
*ee balloon ascensions. That's wnen'tn*
'

crowd came. Prettyigay times,'! tell you*"*
that. Pretty gay/ times'." • --'

Herpicked outthe' spot from .which th«: i
balloon used to ascend, and the spot .where*, j
the swings were hung and the spot 1where •-
the gravity-impelled ,boat x

'
rode -its circles. :v-'

"Well,'it's a shame to see" it gone/'^'he;
said. . .' . . .. "

Andas he turned away: "Itseems too
bad that the Sunday crowd, hasn't: any -;

"And then there was the old bobtail
car." he -went on.

-
"It went out and out

and out until Jt came to Valencia street.
and there it turned off.

* I;used; to go to
Woodward's Gardens that way of a Sun-
day. How are the gardens now? Must
have grown to be ' pretty fine by this
time."

" '
¦.- .Afterward, when he was taken to the

scene of the Woodward's Gardens of his
memory, he stood there in deep thought.

"Gee! Here's right about where the
swings wore," he reflected aloud. "Didn't
Querita like to swing,' though. Iused to
bringher here of a Sunday, now and then.

"And the camel. Now, if there" was
anything on earth that little Juan liked,
it was that camel.- He'd rather ride it
than-be given a harp Inparadise.

-
Iwon-

der If-that camel's dead now, like all the
rest of 'em. / itijVf-

4<x;came out here a lot of Sundays ;to

The large buildings almost frightened
him.1 "Won't they tall down when the
next earthquake comes along?" he asxed.

As he gradually became accustomed to
the motion of the car he compared it with
its predecessors. ¦

"We used to ride about town in the old
balloon car," he said, and grew remi-
niscent about the historic "balloon" that
was afterward supplanted by the Larkin-
street line.

*^Tf RE those the automobiles you read

f I about? Are they the horseless car-
II riages? They are a wonder, sure."

I
-

As a matter of fact they were
X cable cars standing in line at the

foot of Market street, ready to

march at the signal, propelled by a power
unseen. But to Ag&lestein Castro cable
cars were as new and unknown a thing
as automobiles.

For he has been shut up for thirty long
years, Bhut up within San Quentin walls,
and he is beginning to find that a good
many things have happened in those. thirty years.

.^^.Steam has learned tricks that dazzle

'. Electricity has grown up, stepped out
of short frocks as it were, since he saw
the last of her.

She has learned to carry cars over the
San Francisco hills that he once looked
upon as an invitation for alpenstocks. She
has learned to carry your voice for hun-
dreds of nales over a wire, and your
words even without a wire.

She has grown as clfc\er as the young-
ster that you send away to college.

Agglestein Castro came to San Fran-
cisco the other day tor the first time in
thirty years and he tried to say the'ap-
propriaui thing.-,He couldn't.
Tnirty years ago he shot a man. That

is how it came about' that San Quentin
got hold of him.- He doesn't remember to
this day that he did it; but atter the
mescal began to work off they told him
that a saioon keeper was dead by the
¦work of his six ehooter in his own
drunken hand.

Agglestein Castro is a native of San
Francisco whose name dates back to the
days when fandagos and bear hunting
were more important to this coast than
shipping and railroading. He counted
among his friends those who bore such
names as Noe, Bernal, De Haro and Vai-
lejo. The young men of these families
were his fellows on the bear lassoing ex-
peditions: they were his rivals at the
dance. Most of them are dead and the
rest have forgotten him.

"That's where 1 was born, fiftyyears
ago," he said, pointing to the summit ofTelegraph Hill. There where the old
castle stands is the epot which, together
with acres and acres more of land, be-
longed to the Castro estate.

The father was a wealthy man. He.together with two or three other Mexi-cans, owned over $100,000,000 worth of land
in the State. The others died poor, but
Agglestein says that his father buried his
money somewhere on Telegraph Hill.

He never told anybody the spot, how-ever, so it is no better to be his rightful
.--¦beir than to be anybody else with a spade

Vn that hill. The father died when Aggle-
ktein was still a young man; he was
thrown upon his own resources, and he
took his mother and his sister and
brother to San Diego. There he attempt-
ed to support the family on his income
from sheep shearing, while his mother
made tamales and his sister Querita took
in sewing.

The next thing he did was to fall in
love, then to be jilted, to take to drink,
to get very drunk, to shoot a man, and
to be shut up for life in San Quentin.
Having been an ideal prisoner, he is now
at the end of thirty years out on parole,
and if he lets licuor alone he will have
his pardon from the Governor. He is now
working for Mr. Kohn at San Anselmo,
where he was taken directly from prison,
and it was only the other day that he
made his first visit to town.

"This ferry-beat goes by a different
route from what it did when Icame
across here the last time," he said. "I
was going- In the other direction," he
added.

Thirty years ago, when he crossed in the
other direction, he was a young man of
20. Now, although only 50 in years, he is
70 in feeling. Ke is an old. bent man. He
is Rip Van Winkle returned, and not even
the <icgs know him. • .

"There wasn't any Tiburon then, and
the boat made a long trip in a roundabout
fashion and wound up at

'
Point San

Quentin." he went on.
"That's the way they took me. Up by

boat— there wasn't any other way to go to
San Francisco from the south then. I
hear now there's a train that brings you
up here

—
two roads, aren't there? But in

ffiose days a steamer vf&s the onlv means.
I"After we landed at San Francisco we
took the old ferry. Well, if we haven't
stopped already! and itused to. take the
most part of the day to cross;."

He was surprised at being alreadv on
this side of the water, and he was thor-
oughly dazed at what he saw when ho
left the boat. The Ferry building stretched
before him. mazelike, with its complex

» exits and entrances and corrals.
"Why, it used to be a kind of a shed,"

h*5 said.
When he came out on the town side of it

he wanted to stand back and "size it up.*'
end had started to do so when he caught
fiiKht of the -cable cars which he took for
automobiles.

"They are a wonder, 6ure," he repeated.
When they were explained to

'
him hegazed in rapt admiration at the "no-

pushee-no-pullee." He was a little sus-
picious of them, for all that. He mounted I
a car with a firm grip on the rod and he
sat gingerly in liis seat, as if'he expected
the thing to run away and wanted to be
preparei to jump.

Along Market street he stared stupidly,
like a dumb animal. The giant buildings
were strange to him: the Intricacies of
Etreet cars bewildered him: the thrones of"people on the streets— driving, walking,
wheeling

—
all confused him.

The old one-story buildings that he had
known were replaced by many story office-buildings, stores, hotels. Where St. Ig-
natius Chut ch .had been a landmark, at
the fo.»t cf PowieJl street, stores now rose
and filled tVte land to the last Inch. Wh«re

-
the old buildings had „gradually. disap-
peared and had given way to vacant lots,
all was now filled in. packed, built fullWhere empty land had lain inhis day nowrose the City Hall

—
huge. Imposing, unwel-

I
coming. -"What's that stone woman and'
*tto represent?" he asked as the statue

caueht his eye

-,' place to"go now. They must have a dull
¦time cf.a Sunday."'

He was/ put on the first car for the
'

park. ,
..;.-.It:was too bigTfor; him. He couldn't

realize .it some* way, he said.
?

• '"We .'always thought- Woodward's Gar- •
¦
'

dens was big enough for us in
'

those^idays," he said. "And then there was the
•old Plaza,,-. Isuppose that's gone, too."

He was very •much delighted to be told. that'it was still in use, and, later on, to.be shown it in the same
'
old place.

"But you might, think the Chinamen
owned it;now,", he commented. "They do.. .say 'that'.' Chinatown's grown a lot. In
my ;day It was just beginning up on Du-
pont street, and ¦ there was such a little
hanclfulibf the Chinese that they couldn't,
pioteet^themselves, and the boys on the
stic'ets-used to josh .them and pitchinto
them.' too; sometimes." 1. -

.¦'¦''*•
He walked down Dupont street and saw

:the closely packed buildings. He followed
into<Giant avenue. -

; -... ¦

"Dupont street has been widened a lot
..since Ilast: saw it.""he said.

When- he was told that the lower part
|of it had.. outgrown Us old name and
-must iiow.be called Grant avenue he dis-
; approved.. ¦'¦.¦"

¦
-_"Dupont street was good enough in my
day,", he said. e, . • ¦-'¦•-.

Out r.t the Cliff he felt more at home'
than he did in town. The Cliff.House Is.
not the same building»that he knew,' but

: it is the CiiuVHouse for all that, and the ;
same ;pleasurs resort as ever: "But it
seems, queer to come here ona car,", he
said.-.VWe used to drive out here by way
of Trier street.". V '¦-•'-

-
"".It-was the ;turn ofr somebody of this
-generation to question :him then. Where-

in.the world was Tyler street? :
->" '''Why,;Tyler street— "he couldn't see
"how Tyler street could have disappeared

—
everybody.' must'know Tyler- street.i,For
it was by this name that he remembered
thV principal driving avenue of the town—

' Golden •Gale 'avenue as ¦we know it.
Returning to the water front, he stared

at the vessels: and ferry-boats, all so in-- creased" in.numbers since' he had iseen
them. ¦'¦-¦".

-
:

- •* ¦ • ¦ . '. „':¦.•"¦ ¦¦

'.'Where's the old El Capitan?" he saW;
. "and where's the Chlndu Wan?"

"
'They, too, had gone. '. . -¦ ... '

.*-.•;

"I'd like to hear the calliope playing'
again,"^he" said; ¦ "the: old calliope that
used >• to

'
cross every, afternoon on the"

'Chindu Wan.^ There used to be a crowd of
.':Uicis to listen. to ahat.'".' ¦ [:

' .• - The ferry- syetfni puzzled him.
-

-.-.-;"
':'-¦l"What's this talk"-of -the: broadi gauge
•ana ",'thfe Vnarcaw-

*gauge ?" \he .'•asked. ''.'I '¦.. nevpr heard -of more than one wayto i-.'
to Oakland.". >j\

-'. . .

"Itwas the ord El Capitan that used to
take us over there," he went on to ex-plain. "Itran between here and the Oak-
land wharf."

The mole is new to him.
"It's a. big heap of dirt. Itmust h*v«

taken plenty long to T>ulidup. There wasa good -job for some rellow that diln'thave cash."J . -^
His mind runs on hard times, for they

are associated with his last recollections
of San Francisco.

"Andthe trains?" he asked. "Isuppose
the trains run down 1the coast to San Joa«just, as they used to?"

He was assured that they wer« just aathey used to be.
"I'dlike to have a 'look at them, Juet tosee them coming- In and going out again.
Iused- to /watch them a lot. Yes, It's alazy man's trick to watch the trains, and
Ihad a.lazy streak in me. But when Iworked, Iworked. That's because I'm a
Mexican." ¦

When he"was told that he might go to
the station, he tried to lead the way. H«
did not leave the Market-street car at
Third.' . . r,
,"Guess it's so long since you've been onacar that you don't remember to get off,"
his guide said.

"What do Iwant to get off for? Oh,
you can't fool me now, even if this Is my
first day on cable cars. Iknow how to get
to Market and Thirteenth streets Just as
well as the next man."

"Third and Townsend" is a phrase that
he never learned.

Back in the center of town and loitering
along the streets he seemed suddenly to
realize how he had been "rubbering." "I
don't want to make you ashamed of me,
because of my staring like an owl," he
said.' "So I'll keep my head down and
turn my eyes up. I'm no farmer."

His first ride in a modern elevator
threatened to be his last. A quick ride
to the height of some dozen stories made
him reel so that he was not*sure of hi3
balance' for a quarter of an hour after he
had left the "airship," as he called it.

A trip to the Chutes at night was what
made him happiest. There were no sad
associations to be recalled, but there were
endless wonders to be seen.
.He roared with laughter when the first

boat shot the chutes.
"Something broke loose." he cried as

the party slid over the water: and when
he was told that there had been no acci-
dent, that this was an amusement for
amusement seekers, he only laughed
again. \'
"Idon't want any of that kind of fun,"

he said, only naif-convinced.
The -lion Wallace absorbed his atten-

tion for at least ten minutes. His roar
seemed =. to-startle- the mam- No wonder,
when he v has seen and heard only the
monotonous noises of the prison for these
thirty years. ; ..- . *:

Returning in the electric cars his won-
der . broke -,out afresh. Again he ex-
claimed that -he' "couldn't get it through
his head how those wires, were rigged to
tow .the cars along." Having boarded it,
he got off just as itwas starting in order
to look under it and see how the wheels
were "fixed." . *

As he was dragged up again to an out-
side seat he heaved a long sigh. •

'.'I'll tell you what," he said: "I'd like
to have' fifty more years to live.^for this
is a new worM."

Hoy s;Sapjr ;F;^a?lCtSCO ? Wftsfi Its SlJsy
•:UtF^ ar|d;vUo^(gj-ri Inversions,, S^rps
• to: a Man Who Has*S$snJn San

LOST TO THE WORLD
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