
the swiit currrent of water, the swiftler
ent of steam. FPart of the way the
spreads out smoocth, broad and
placid, its banks are low and fringed |
with azaleas and hosts of wild flowers;
i we green, their foliage v ,
1ge-shaped leaves, that at first
sight look like some new variety of fern,
grow down to the water’s edge and wave
their tendrils in the river that glides by
s0 quietly. In other scctions the bed |
is mnarrow, but the banks are |
bare of vegetation and show the |
pebbles and gravel and broken drift- |
wood—the unmistakable sign of the riv- !
er’s encroachment upon the land., Ifere
it is sweeping by wiih a resh and a roar;
its bed is broken by bowlders; its surface
is broken by waves and waterfalls and
the white spray dashes up, and the river
flows on as if determined to crush all ob-
stacles in its way. While it is like a |
house divided against itself as it flows on,
it seems to reconsider its desire to go on |
to the sea, and the water struggles to get |

source, It may be fanciful, but as I
looked fromn my window the struggle
In another place the
river was creeping, craftily crawling,
only to break into a mass of angry waves |
in i Along
of rock,
itself in

I

H

st bank stood a solid wall [
that wall of ,
]

nst which the river fretied
It could not move it;

the et
a

vai
rocks was the stern “‘stand back’ of the
Iand to the water and the river obeyed.
And then how many times we crossed
and recrossed that river. Attimes it was

away from us, and it “like an arrowy
alpine river flowed” ; a band of silver; a
path of light, winding through field, and
dale, and ,valley, and mountain gorge.
Oh, that river! What though its path
was often fringed with driftwood! What
though here and there a fallen tree, like
thie fir tree in Anderson’s fairy tale **Der
Tannenbaum,’” had intrusted itself to
the merey of its waters! What though it
blocked our path and forced us to turn
aside, yet that river was a delight and a
joy! Then when we reached the Shasta
Springs, where the water dashed itself |
down the steep mountains in wild baste |
to fling itself at the travelers’ feet, where |
it spouted high in air for the very exulta-
tion of being free, the rush and foan

springs secemod nature’s etiervescence of
spirits.  Iverybody took advantage of
toe halt of the train to run down to the
great basin in the Swiss chalet where the
waier was cenught and take a drink of the
delicious nectur of the mountains. Nota
few carried glasses filled with it back to
the train with them. T'hen *‘all aboard!”’
and we moved upward and onward.

For hours before we could hope to see
it, everyone was asking, ‘*Where is
Shasta?”  *In which direction shall we
see it first?” “‘Do you suppose the fog |
will lift in time for us to see it?” And |
to every inquiry a discouraging reply had |
been given, for the rain had falien
steadily all day, and the fog had clad the
mountain pines with an airy ermine, and |
clouds, dense and dark, lowered over the
face of the heavens. Castle Crag v
reached—the tavern standing out

in |
picturesque beauty on the hillsides, and

still no sight of Shasta. Miles further
north and still the monarch of the mount-
ains had wrapped his mantle about him. |
Expectation faded inio the certainty of |
disappointment; we were trying to recon- :
cile ourselves to the loss of the great |
. it < e
landmark, when lo, *‘I ses it!” exclaimed

i a member of our party, and in a2 moment, |

when the sun burst through the gloom,
the veil of mist parted and the snow-
clad summit of Shasta shone through the
air.

I never can forget that moment, the
transition from gloom to sunlight, the
waving aside of the mist and the majes- |

|
|

tic nountain. But stay—'twas no mount- |
ain that we saw--"twas a castle in the air
in that moment—'twas the baseless fabric
of a vision, that might fade nor leave a |
rock behind. 'Twas the dome of that |
temple of fame in the voyage of life; |
’twas a palace in the clouds! The veil of |
mist, as if abashed by contrast with the |
snowy whiteness of Shasta, shrank back
in folds that grew dark with mortifica-

dome of Shasta reared its head. With
the rugged rocks that had asserted their
majesty of being against the power of the
snow to obliterate them, Shasta stood out
in the sky like a gigantic iceberg floating
ina sea of space, for the base of the
mountain at first was not vis-
ible, and the sncw-clad peak stood |
against the sky in solitary grandear. |
How it glinted and glistened in the sun- |

light! How it flashed from the dull

| satin finish of silver to the whiteness of |

the driven snow—and then, as if the Great |
Spirit who is fabled to have his abode cn

the mountain was minded to grant the |
full desire of his worshipers, the entire

mountain came into view, dwarfing the i
spurs and buites and ridges of the sur- |
rounding countryinto utter insignificance. |

| ecrawl slowly up the
| 1t—rising 174 feet to

| echanted carpet.

| cannery, in making his haul brought to

! During the winter it was fed and becaiue

| practice of giving it at every meal.

mountain—the clear, cold, snow air, the
inspiration of the mountain itself. Hav-
ing seen Shasta, having felt its mighty
sublimity stir my soul with an emotion
such as I had never known before; hav-
ing been filled with a feeling of rever-
ence and awe when all that was within
heart and mind and soul cried out in
adoration, “Oh, my God! What won-
der,” thought I, “that in all ages and by
all peoples the inaccessible mountain
peaks have been revered as the abode of
the Great Spirit! What wonder that the
hardy mountaineer dies on the plain;
what wonder that a fiat country kills his
ambition, throttles his energy and makes
him die of homesickness; what wonder
that the dwellers on the plain are dull,
purposeless, prosaic, for they lack the in-
spiration of the mountains. Go gaze on
Shasta !

Sometime early in the afternoon we
climbed that wonderful feat ot engineer-

iug skill—rtheloop in the Siskiyou Mount- |
ains. It is so grand, so daring that it |

throws all our other experiences of tres-
tles, bridges and loops into the shade.

True, that was an impressive one along
the spurs of Shasta, but nothing to the |
one over the Siskiyou Mountains. We
elevation—think of
the mile. We wind |
round over the tops of the range; we are
among the peaks, mauny ofi them like the
tents of a silent encampment; we skim
for miles over a table-land; we plunge
through tunnels; we creep over

of dizzy hight; the train is on s

skirt along the edges of precini
tops of the trees are far, fa
and those trees are the tallest of mount-
2in pines; the mountains ¢lose in a wall
behind us; we double on our own course;
we go nurlh, now south; we turn east
and west; our course is as curved and as
crooked as the attempt of the camel to
thread the eye of the needle. At
last it is accomplished—the Siskiyou
Mountains are c¢rossed. In a little
while we have passed over the State line.
We are in Oregon. ‘he land seems tlat-
ter by far, and the mountains further
away, the trees are less numerous, the
wild azaleas come into bloom beside the
track. A long stretch of farming and
orchard country, broken by numerous
sireams, and the rushing Regues River
is then passed. Brickyards, sawmills,
and lumber mills mark the course of the
train. The travelers retire, to awaken in
the morning just in time to see Oregon
City and to feast their eyes upon the
beautiful falls of the Willamette River.
Then on to Portland; the porter brushes
everybody off; we step down frowm the
car thai to us has been Solomon’s en-
We are no longer like
the travel:ng dervish with one anointed
eye that could see a1l the riches imagina-
ble. We are tired travelers hunting 1or
a hotel,

Eriza D, KxrrH (“‘Di Vernon’’),

3 e E 2
[For the RECORD-UNION.]
THOU ART GONE BUT NOT FOR-
GOTT .
Th gone, but not forgotten;

r was the rting houar;
Sull within our hearis we'll cherish
Sweet and loving thougints of thee,

Thou art gone, and we shall miss thee—
Time can never heal the woundg
With a wealth of pure cevotion
We shall always think of thee,

ILet thy spirit hover round us
When the evenir Liades appear;
May we feel thy presence near us
W hen we sing ourevening hymn,

Gentle spirit of our dear one,

g down from heaven above;
rar than we can dream of]
Lesting in the arms of love.,

Thou art gone, but not forever,
Christians Know no sad farewell,
For at heaven’s gate we'll meet you
When the mists have rolied away.
I 4. Joxgs, M, D.

A Strange I’ct.

It may be safely stated that Astoria is
the only city in the world that can boast
of a tame sea lion, During the fishing |
season of last yeara fisherman nained !
Pete Andrews, employed by Devlin’s

the surince a baby sea lion in the net.
The little creature was so helpless and |
bleated so plaintively that the fisherman,
taking pity, brought it ashore with him.

greatly attached to its master. 'This sea-
son the young sea lion is allowed to ac-
company the boat, and fcllows, swim-
ming along astern, even as a dog will |
follow his master. When the net is
hauled in the animal will come alongside
and bark until it receives the allowance
of fish which the tisherman makes a
Itis

certainly a unigue pet.—Astorian.

FIRE i XN
Archbishop Ireland of St. Paul is

cailed ‘‘the concentrated blizzard” be-

:ause of his extreme activity in every-
thing he undertakes.

HE FAG

That AYER’S Sarsaparilla CURES
oTHERS of Secrofulous Diseases,
Eruptions, Boils, Eczema, Liver and
Kidney Diseases, Dyspepsia, Rheu-
matism, and Catarrh should be con-
vincing that the same course of
treatment wWiLL CURE You. All
that has been said of the wonderful
cures effected by the use of

fn P

AYERS |
Sar 1id !
wdlfSapariiia |
during the past 50 years, truthfully
applies to-day. Itis,inevery sense,
The Superior Medicine. Its cura-
tive properties, strength, effect, and
flavor are always the same ; and for
whatever blood diseases AYER’'S

Sarsaparilla is taken, they yield to
this treatment. When you ask for

AYER'S
T Ui @ a
o
arsapariila
S A f P
don’t be induced to purchase any of
the worthless substitutes, which are
mostly mixtures of the cheapest in-
gredients, contain no sarsaparilla,
have no uniform standard of ap-
pearance, flavor, or effect, are blood-
purifiers in name only, and are of-
fered to you because there is more
profit in selling them. Take

a

& 5 ’
:
a o
Sarsa par il
Prepared by Dr.J. C. Ayer &Co., Loweil, Mass,
Sold by all Druggists; Price §1; six botties, $5.

Curesothers,willcure you

EXTRACT OF BEEF!

Inferior and imitation sorts are coarse, of dis- !
azreeable odorand unpleasant flavor,
but the genuine

Liebie COMPANY’S

Bearing the an- |
thorized sizna- - b
ture of Justus

von Liebig, the

great chemist,
Has the odor of roast beef gravy, a fine flavor,
dissolves clearly in water and assimiiates
with the finest and simplest cookery.

FOR DELICIOUS, REFRESHING BEEF TEA.

GAS BNGINES! =

{ for Pumping, Spraying Fruit |

| Machinery,

‘TATUM & BOWEN,

D
gé‘%;‘?géﬁ?; %8339
£ BALANGE OF GET

e Famous * Whito
House Cooking Chart” for

OHLY @& CENTS

o

S
N0 N PRESENT Ciroula
SQU,QQQ Giccatation WANTED, ? 3990,830
Bind tls offer mest bring about the dosired reauit.
The “ Homs Mag
A. Legan, is undo
magazine. The fam
alone is worth ma
but in orde

standard family
se Cooking Chart
of subscription,
¥ iocn to 1,000,000
copies, vre wiil ¢ to ue sending us 3'cents in
Stamps or silver, tho “XHoma Magazine®
from now unti! January 1, 1883, and tho
fainous White House Cooking Chart abso-
lu!l\fly €ree.
0f

White H ou

the

CUR EDITOR, MAS. JORN A, LOGAN.

or artistically printed as the “ Home Magazine.” From
svecess. It was started in November, 1838, and has, at
m. of over 360,000 Copies; therefore, it has to-day a

It goes to every State and Tegsitory in the
the thyee-dollar publicationse

OUR CONTRIBUTORS.

To give out readers somo ddea of the quality and quantity of contritutors, the galaxy of high
talent which the % Home Magazine ™ gives to each reader each moatis, we will quote bherewith a
few of the names: H

ts contributors includs, in
Hra. John A. Lozan,

'S t?phen B. Klking,
e of the Secretary cf Was.
IIvs. Miller, o

Wife of the Attorney Ceneral.
NMadame Mendones,

Wite of the Brazilian Afinister. Will Carieton.
IIrs. Stanley Matthows. Robert Burdetile.

g Biskop Vineent,

addition to its editor,

Margunice Lanza.
Rose Terry Cooke,
Miras. Lew Wallang,
Biehop Hurst,
Jullot Corscn,
Meria Parioa,

Madame Romero,

Wife of the Mexican Minister,
Holman,

Wife of Representative Holman,
¥arriet Prescott Spofford.
dJames Whitcomb Riileye
¥on. John J. Ingalla,
Tnomas lielson Page.

Arnd many others whosa names are houschold words in new world Eterature, scicace, diplomacy,
statecraft, and society.

Wives of pro
officers, fur
and ma society,

In cr1 ing numbers, Mrs. Logan, in her “ Personal Recol
engraved portraits, a personal sketchof RMrg, U, S. Gran
Witite House.” 3 el g ves

This splendid White House Ceoking Chart goes free with every name sent us accompanied by
twenty-five cents, which will also pay for the “ Home Magazine * from now until Jaguary 3, 1863.

inent cabinet officials, diplomats, senat

representatives, and army and navy
hes of life in every part of the globe,

=5 on social and household topics; sketc

s of

? will give, with specially
led * Mrs. Graat in the

THE BRODIX PUBLISHING CO.,
WASHINGTON, D. C.

S B i ine B R e R R T oo T TP P s o0

R vy
i CFFER EXTRAORDINARY. a
If you will gend us 25 cents immediately, also ,l
E agreo to show this advertisement to a frisnd and e —~

\ i wention in ) what paper you saw it, we willcend ’[ 5 Vear, l::::

you, in addition to this liberal oer, our new, perbly {llustrated, are

S’ handsome Dressmaking Chart, absolutely free, Included in this offer.

§ The Home Magazine Dressmaking Chart con- Remember,our White
g tains the latest fashions for the Summer of 1802, e ¥ “n‘(.,i‘n‘:_xhr(t; i
i£ Is fully illustrated with plates and diagrams, n cents now, and 3
‘:E making cutting and fitting plain to tho most in- S‘.-,';»(n},"?ﬂ. s‘,\‘ FHT 3¢
E‘H c\:p:;riem'rd of home dressmalkers, and is accom= r'i*‘ﬁ D) -‘»g}(nx ;C;"}x‘\(;;\- ﬁ
g § panied by a Pattern Sheet containing the pat- JINE.” Stamps or sil- %
i terns of 27 of the costumes and various garments aken. Write to- §
4} described. Good value. Money refunded if not i 3

§ perfectly satisfact ory. Don’t ask for it unless
g youlwrite immediately.

g
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le Specific

1
the sy stem and are in fact and deed the Bover
Remedies of the World, |

, Worm Col
Crying, Wak
iidren or Aduilt

4—Dizrrhea, of
7—Coughs, Colds
&—Neuralgia, Tooth
$9—Headaches, Sick

SGUPS,

GRAVIES,

10—-Dyspep » Bilious , Constipation. FISI,
11—-Sappressed or Painful Periods...
12—-Whites, Too Pr. Periods HOT & CCED

13—Croup, Laryn; 0ars i)
14—85alt Rheum, Erysipelas, Eruptions..
15—Rhecmatism, Rheumatic Pal

and is in my ;1 -

20—-Whooping Cough
Y- idney Discoses .

\T;u
| 0
— t e . s
Sold by Dru ts, or sent P 1 on recelps of price. | & < ]
g S LR AT SR T e s
Dr. HoMPaREYS' MANUAL (144 pages,) MAILED FREE. l s EATTRTED
|
i

NUMPHREYS' HED. €O, 111 &£ 118 William St., New York.

SPECIFICS. |

EXTOTER R o

gee that you get Lea & Perring’

S s L

"ELIX GOURAYD'S ORIENTAL

M, O MAL AL BEAYTTIFILR
s Tan, Pimples,

The latest and hest invention

Trees, Running All Kinds of
Electric Light

Plants, etc.

34 and 38€ Fremont Street,

SAN FRANCISCO. CAL
CAT FRAI KR DBrRIISER |
e A S HERNS R
FAl rULKS REDUGEL

BY
AP | ol
NYDE

Osesity S

a7y TOURSELF!
ey ftroubl
5 Glcet, Wt

1blicity oi s
Or. Non-poisono and
nteed not te stricture.
iversal American Cure.
Manufactured by

\\ 4 ¥}

Mrs. Etta Muilican, before and atter treatment
by Dr. SBuyder.

pstimonial of Editor Chatles F. Bong

CIHCINNATI, O.

» ereditors of
laims agairs
ith the nec

3
2 (Wis.

NTS WREATED B

same be
HUSINCeSE

ion of the
ated June 3, 1562,
FRANK D. RYAN,
Administrator of the esiate of A, K, Boutwell,

deceased, jedq-518

TATE

nless, and with ¥
or bad effects. For particalars call, or ad A stainps,

DR.O. W. F. SNYDER,

MaVICKER’S THEATRE BLDSG,., CHICAGO

HANSY PILLS!

(Wiicox’s——Compournd.)
SAFE, CZRTAIN & EFFECTUAL.
Used monthly by 10,000 American women, who Sad

them indispensable. Druggicia, or by wall
Send 4e.(starmps for “Woman's Sale-Guard,”

“‘GOFF'S GIANT GLOBULES”

Strongret Iavigorant known.  Restore Lost Viger in
B daye. Druggists, or by mail. Particulars(sealed ;2ce

WILCOX SPECIFIO CU., PHILA., DA,
KIRK. GEARY & (C0.. Sacramente

ATE OF C.
Notice is hereby
aned, executrix of the ¢s-
deceased, to the creditors
against ti
bit them, with the nece:

OF

1ed, F. A. C.
; state of An-
arow J. ( deceased, to the ereditors of
and all persc having clatms against said
dececased, to exhibit them, with the nec v
affidavits or vouct within four me
after the first publiec n of this notice 1o =aid
adminisirator, at the office of Frank . Rs an,
unty Courthouse, Saeramento,’ Cal., the
» be the place for the transaction of
said estate,
F. A. C. NICHOLS, Excen .
Dated May 18, 1842, i Twentor
FRANK D. KYax, Attorney for Estate.

my258-5t8
N SCE

TO CREDITO}X
JIET MCALLISY

by given by theur
te

sary vou
first publication of this notice, to the =g
ecatrix, at the law offices of William A.
Jr., 426)4 J street (S Building), Sacra- |
mento, ing the place

for the ss of the said |
estate State of
Californ %

eqd, to exiibit the n.’.
its or vouchers, w

iirst publication of this
1

by &l Lhe office of Frat
3 County Courthouse, Sacra-
ento, Culifornia, the same being the plac

the county of S
CHARLOTT

Executrix of the estate of C. H. Krebs, de- r the transaction ot the business of
cease e, JAMES D. McALLISTER

Dated May 20, 1892,
W. A. GETT, JE., Attorney for Executrix,
my21-518

-+ 2 toed
Administrator of the estate of Bridget Me-
Allister, deceased.

Dated May 20, 1592, my=21-518



