
WAKEMAN'SWANDERINGS.

The Poet Traveler Continues His
Tramp Through Cornwall.

Some Cornlsli Hobgoblins and Bn»a«

boos —(irewsome Deserted Mine-

htucks — Movlne a "Mlne-Eob" —
Growder and Grov,der Sellers—

lioadside Games and Strange Old

Customs.

[Special Correspondence of the REOor.n-
Uinox. Copyright, 1892.1

Crowan, Cornwall, June lfi, 1892.
Whatever Wesley and Whitneld, with

the railway, tne newspaper aud the tele-
graph, may have done in altering tne ev-
eryday livesof the Cornish folk, no power
has yet been able to banish the endeared
wraiths of the mysticisms and mysteries
of a legendiarily heroic past. To-day, as
hrmly as tive centuries since, the inner
heart of the Cornish man clings to his
"droll" or tale of giant, hobgoblin and
fairy with the greatest tenacity, and a
few of these are interesting by way of
i.lustration. Bollerian was formerly the
name of Land's End, as also the name of
a mighty giant who made it his home.
Conmoran built St. Michael's Mount, but
was slain by the redoubtable Jack the
Giant Killer, lloliburn of the Cairn de-
fended ordinary mortals from other
ants than himself. The Giant ot >.an-
dedry principally subsisted upon little
children. The Giant Trebiggan fright-
ened bad children into virtuous lives, and
Mined off the incorrigible ones, which he
usually fried upon a Hat rock by his cave
door. The Giant Blunderbus, killed by
little Tom Hickathrift with a cart-axle,
was the embodiment ofsurly laziness and
cruel greed. The Giant Wrath, terror of
the ooast, walked out to sea a dozen miles
or so, aud, fastening the fishermen's
boats to his girdle, strolled leisuraly back
to his cave to serve his prisoners up for
food at will.

Gogmagog lost the kingdom of Corn-
wall to a Trojan giant, Coriueus, in a
wrestling match. Thunderbone walked
the land everywhere inspiring terror by
his awful ugliness. While the mighty
Bolster, whom Cruikshank endeavored
to depict, was so huge that he could stride
from sit. Agnes Beacon to the top ofCairn
Brae, a distance of six miles. This was
the amorous giant who, while nearly kill-
ing his wifefrom overwork, was making
love to. .St. Agnes, who, to rid herself of
his importunities, persuaded Bolster, as a
test ofaffection, to bleed himself to death
in an attempt at Chapel Forth to nil a
hole, which had a secret outlet to the sea,
with blood let from a vein ivhis massive
arm.

To all Cornish folk these monsters still
live in fireside tales, and the numberless
monuments to a pagan past scattered
over the rocky tors and wild moors, such
as cromlechs, monoliths and other rude
stone monuments, are the household
goods and pastime implements of this
vanished but not vanquished race.
Kvery hill or crag has its cairn or crom-
lech; every gorge or glen its ghost or gob-
lin. The knowledge of all this takes iirin
possession of the wanderer through Corn-
wall.

If these were not snough to keep alive
all manner of weird superstitious, the
chimneys ofthe deserted mines of Corn-
wall alone would furnish sufficient grew-
nome influence to create and foster spooks
enough for an entire people. Any omi
Who lias ever looked upon the dreary
round tower puzzles of Ireland, will re-
call the feeling of dread and mysticism
they always engender. But these lonely
landmarks of former activities seem to
possess more diro and forbidding aspect.

Away back in the vicinity of .Liskeard
they began to loom darkly upon the land-
scape. From this place they are every-
where seen, increasing in numbers as the
3iedruth District is approached, and de-
creasing in frequency toward St. Ives
aud Penzance. b rom the top 01 some
high Cornish hill what seems to be hun-
dreds, can be seen; and on the road be-
tween Reuruth aud Cam born, a distance
of but five miles, I counted upward of
forty "knacked," or abandoned mine
stacks.

They usually comprise the tower-like
chimney, the old engine-room and the
lofty bob-shai't. Indescribable sterility
»nd dreariness encompass them. Not
even furze willgrow upon the "poor dirt"
and "churks," or mine refuse around
them. Daws chatter in their tops. The
wind moans through the rotting chim-
neys. Weird tales, superstitions and
whispers of tragedies are associated with
them. I often turn aside to the dreariest
of these places, in one I found a halt-
dead English tramp with his half-starved
wife who had just given birth to a child.
Here was a real tragedy for another Cor-
nish bugaboo. I left them a little mon-ey, sent a member of the mounted con-
stabulary to them, ami went on my way;
but now I see ghastly laces through the
crumbling wall*,ofevery otu;»r"kuaeked' }

mine-stack that looms insight.
Moving a mine-bob Is one of the curi-ous performances in the Cornish mining

districts I happened to witness. Turning
from a hili lave into a wide highway 1
Raw :i great "oucourse of people following
an enormous truck drawn by at least
twenty teams of shaggy Weish horses.
Joining tho crowd I found that Cornish
folk had come from miles around to see
the "mine-bob moviu'." This "mine-
bob" is the great beam, the hugest piece
Jn all huge Cornish mining machiuery,
which works, like a steamer beam, the
nian-engint' and the man pumps. This
one weighed upward of 116 towns. A
mine had been abandoned, a new one was
being opened by the same company, and
from the great forge works at Hayle had
come this iron truck forty feet long, with
steel wheels iike engine drivers, on which
the tremendous casting was being con-
veyed. The earnest interest of miners,"kepens" icaptains; and engineers who
accompanied the ponderous beam, the
curious cxi. itement of hundreds of strag-
glers drawn together by the event, ami
the mischievous prayers of Cornish boys
that something would "scat" or break, "to 'increase the anxieties of the occasion,
here very great owing to the hillynature j
Of Cornish roads, luruished a most inter-
esting opportunity for character study. 'The greatest personage on all the road j
that day was the teamster who drove !
those forty Welsh horses, lake the
boys, I envied him, and marveled with
them at his handling of his whip, his
powerful lungs and his glib and urgent
tongue.

The marvelous whiteness of all Corn-
ish housewives' floors, tables, chests and
chairs have been my constant admira- 'tion. I learned the secret on a recent
Friday, which day of every week is j
••growder day" in Cornwall. You willsee numberless donkey carts hurrying
up and down the hilly highways or halt-
ing before village doors. They are iilied
with some light aud pumice-like sub-
stance dug from near hiilside pits, and
are in charge of women, or of boys al-ready lull of shrill whistling and the
quiet philosophy of older tradesmen.
I stopped one of these boys with a

smile, a sixpence and the question:
"What have you in your cart mvlad?"
"Doan't c knaaw, you? Loaad o' grow-

der, my sou."
"Growder? What is it for, my lad?""Scroobin' floars, my son."
"What do you get for it?"
"Same oP drug—hap'uy a tub.'' And

then, with an unearthly whistle and a
"Goas 'long dunk," both directed to his
shaggy little beast, away he goes with his
cart load of stutl resembling as much
loose tapioca in his cartbox.

In a few moments he willbe found be-
fore the window of the miner's cottage
with the growder-sellor's question "of
time immemorial.

"Growder to-day, mawther?"
"Hown't a selleu' on to-day, my son?"

is her as ancient answer.
The repiy forever has been the same as

tome—
Same old drug,
Hapn'y a tub—

Which is both fine sense and poetry in
Cornwall. For, by "drug" is meant
task, labor, drag or burden; and "hap'ny"
or a halt penny, a tub, which holds about
a peck, has been the price of growder
since "twenty thousand Cornisbmen"
started for London singing, "And sh dl
Trelawney die'"' A handful of growder
is scattered upon the soiled table and
sprinkled with water. There is a "swish"
of the housewife's brush, aud in an in-
stant the whole top is foaming with
lather. < )a<e each week every square
inch ofthe Cornish home is so "scroobed"
with gro-.vier that for the time the entire
interior foams and lathers like a turbu-
lent geyser.

One of the most fascinating pleasures
of the read In < ornwall willbe found in
Loitering alongside groups of Cornish
boys engaged in their various games.
Chief ofthese are "toe-stones" and "cob-
nutting." Both are played wherever the
spirit of emulous battle overtakes these
sturdy little embryo miners and ii-h r-
inen, and tlieir pluck, persistency and
pertinacity ;n" unsurpassed.

In "toe-atoiies" a diagram, similar to
the one chalked on deck for "ship bill-
iards," with a rounded end like that of a
bagatelle board, is drawn iv the road,
and the game consist- in kicking v>ith
the leftfoot, the right foot being always
held in the right hand, a round rial ston
from the approaching line from one space
to another, hut never over but one lino,
clear around the entire thirteen spaces,
anti out again, without ever once having
dropped the right loot. The little fellows
become wonderfully expert in this diih-
cult feat.

"Cob-nutting" is an all-the-year-round
sport. Much of its seat comes from the
dangers in securing the nuts necessary
for the year's supply. Common hazel-
nuts are used, 'ihose are got ai great
risks from the demesne copses and lorest
edges. The prizes, with the "shucks"
still on, are stow ed away in the attic and
dried with the greatest care, so that the
nut-tiber becomes hard and horny. The
hazelnuts are allowed to literally Vail out
of their sheaths. All the round, smooth,
ripe, shiny nuts are preserved sacredly
for •'cob-nutting." It is often a Cornish
boy's entire winter employment and di-
version to prepare the cobnuts for the
rest of the year's battle for superiority
with his fellows. The soort takes its name
from the "cob" or shell of the nu*.

The cobnuts are prepared by boring a
hole through each side of the nut, re-
moving the kernel and filling the hollow
shell with lead or shoemaker's wax, the
latter being preferred. The shoemaker
of the village is consequently an almost
revered personage with all Cornish boys.
A "waxed end" drawn through the
loaded "cob" or shell, and held by a
strong knot, completes the cobnut, and
you cannot find a boy in all Cornwall
who has not one ready strung for contest,
and a pocketful ready for stringing for
reserve contingencies.

Ties are drawn for first "crack." The
loser throws his hat upon the ground,
and lays his cobnut iv a little hollow
upon its top. Then the "cobber," or
striker, holding his cob between the ends
of the-fingers of his left hand and the end
ofthe attached wax end in his right, alter
many feints, motions and "sights,"
brings his cob with almost tho force of a
bullet upon his opponent's. One or the
other is "seated" or broken. Itis turn
and turn about. Generally one ot the
lads has his entire stock of reserve cobs
destroyed. Nor will he then yield, lie
borrows and begs of his companions to
the limit of his power, until, perhaps, a
superior cob is found, and by his spirited

I "cracking" he at last triumphs over his
adversary.

Yesterday was "Taking (Sunday" in
this parish, and a most interesting and
ancient Cornish custom was observable
in Clowance Park on the noted St. Au-
byu estate. The park aud gardens are
open to all on "Taking Sunday." One of
the glories of this park is a magnificent
mall, bordered with some of the noblest
beech trees in all England.

On the afternoon of the Sunday, two
weeks before Mazard Fair —which derives
its name from the Mazard Cherry Fair,
annually held at Praze in the latter part
of June, when tons of this luscious lruit
are disposed of by the fanners ot the sur-
rounding country—thousand of Cornish
youths and maidens may be found prom-
enading in this Clowance Park mall.
They sometimes come from a distance
often and twenty miles. Cornish young
men resort hero to choose their "paird-
ners," or "company," for Mazard Fair;
and here blooming lasses come to be
"taken," that is, pledged for Mazard Fair
Day.

Many an exultant or broken heart re-
turns home that night, successful in its

j secretly-cherished hope, or stinging from
bitter disappointment. But Mazard Day
conies, the lad walks miles for the girl
he has chosen on "Taking Sunday," aud

I together they tramp away to Praze. Itis
t

a glorious thing to be chosen or "taken"
at Clowance Park, but her whole fate
hangs upon a parcel ofcookies aud alm-

I onds at Praze.
These constitute the "fairin'"or pledge

of betrothal, and it is asserted that half of
the women of Cornwall have been mar-
ried through this curious troth. Ifthe
maiden's "pairdner ' buy her one pound
of ginger cookies aud a half pound of
almonds, andishe accepts the same, the
two are as sacredly betrothed as though
bans had been read from Un* pulpit.
The lucKy maiden carefully preserves
the ""faii-in'" and triumphantly divides it
with her relatives and friends, in token
of her new relations to, and oonse [Uenee
in, her own curious little worldofaffairs.

A few weeks ago I ran down from Lon-
don to witness "Furry Day! 1 at Helston.
This festival, undoubtedly, having its
origin in the "Floralia"ofthe Romans,
is annually celebrated throughout Corn-
wall by little home and neighborhood
parties, and at ilelaton, from time im-
memorial, as a festivity peculiar to that
place, on theSth day of May. Long be-
fore daylight happy groups of lads and
lasses start in every direction lor the
country lanes ar!U hedges singing—

For we were up as soon a* any day, O.
And for to fetch tho summer home,
Tut summer unit the May, O;
For summer is a-<-o;ne, O*
And winter is a-goue, O\—

j Or a dozen other bailads of similar irn-I port, the refrain of which is—
On the eighth oi May,
The Floral Day.
We all set oil a-dancing!"

And indeed do they. At every farm-
house there are mad rushes of these mer-
ry-makers to be first to hang a twig of
"sloaue" blossoms upon the latch," for
such for centuries have been entitled to a
portion of bread aud cream. The blo*-

\u25a0 soiiis of the "sloane," a kind of cherry,
| are gathered everywhere with all preci-
ous buds and blossoms of early summer.

i Garlanded with these the floral troopers
i return to Helston, when the festivities of
j the day really begiu. The old town is !

i fairly embedded ;iu spring blossoms and j
garlands. This completed, all classes i
join in a universal carnival of dancing.
Every house In Helston is tiirown open
to the merry marauders. Arm in arm,

! and usually four abreast, thousands dane-
I ing to a sort of quickstep time andaccoin-
} pauied by May Day songs, pass in the

; front doors of houses, and thence from
i rear to front of other houses, and from
dawn to dark weave serpentine threads
of blossom, "odor and song through and
through the old Cornish town.

Edoak L. Wakeman.
Brazilian Trade.

Brazil, wnth 3,210,000 square miles and
14.000,000 people, is the United States of
South America. ;Her foreign trade is
now §31i,iiOO,UOO, about equally divided
between exports and imports. England
sells Brazil £17,000,000 worth of goods an-
nually, and buys only $5,000,000. The
United States last year took from Brazil
$S.<.liio,liso worth of coffee, rubber, sugar,
nides aud skins. We sold to Brazil $14,---710,955 worth of our products, but this is
double the amount sold four years ago.
St. Louis Globe-Democrat.

Take Hood's and only Hood's, becauseHood's Sarsaparilla cures. It possesses
merit peculiar to itself. Try it yourself.

Hood's Pills are purely vegetable, per-
fectly harmless, effective, but do notcause pain or gripe. Be sure to get Hood's.

\u25a0\u2666\u25a0
For coughs, sore throat, asthma, ca-

tarrh, and other diseases of the bronchial
tubes, no more useful article can be foundthan Brown's Bronchial Troches.

Most ofthe men in the islands of South-
western Japan lead lives of idleness, andare cheerfully supported by the women.

IN RELIGION'S REALM.

Expressions From the Various Re-
ligious Newspapers.

The Religious Thought of the Day as

Expressed In the Sectarian Press—

Some Matters of Interest to Botli

Ministers and Laymua.
i

"Suggestions have recently been made," j
says tue Living Church (P. ELJ o( Chicago,
"touching the powers oi General Couven- !
tion.s, which call for some attention. It is ,
contended that on certain points con- i

nected with the Prayer Book, the Con- I
vention may legislate without the post- j
ponement provided for in the constita-j
lion i:i tiiu case Of "alterations in the Book >
ofCommon Pray er.' Therearrangement
ofthe contents to the chiefexample given.
It is proposed that the Psalter be printed j
immediately alter the Offices oi Daily!
Morning and Evening Prayer and Lita- !
ay. The use ofthe Psalter in these offices
makes the reasonableness of this appa-
rent. Things which belong together inuse are brought together in the book. 'Then would follow the Collects, Epistles
i'ud Gospels for the year, with the ( om-
munion Office. Tins would complete the j
wiioie order of ordinary public worship.
Amore daring proposal is to relegate the \other forms, namely, the Baptismal j
Offices, Confirmation, Matrimony, Visi-
tation of the sii;k, Bnrial of the Dead, j
etc., to a separate volume, as being mere-
ly 'occasional onices.' of course such a
grouping of subjects would be rational I
and in accordance with historical prece- i

dents. We should thus have, first, tho !
simple 'Breviaryl of the Anglican Com- j
munion, and next, clearly distinguisha-
ble from it, tho 'Missal,'" to use the an-
cient names, and, finally, a manual of
sacramental and other offices. We have
grave doubts, however, whether our can-
onists would not hold that so wide a de-
parture—though it be simply in the mat-
ter of sequence—from an arraugnient
some centuries old is equivalent to an |
'alteration' within the meaning of the j
constitution. As to consigning the latter
part ofthe Prayer Book to a separate vol-
ume, we feel quite sure that such a pro-
ceeding would be far too grave in its bear-
ings to be seriously contemplated by

jmany persons. To banish such offices as
i those of Baptism, Confirmation, Mar-
jriage, and the rest from the volume in
common use would be to make them
practically unknown to a large number
of our people."

The New York Christian Union, com-
menting on the resolution adopted by the
Presbyterian General Assembly urging
ministers to resign when they no Longer
accept tho Bible as the infallible word of
God, says: "We advise the Presbyterian
ministers to pay no attention to this reoo- 'lution; neither to attack it nor to obey it;
but to go on with their work as though it
had never been passed; to abide by their
own promise to try all questions, includ-
ing the question of the authority and in-
errancy of Scripture, by an examination
of the Scripture itself—that is, by the use
of what is known as the Higher Criti-
cism, which is only a modern name for
the study of the Bible. They may possi-
bly be turned out of their pulpit—with
the result of a lreer pulpit and a larger
audience somewhere eise. IS o man need
turn himself out. On the contrary, it is
his duty to stay where he is—stand last
for the liberty wherewith Christ has made
him free. Creed subscription is a har-
ness, not a manacle; and the first duty of
the hour is to resist the men who are try-
ing to make of it a manacle and of the
subscribing ministry serfs in chains."

Touching this same resolution, the New
York Observer (Pres.) declares: "We have
no fear of a split in the Presbyterian
Church. Of course the overture adopted
clearly defines the only honorable posi-
tion to bo taken by men whoso views
have changed on the points laid down.
They who no longer regard the Script-
ures as inspired and as an infalliblerule
of faith aud practice have no legitimate
standing in the Presbyterian body,oither
as preachers or professors. They have
no right to continue in their positions
until they are dislodged by the slow pro-
cess of discipline. JN'othingcau be more
dishonorable than to hold aloft the Pres-
byterian banner over a fortress that is
discharging its shot and shell against the
fundamental doctrine of the Vresbyterian
Church. But if such preachers and pro-
lessors continue in their course and have
not the honor to quit the church whose
faith they deny and seek to destroy, then
it is Incumbent, as it surely has always
been, upon their presbyteries to interpose j
and deal with them for the violation of
their ordination vows. That is plain
English. That is constitutional Presby-
tcrianism. There the Presbyterian Church
stands to-day, and well may stand. All
its achievements have been made, all its I
successes have been secured, and all its
history has been written as a result of
that position. By this it both holds and
is held. Any departure therefrom can
only lead to the most unhappy complica-
tions and disastrous results. Those who

i willmay call ti.is teaching 'blue,' but the
color is of heaven."

"We are told," says the Xew York ]£s-
aminat (P.uptist), "that institutions of
sound learning cannot be institutions of
theological doctrin.-, that scientific re-
search must bo untrainraeled, that the
methods of the prayer-meeting and the
Sunday-school do not suit an academy or
a college that a:ins to be abreast of the
limes. Allof which is in a sense perfect-
ly true. It is to the emphasis and lone-
with which those tnin^s are said that we
demur, rathei than to the things them-
«-i\es. Nothing, we believe, could be
more shallow and fallacious than the
idea, implied, if not expressed, in such
utterances, that there is an incongruity
between religion and scholarship. Not
BO much in behalf of religion as in behalf
of scholars.up, we would enter against a
notion iike that our most serious protest.
Instead of antagonizing or cramping edu-
cation, religion oxalts and completes it.
To leave out that element makes the
whole scheme of culture fragmentary
and incoherent. There cannot be a well-
rounded, full-orbed scholarship in any

1 department without the royal acknowl-
edgment and fair estimate of the pres-
ence and power of Him by whom all
tilings consist. No branch of study can
bo pursued in its utmost reach and with
tho candor essential to thoroughness, if
entirely dissociated from religious truth.
We read in Scripture that 'the fear of tho
Eord is the beginning,' not only of 'wis-
dom,' but of 'knowledge.' "

Speaking of the distinction that some
Biblical critics are inclined to make be-
tween the "words" and "mind" ofJesus,
the W^atchman » of Boston observes
that "the fatal objection to this doctrine
is that it supplies us with as many ditter-
ent pictures of Jesus as there are critics
to make them. For these critics do not
agree as to what there is in the Gospel
narrative that accords with His 'mind'
as it is there revealed. One person will
strike out this class of sayings and an-
other willstrike out that. There is no com-
mon law or rule to go by, and the result
is that no consensus ofopinion is reached.
It is the Jesus of A, B or C that we are
asked to admire, reverence and imitate,
and not the Jesus of the Four Biogra-
phers. And this objection, we repeat, is
a fatal one. We are deprived ofthe Jesus
ofhiston', and have substituted for Him
numerous other ideal persons bearing
His name, not one of whom perfectly
agrees with any one of His companions
and each of whom differs more or less
materially from the Jesus of the Evan-
gelists. Consequently it is fair to de-
mand that, before we are asked to admit
the distinction which our critics insist so
much upon, they shall agree among
themselves as to what there is in the Gos-
pels that, under the guidance of the
*mmd of Jesus,' must be eliminated, that
the sorrowing, sinning world may have
trustworthy account of Him for its comf-
ort and inspiration."

The New York Christian Advocate
(Meth.) is very indignant at the action of
the General Conference with regard to the

I admission of women. Itsays: "Political
I parties in this country have done many
things which even those who did them
had not the hardihood to defend, but

| they have never done anything so utterly
; indefensible and ruinous to public confi-
dence as this. By such means every re-
strictive rule could be destroyed. The
lormula is very simple: (ljdeclare that
ti.e words mean what history shows they

! did not mean at the time the role was
i adopted; or, shrinking from that, declare
that it is right to put in a meaning that
did not exist 'to provide for unforeseen
cases;' (2) having done this, bring up an
actual case, and being defeated upon it
by a judicial decision of a general con-
lerence, send it down to the annual con-
ferences for a change of the constitution;
(8) i eing defeated on that, turn the thing

i around and make the people vote to in-
Bert precisely wnat it is generally adinit-

i ted the frumers of the constitution thought
y put in; but decree that, if it does nut

I receive a three-quarters vote, it shall be
construed as the majority wish to have it
construed. If the church accepts this as
a proper action ithas no constitution, nor

; ha» it a Boand moral sense. A ilat deela-
j tion that women are in by the constitu-
i tion, though it would be in opposition to
I all tin la is and the decision of the Gen-
eral Conference of lis-*;, would have been

| less demoralising than this artitice."

"Archbishop Ireland by his effort to
reconcile iho Christian character of our
Mate with the idea of a religious educa-

; tiou under it lor our youth, and those op-
i posed to him for so doing, have forced
the school question to the fore," says the! New York Fieemcats Journal (K. C),

; •"and in a few short months thrown more
light upon ii and played it in a fairer way

I of settlement uli around than did all the
j agitation and denunciation of the past
thirty years. Under the decision of Leo
XIII.the Bishops of this country have
the power to make what arrangement

j they deem essential with the local author-
I itie-> by which the religious rights of the
j parents and children shall be recognized,

I aud that they will proceed to do so, it'
j the Faribault-Stiilwaterexperiments con-
tinne to make the present favorable show-
ings, it would be as doubting their wis-
dom to question for one moment. There
will be a steady advance from this time
forward. Parochial schools willcontinue
to go up, and no friend of religion will
stand iv opposition, but in so far as it is
possible to incorporate those schools in

I the public system it will be done. This
i is the direction of the thought and the
logic of tho present position of affairs.
Enemies will help along the conclusion
even mere than friends, but that outcome
can be nothing but satisfactory to Catho-
lics."

HOW SHE LOVED HIM.

"Ha, ha!" said Chappie Fizzlewig, and he
lautdiedui ghoulish glee;

"I'm making love to a dozen girls, but none
shall marry me;

Isigh to them uud lie to them and fall upon
my knees,

As I twist their trusting hearts about precisely
as I please."

And the parlor clock
Beat on tk-k. tock,
And the gaslight flickered low,

As he waiting sat und held hi3hut lor the girl
wiio loved him so.

And when she'd frizzled her old-gold hair and
painted her taded lace

She was a vUion fresh aud lair, with comely
child-like grace.

"Poor, unsuspecting soul!" though he, she
littie areams tnat I

Flit on from bud to bud as does tho careless
butterfly."

And the parlor clock
Beat on tick, toek,
And the gaslight flickered low,

As he somehow planned to hold the hand of
the girl who loved him so.

And when the proper time arrived he fellupon his. knees.
And words he wished to emphasize he'd give

her hand a squeeze;
There was no oue near to hear his tale so he

told her of his love,
As true and pure and constant as the stars

that shine above.
And the parlor clock
Beat on tick, tock,
And the gaslight llickered low

As with subtle art he won the heart of thegirl who loved him so.

And the tender, trustful maiden, she—shelaughed a gentle laugh,
For she knew each word was clearly caught

in her sofa phonograph.
And when he kneeled before her sue a buttongently pressed,
And her photographic camera in silence did

the rest.
And the parlor clock
Beat on tick, t.ock.
And the gaslight dickered low.And she sweetly smiled, did the guileless

child—the girl who loved him so.

Tho world went round, and by aud by he tired
ofher love,

'Twas thin that she reminded him the stars
still shone above,

And int.) the court the phonoiraph and thepliotographs wore brought
And the gay young man threw up the sponge,

for he saw thai he was caught.
And ihe purlo:- clock
Beat on tteli, to< k.
An i the gaslight dickered low,

And the guest- all came and he gave !iis name
to tiie girl who loved him

—Chicago Mail.

BRAVEST BATTLE EVER FOUGHT.
Thebravesi battle that ever was fought,

Shall I tell you where and when-?
Oh ill, maps of the world you will find itnot-

'i'v.as toaght by t!ie mothers of men.

Nay. not nitli cannon, or battle shot,w itii sword, or noitier pen:
Nay, not with eloquent word or thoug

From mo^ith* oi wonderful men.

Hut deep In v welled-up woman's heart,
A woman that would not yi -Id,

But bravely, silently bore her part;
J.o! there Is that ba;tle-iield .'

No marshaling troop, no bivouac song;
No banner to gleam and wave;

Hut oh ! these battles they l.isl so loug—
From babyhood to thegnve.

Yet. laithful as a bridge ofstars,
Mac Oghta in tier walJed-up town,

Fij;uts on and on, in the endless wars,
Then silent, unseen goes down.

0 ye with banners aud bnttle shot,
And soldiers to shout and praise,

1 tell you tiit- kingliest victories lbught
Are iought iv these silent ways.

Oh, spotless woman In a world of shame !
With splendid and silent scorn,

Go buck to God as white as you came,
The fcinglteet warrior bom.

—Joaquin Miller.

Mrs. Logan's "Home Magazine" and the
"Weekly Union."

Both only $1 75 per year. The "Home
Magazine" of Washington, D. C. ? con-
ducted by Mrs. John A. Logan, is tho
best and most popular low priced period-
ical ever printed. The publishers of the
Weekly Union will furnish the maga-
zine to its subscribers for a mere nominal
sum above the price of subscription to
the weekly.

Berlin Cough Cure.
For coughs and colds and all lung and

throat affections this article has superior
merit. Itis perfectly harmless, gives im-
mediate relief and cures the worst cases
in from two to three days. Indorsed by
our best physicians. \u25a0 Try si bottle and
you will always keep it. Price, 50 cents a
bottle.

C. C. Liniment, the best remedy for
aches and pains.

Compound Sulphur Powder, the most
perfect laxative and cathartic known.
Wives.instant relief incases of constipa-
tion, indigestion, piles, biliousness, liver
troubles, rheumatism, gravel, etc., etc.
A great blood purifier and pleasant to the
taste. The W. 11. Bone Company. Sau
Francisco, sole proprietors. Kirk, Geary
it Co., Sacramento, sole agents.

"BRIMSTONE CAMP."
[Written for the Record-Union by Gale

Braith.
It is noisier thaii usual in Brimstone

Camp this evening. Loud, deep curses
and blasphemous oaths, mingled with
snatches of rude song, fillthe poisonous
air of Tim Brophy's barroom, reeking
with the sickening odor of vile tobacco
and foul with the disgusting smell of
strong grog.

Sitting upon broken boxes, or barrels,
with murderous looking knives, or dag-
gers, thrust into their wide leather belts,
and clay-stained trouser-pockets—every
nationality is here represented—the ma-
jority with slouched, wide-brimmed
hats pulled far over their shifting, fugi-
tive eyes.
It is au interesting study to note the

different manner in which a man wears
his hat. Over his brows, treachery, mur-
derous: upon the side, careless, reckless;
upon the back of his head, jolly,honest,
straight-forward; set straight upon his
head, cautious, selfish, cowardly.

Here to the left, seated arouud an up-
turned barrel, are a noisy trio each with
a half-emptied tin of grog beiore him.
The game is evidently not going to suit
the largest and tallest of these men—
"English Geoxge"—a great, powerful lel-
low with the iorni and shoulders of a
Hercules, the most antagonistic, abusive
bully in the camp. He is arguing loud
and fiercely now with a fiery-haired son
of Erin. Each man lingers cautiously his
ever-ready and well-loved knife. Their
companion is an American, quiet, indo-
lent, alert, regarding with a lazy, indif-
ferent smile the dispute between his
partners.

To the right is Hans, the good-natured
German, just in the act of discarding his
three greasy unpaired cards. Opposite
to him, with the chips piled in a tower-
ing heap, is his partner, Biexetto Plie-
uieto, a swarthy Italian, most repulsive
In face and figure, darker and more for-
bidding by contrast with his sandy-
haired, jolly companion. He is win-
ning largely, however, and, to give vent
to his satisfaction, whistles loudly a lew
bars from the "Garibaldi March."

Agroup of, perhaps, ten are at the far-
thest end of this room. Among them is a
boy whose rusty hat is pushed far back-
ward, disclosing a pair of wide, blue
eyes, above which shines a careless mass
of sunny, curly hair, brushed impatient-
ly from oft' his smooth, white forehead.
The fever of play is upon this handsome
lad. The blue eyes are unnaturally
bright, and a deep spot of crimson burns
in cither round cheek. Seventeen sum-
mers can scarcely have passed over his
bright, young head. This is Willie, the
favorite and especial pet of Brimstone
Camp. Seated apart, with bared head, a
short clay-pipe between his lips, from
which he emits numerous curling rings,
is the new clergyman, alone and quiet,
with hands hurried deep in his coat pock-
ets—a handsome, strong young fellow,
not at ail like the orthodox clergy in
white tie and broadcloth, but simply
dressed in a rough tweed suit which has
seen its best days.

When he came among them the men
fully intended running him out of camp
as they did his numerous predecessors,
but somehow ho was an independent
chap who could handle a pick and shovel
with the best of them, therefore they suf-
fered him to remain. He preached out-
doors the Sunday previous to a congrega-
tion ofabout half a dozen less hardened
miners, and was, for a wonder, not mo-
lested.

The noise is at its highest when Peggy
enters, walking with the free, easy grace
of some wild, untamed animal, gorgeous
in barbaric splendor, with the yellow gold
dust sprinkled thickly in her somber
hair, a great bunch of half-withered wild
flowers fastened at her breast. Beautiful
she is, yet with such a restless, chango-
ful charm about her, it would be difficult
to study minutely tho brilliant loveliness
of this fierce and reckless creature whose
eyes scan swiftly the rough, unshaven
faces before her, until they linger upon
English George. From him they turn
upon Willie, and she is immediately by
his side.

"How goes the luck, Willie?"
The boy stops to press the hand which

is lyint; upon his shoulder with a gen-
tle, loving touch.

"I'm almost cleaned out. Peg. Dan
here has scooped the whole swag."

She raised the boy's cup to her lips
swallowing a drop or two. A score of
voices cry, "A song, Peggy. Come, give
us a song, won't you?"

The girl, unheeding the request, calmly
lights a cigarette.

"Will you sing, Peg?" asks the boy,
coaxingly.

"Yes," coolly between the pulls of
smoke; "but blamed if I'll sing to the
beggars for nothing. Pass your hat,
Willie,and if you bring it buck fullit's a
go.''

The hat is soon returned filled to over-
llowiug witk the yellow, shining nug-
gets, and Peggy's glorious, rollicking
voice rang out :

The Pope, he leads a happy life.
No maid has he, nor married wife,
Mo child has be to ratee bis nope—
1 do iiot wish I were the i'opu.

Tho Sultan better pleases me;
liis l&a lifeof jolhty,
"With wive*as many as he will—
The Sultan's throne I'd rather till.
But then he's not a happy man,
lit must obey the old Koran;
lie dare not tuiieii on<_- drop of wine—
I do not wish his lot were mine.

So now I'lllake my lonely stand
In Australia. Felix—happy land.
I'llkiss my maiden Curand line,
And drink tke best of Rhenish wine.
And when my maiden kisses me
I'll fancy I, the Sultan be;
And when my rosy ylass I thope.
I'lllaney ihat Iafli ihe Pope.
At the conclusion a deafening uproar

arises.

"Twig the parson, Peggy," says Eng-
lish George, who has made his way to
the girl's side. A look of devilish mis-
chief flashes in her eyes. C^uick as
though! she raises her revolver, and,
taking steady aim, knocks the short clay-
pipe from the young man's mouth; but,
in an instant laier, thero follows a second
report, and tho hall-smoked cigarette is
swept from Peggy's lips, scattered in a
thousand tiny fragments, floating in the
powder-tilled air, whilst the clergyman,
laughing lightly, replaces in his pocket
ti.e smoking pistol and takes thence an-
other pipe which he proceeds leisurely to
fill.

Peggy's eyes are ablaze with surprise,
fright and a terrible anger. The miners
laugh loud and long. Evidently "the
parson" has raised a hundred fold in
their rough esteem. The laughter and
jeers, half-madden Peggy; in a sudden
fury, she again raises her weapon, but
ere she can pull the trigger Willie has
caught her arm and lowered it to the
ground.

"For shame, Peg, would you murder
him?''

"Faith, a kiss all around for endanger-
ing our lives, an' shure let me turn come
first," cries the Irishman, seizing her
around the waist and bringing his brown,
tobacco-stained lips within an inch of
her own. Then a heavy blow upon his
head sends him reeling and staggering
backward. Pale and tall, the young cler-
gyman is among them.

"Men, 1 warn you, the first to lay a
finger upon this girl I willshoot down
like a dog."

"Why, it's only Peggy, and I'm sure a
kiss won't hurt her," said one, in an in-
jured voice, followed by a burst of mean-
ing laughter.

"No matter. She is a woman and un-
protected, therefore entitled to my re-
spect and assistance."

"Well said for the parson," cry a dozen
voices. "Let the girl alone, mates."

And they one and all return to their
•whisky and card playing.

Peggy's black eyes are softened with
unshed tears as she extends a slim,brown
hand to her defender with a brief
"Thank you, sir," and, quickly turning'
passes through the canvas door into the
outer darkness.

There Is a strange, undefined gloom
prevailing in Brimstone Camp. The
nightly crowd that throng Tim Brophy's
shanty handie and shuffle the difty
cards in a listless half-hearted fashion

Willie is sick, sick unto death; and not
one of these reckless, hardened despera-
does but feels a soft aching in his heart
for the sunny-tempered boy.

"Poor little chap," sighs one. "Blamed
if itain't hard for him to die so far away
from home, mother and friends,"

This speech sets a score of minds wan-
dering away to far-off homes—wives,
children, sweethearts.
"Itell you what, pards," continues the

speaker, "a cove don't appreciate woman
until he falls sick, and then he knows
her true value. I left a little woman be-
hind me when I got this cursed gold
fever, intending to return at the end of a
year, and here I have drifted from place
to place, and now, at the end of five years,
I'm no better off than when I started.
Blast me," dashing his cards upon the
ground, "ifI haven't a mind to start for
home to-morrow. I tell you, pards, all
the gold in the world ain't worth a true
woman's heart. We neglect, slight and
toss 'em aside, but it's the truth whut
I'm saying."

"Right you are, Bill," echoed one of
hia companions. "Sick or in trouble,
who so kind and gentle as a woman.
God bless them."

Inside a little cabin the sick boy lies
with the unmistakable pallor of death
upon his sunken, pain-drawn face. The
curly, light hair is dark and moist from
the burning lever. He is not alone,
feggy is kneeling by his narrow bed-
side with one of his wasted hands clasped
tight between her own. She is sobbing
softly.

"Don't cry, Peg, dear. It is not half so
hard to die as one would think for. The
worst part of all is that I must go with-
out bidding mother and sister Nell good-
by. .Nell is about your age, Peg. She
cried so hard when I leit. I told her I
was going to the diggings to make my
fortune, and 1 would come back rich,
then bhe and mother would be line ladies.
Poor mother. We did not let her into
the secret, because if we did she would
never have let me come. 1 intended to
return home next month, and now,"
with a pitiful quiver of his lip, "Imust
never .see them any more. Oh! Peg, Peg,
If]eonld see my dear mother's face jubt
for half a moment. .She has such a sweet,
kind lace, I'eg. Such pretty white hair
that waves so nico around her forehead.
I am the youngest of six. She was so
proud of me, Peggy. She used to lay
my head upon her breast and kiss me so
many times. If Icould only feel one of
her dear, dear kisses upon my lips now I
could die content. Would you mind,"
with a faint blush staining his hollow
checks, "would you mind kissing me
just once, Peg. Iwill try and think it is
my mother."

With a sob the girl draws his head to
her bosom, and resting it there presses
slowly and reverently a dozen tender
kisses upon the thin, blue lips.

"Dear Willie. Poor little boy," she
whispers, brokenly, lovingly stroking
and gently smoothing the matted, wet
hair from offhis forehead.

"Iwonder ifGod would hear and listen
ifI tried to pray. Do you think lie
would, Peg? But lam so tired—so very
tired. Willyou pray for me, dear?"

The girl nods assent. Gently replacing
him upon the pillow with bowed head
and clasped hands Peggy praya. She
starts as another form slips duWQ by her
side, and the clergyman's clear, kind
voice arises in earnest, passionate plead-
ing. The divine flow of words over-
whelms Peggy, kneeling, spellbound, be-
side the speaker. Her soul is filledwith
a strange, hitherto unknown feeling—
beautiful, mysterious, vague. And when
he ceases involuntarily she again raises
the dying boy upon her breast.
"I wish I could go with you, Willie.

Death is beautiful. It is rest, rest."

The young parson gained a strong^
warm hold upon those rugged, hardened
hearts with out one exception, and that
was English George, who had conceived
a jealous hatred for the clergyman, occa-
sioned, no doubt, by the respectful atten-
tion which he paid Peggy, for whom
George had long secretly cherished a
mad infatuation.

Since Willies death the girl was
strangely changed. Her old haunts we're
deserted. Tim JBrophy's shanty knew
her no longer. The other women of the
camp sneeringly remarked, "Peg was
sweet on the parson." So she roamed
alone over the thickly-timbered hills to
return at night, weary and footsore, to
her own little hut.

It was soon whispered around that
"Peggy would shortly leave the camp."
English George heard the news in sullen
auger: "Stow that d—n preacher and
his blessed hymn singing. We had bet-
ter change the name of the blooming
place and called it "Hallelujah Camp,' or
1Angels' Ground,' or something." And
in his innermost heart George swore dire
vengeance against "the parson," and pa-
tiently bided his time. He was scramb-
ling over the iiills and bowlders one
evening toward dusk, when he espied
twoforms a little distance in advance. It
took but an instant to distinguish
Peggy's noble form drawn to its full
bight, and plainly outlined against the
slowly, sinking sun. Her companion
was standing by her side with one hand
resting upon her arm. They were speak-
ing earnestly. The man removes his
hand and lays it across her shoulder,

drawing her closo against him. George's
heart leaps with rage. It is Peggy and
the parson. His lips tremble with"raye.
"Now, my fine swell, ifIdon't plug you
I'm a duffer."

He levels his pistol just as Peggy turns
her head. Like a Hash sho turns iv front,
of her companion.

In an instant later a shot rings out, fol-
lowed by a mighty oath, as the shooter
turns and disappears among the thickly-
growing bushes.

In despairing misery the clergyman
sinks by the motionless form of Peggy,
kissing her white face, pale lips and list-
less hamls.

"Oh, love! speak to me, Peggy, my
darling."

A faint smile quickly hovers around
the girl's mouth. Then the eyelids open,
followed by a look of rapturous joy as
she sees him unharmed bending over
her.

"Thank God you are safe, dear, clasp-
ing one arm around his neck. Then,with a shuddering moan ofpain—

"Myarm, Jasper, my arm."
Hurriedly unclasping his pocket-knife

he rips ooen her dress-sleeve, laying
bare the beautiful white shoulder. And
there, in the fair, soft flesh, the cruel bul-
let had left its mark.

Pressing his lips to hers in a long, long
kiss Jasper quickly pulls off his coat,
wrapping it warmly about her. Then,
lifting Peggy in his arms, swiftly starts
lor the camp.

In the midst ofa group, gathered before
Tim Brophy's saloon, English George is
lying, from whose heart the crimson iife-
blood gushes in a narrow stream.

The miners turn away indifferently.
Such sights are a common occurrence inBrimstone.

The camp is now deserted, and slowly
rim Urophy's shanty crumbles to decay.
A few rusty barrel-hoops and batteredtineups may, perhaps, still remain. The
lormer residents have ilown, scatteredin
different directions.

Aneat village, a pretty church, whence
the loud pe:ils of the organ are heard.
At the close of the sermon a beautifulwoman waits to be joined presently byher husband, the minister, whom we can
easily recognize as our old friend the par-son of Brimstone Camp.

"J-^d I keep you waiting, Peggy?" ho
&SJEBa

She smile* adoringly in his face, and.hand in hand, they walk slowly home-ward across the daisy-dotted meadow.
\u25a0•»

Secure a sound mind, which seldomgoes without sound digestion, by using
the genuine Angostura Hitters of Dr. J,
G. B. Siegerc Jc Sons. At all druggists.
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N SWIFT'S SPECIFIC is totally unlike ar.T
other blood medicine. Itcures diseases of
the blood and skui byremoving the poison,

and at the same time supplies good oloou to the
wasted parts. Don't be imposed on by substi-
tutes, which are said to be Just as good, it is
not true. No medicine |U TUC UfflDlfthas performed as many 111 Ink YfUnLtf
wonderful cures, or relieved so much Buffering.

"My blood was badly poisoned last year, which
?ot my whole system out of order—diseased and
a constant source of suffering, no appetite and
no enjoyment of life. Two bottles of SSRSRSB
brought me right out. There is noK*K]KQ|
better remedy for blood diseases. fcrfMkfiß

"John Gavin, Dayton, Ohio."

Treatise on blood and skin diseases mailed free,
SWIFT SPECIFIC CO., Atlanta, Ga.

z^^^n There must be

fe^M^^ p some reason for it
v^§ V c never have compelled anyone to

\ use Pearline. We'd like to, but it
/^^^^^. isn't feasible. Besides, itisn't necea-
/ N^^'wJs ssay*ry* MiHJons use Pearline, and have

/ \\)7/ tested and proved it. It's too old to

I \\ \\\ be unk. rLOWn» iflt were a fraud, but
111 \\\ whereis the thing as popular and yet
|\ \ \\so young? Ifyouknow Pearline,you
H \ I know the reason. In all washing and
V^, \ " cleaning, there's nothing that saves

as much labor and does as much
work. It hurts nothing, saves wear on everything, costs
no more than common soap and is more economical.
Reasons enough for most women ; think, are they not
good enough for you ?
j_)y-^x TT^-»

Peddlers and some unscrupulous grocers willtell you
#t~^\A/ d t"*tf~* "tnis is good as" or "tne same as Pearline."

-*-*^s » T Ctl V_^ IT'S FALSE—Pearline is never peddled, and ifyour
grocer sends you something in place of Pearline, do the honest thing— send it back.

x?6 JAMES PYLE, New York.
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SALES 15,000 PAIRS A DAY.

CANFIELD RUBBER CO.
Offices: NEW YORK, LONDON, PARIS, HAMBURG AND VIENNA.

For sate In Sacramento at the following stores|

HALE BROS. & CO., WEIXSTOCK, LUBIN & CO., WASSERMAM, PAVIS ft CO

V» "/Wb/ Iprescription of a new ond ponitlve remedy for the prompt L.AST-
X &&& T I*'' cure of Lost X*owe?, N'iarhtly Kmissions, Lack or Energy,
Pv^*'* - P \*• S / *'l drains and loeses, Tarlcoceie, stunted development, from early 2?
K»**»s-_/ *V,»^J/ later excesses or use ofvo^scoc un-1 stimulants, iacfc ofvigor In old or

* young: men quicklyreuloiert. I6etod this prescription FREE of
BEFORE. AFTE3 charge, and tLereui C*bam bag or advertising catch about It. Anytfood_ druggist or vUyslclau c.ic put it up for you, as everything Is plain and

simple. 1 cannot afford to advertise and £ive awuy this splendid remedy unless you do me the favor ofbuy inga small quantity from me direct, after you receive the receipt or advise your friends to do so.tiutyoucan do as you please about this. You wll) never regret having written ma as it will cut*i7L?rs all else has failed. Writo at cue?, as this advertisement may not aptienr again. Aucirees
CBAS. E. GALS. Box 214, MAKSIiAJLLjMICU.

THIS MEANS YOU.
A homely maid, with freckles red.Worked hurd lor her daily bread,Used Face Bleach and LoLA MOXTEZ

CKEME,
Then ran fortune to her like a stream.Her skin so soft and white, with beauty great.
A rich banker sought her for his mate.

It is Mrs. Harrison's skill, which hath suchmarvels wrought,
And to poor girls rich husbands brought
Come one, come all, and test her golden charmfNor In old maidenhood die with fear alaruu

IVlrs. rvJettio Harrison
ra^GeiVrysVTt'. SHn Ifranctaco. Also treat!ladle» for detects ol face and figure JLadieltreated at a distance. ' X^WLUO*

IVlrs. IVlattle. Stlce
Lady Hairdresser and Manicure, 525 J streetLady Agent for Sacramento. Call
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Do you a Root
Drink **Beer?
GOLD AND ENJOYED EVERYWHERE.


