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Atchison, Leavenworth, St - Joseph, Kansas
City, St Loals and all Points South,
East and West,

The direct line 1o Fr. Scott, Parsons
Wichita, Hutchinson and all principal
points in Kansas.

The only road to the Great Hot Springs
of Arkansas, Pullman Sleepers and Free
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OF SANTA CLARA VALL

A CHARMING REGION.

The Stanford University—The Liok Obser
vitory— Wonderful Groves of Ormnge sid

CUnlifornin.

[Hpedinl Corrvapondencs, |

HAN Jose, Cal,, Bept. 12.—0f all the
valloys of Californin Santa Clarn Is by
long odds the most  beautiful, most pro-
ductive, most interesting. Powibly ite
nenrness to San Francisco may nccount,
in n monsure, for this, Early settlers prob-
ably gathered near the commercinl con-
ter, and civilzing procosses and im-
proveents kept pace with the growth

ll of the metropolis of the Pacific. But be-

PALMS NEAR ST, JAMES PARK, SAN JOSK,
yond all these Is the exquisite natural
beauty and richness of the valley, which
has made it the abiding place of the rep-
resontative wealth of the entire slope
and given it a distinction peculiarly its
own, I ecannot think of any one hundred
miles of railway In the clvilized world

| presenting on its line anything like the

number of attractions, famous here and
abroad, that are seen on the journey
from San Francisco to Monterey through
the lovely valley of Banta Clara.

First, thon, is Menlo Park, the summer
home of the Floods, the Mackays, the
Crockers, the Btanfords and other Ocol-
dental millionaires—which has about it
nn exclusiveness and repose not unlike
Lenox, Mass, Here, too, is Senator Le-
land Stanford’s *‘Palo Alto,” the equine
paradise, o ranch of nearly ten thousand
aores, where eight or nine hundred
horses live better than half the humans
of the world, where two hundred men
are employed to care for them, and
where the celebrated Eleotioneer, valued
at $100,000, heads the stud. As I patted
the grand old horse in his roomy stall, 1
thought of a few years ago when he waa
bought in the east for & mere telle,
His get, thus far, has been sold for a
round million ot lenst,

To the north of Menlo Park s the Le-
sl gt
th ts superb yot unfin walls
d';,:ltw stone, which, when completed,
¥|I11l bave cost twenty millions of dojlars,

o senator pays this twenty millions
and then endowns it all with thirty mill-
lons more, as & beginning. U what
& large scale these California millionaires
do things! Within sight of the univer-
sity buildings is S8an Jose, the prettiest
and most cultivated city in the state,
with a community of much more than
average intelligence. Just beyond the
city, on a “"heaven kissing hill," is the
famous Lick observatory, the Mecoa of
the average tourist. Not many miles
away are the big trees and Santa Crus,
and near them are the two great estab-
lishments of Spreckles, the sugar king,
where thousands of tons of beots are
made into sugar. At the end of all ia
Del Monte, a mininture garden of Eden,

They have a legend in Santa Clara
which the loyal native of Ban Jose will
kindly tell you, to the effect that in the
far distant, rio times, this was
the howe of the fairies, who watched
over all the provinces or counties in em-
bryo of California; that when the Span-
padre came with his bell and book

S i o e Rl e

the fairy re tatives of all the coun-
ties met at hmnn%lntohcrhp
poured the gifts for w they were
ench most noted. Thus it has come to
thhutloymdo?ntyol&uh

has “‘something and the best” of

the other valleys and counties poe-
therefors so rich in natural

1y AT

by the worldly
of the glorifioation
gist and implication
not far from the
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kely, however, upon your return to
in the evening, to fully a

Horace Greeley's remark when
Monk, on a wager, drove the great
over roads from Virginia
, 119 miles, in ten

old man, getting down from the
i . e ot
maobs *

. llu:.‘lmt?um Monk is the
driver in America, and that I'm the
sorest man,” The observatory is built on
the crest of what is now called Mt. Ham-
ilton, n sightly eminence :ruli]ich the
Spaniards a century gracefully chris-
tened Mt. Ysabel, gm name is a
gross {mpertinence. Some village doc-
tor wandered up there one day, snd in a
burst of tremendous egotism called the
mountiin after himself, He wrote some-
“ﬁﬂ‘m“"" then—decently died,

hen the v ' gets to the observa-
tory he stays ¢ B oou of hours,
wanders through the buildings, is told
soveral times that *‘there, sir, is the larg-
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FREDERICK W. WHITE whites og Philanthropist, is lnid permanently and

Oive Trees—The Glorlous Climats of

CITY COURIER,

Im telescope on Uod's wide earth,” and
f ¢hnt under ity foundation of one hundred
tons or more James Lick, ploneer and
deep.  He rests under the great dome of
| the obwervatory, just s Napoleon rests
Limnder the great dome of the Invalides in
Paris,  But the Frenchiman gives, even
to this home of denth, o touch of artistic
benuty by brightening it with rich colors
andd decornting it with fine mosaics
Liok's vault, on the contrary, is dark and
gloomy,
The Lick observatory has been here
for severnl years and = yet to be heard
from. It reminds me of Charlos Dickens
| refreshiment station at Mughby, *“whose
proudest bopst was that it had never re-
fredghed anybody.™ 1 ean't for the life of
mo weo how James Lick acquired n repu-
tatlon for great philanthropy by build
ing this observatory with its “biggest
telesoope on earth,”  Your correspond
|ent may be of the Gradgrind specios,
and might make palatable soup of his
grandmother, but he really cannot see
| what practical use the observatory is. It
has been here nearly a decnde and its as-

tronomers have accomplished nothing. |

Possibly there is nothing to nocamplish.
Astronomieal  selence  has  virtually
renchod its zenith. The movements of
the heavenly orbs, the principles by
which their motions are regulated, with
the causes of the various phenomena,
are known thoroughly, and if all the
obsorvatories on the globe were aban-
doned today the sclence of navigation,
for example, would know, and does
know, all that ean aid it for the next
thousand vears. Ban Jose, however, is
vory proud of this observatory, which
overlooks its beautiful valley, and never
asks unplensant questions concerning its
| utility,

At the broad bases of these towering
hills lies gome of the fairest land under

SATURDAY,

SEPTEMBER

THE COSSACK IN CENTRAL ASIA,

Information About an Tuteresting Feople
by & Famouns Traveler,
[Bpecinl Corresponden e |
NEw York, Sept. 20, —A wide, treeless
plain, looking vaster ang  drearier than
ever beneath the ereeping shadows of
evening, mmid which the last gleam of
sunset glows red and angrily in the far
waost: n dark belt of msitod broshwood,
marking the winding course of a shallow,
muddy river; n weore of camp fres

the
through n mist: sheaves of lancos and
rifles  piled around them  with  mili-
tary
white clad lgures and dark, lean, wolllsh
faces Mitking ghostlike to and fro in the
spectenl glare of the Arelight. Such was
the scene upon which [ eame suddenly

sin's lost war with the wative tribes of
Tartary.

These men were the renowned ©Cos-
sacks,” of whom the world has heard so |
much nnd seen so little, and whom it
usually pictures to itself as forever rush- |
ing at full gallop noross a boundless
plain, with a writhing baby on their
lance point and n slice of raw horseflesh |
“keeping hot” between the steed and the
saddle—maintaining themselves and their |
horses where there is nothing to eat, and
amassing stores of il gotten gain where
there is no one to rob. In reality, 1 have
always found this legendary ogro a very
Jovial, boyish, simple hearted fellow, [
who, though too often committing fear- |
ful atrovities when his blood is up in |
battle, hus never done anything worse |
than many recorded deeds of far more |
civilized soldiers within the memory of
living men.

It is with warriors like these that Rus- |
sin is now hewing a path of conguest

28,

FINEST IN THE STATE.

ELITExSTUDIO

2286 S, 11th St,

twinkling faintly along its bank amid |
gothering dimnoss, like stars seen |

exnciness, and groups of guunt |

one evening in Central Asin during Rus- *

W muke o specinlty of Fine Photographl s and’
Crayon work,

Only Ground Floor Studio in Lincoln

Call and Ses Our Work,

FiNesT IN THE CITy
"~THE NEW-

Palace Stables

’a M St, opp. Masonic Temple,
Stylish Carriages and Buggies,
At all Hours Day or Night.

[#" Hores Hoarded and best of care taken of all Stock entrusted to us &1
PRICES REASONABLE,

BILLEMEYER & CO., Proprietors.
Call and See Us, Telephone 436
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| the sun.  Deep green orange groves, lus
clous vineyards, extonsive orchards,with | and overpowering the flerce Afghans and
olive and prune trees galore. [ spent |Tllrknlmum with a hardihood and en-
two or three days driving about under | durance even greater than their own, In

hoross the whole breadth of Central Asia |

the shadow of Mount Hamilton, and
never did my eyes rest on a rosier or

1
|
|
bearing heat and cold, thirst and huon- !
ger, long marches and unwholesome

MOTe prosperous country, seeing nowhere | CAmping grounds no man living can sur-

| o sign of poverty, and meeting a people
of uncommon thrift, One afternoon |
| unexpectedly visited an olive ranch,
meoting the owner on the highway by
nccident, It was near Los Gatos, a fow
! miles from San Jose, and is known, I be-
lieve, an the Quito grove,
Could 1 be in California? 1 recalled a
[ duy in Tuscany, when I sat eating olives
and black bread with a sandaled Italian
| priest, and heard him sing his dreams of
hope, and laugh his satisfaction over the
[ drooping yield of his purple trees.
Somo one has sald that no landscape is
spiritual from which the olive is absent.
I do not know as to that, but the grow-
ing olive to mo seems to have the breath
of heaven on its body just as it had on
that mount where the sermon was
preached more than eighteen centuries
ago.  Quito grove isan Italian reproduc-
tion. All the men employed on it have
been brought from the olive groves near
Florence, L:Id have given a national
¢ ter to thelr present home. The
owner s Mr., Goodrich, a gentle-
man with a passion for olive culture,
He is an castern man, an alumnus
of Yale and a traveler of observation
and taste. s family is living in Flor-
ence, where his children are being edu-
cated, and he has madas his present quar-
ters resemble the Itallan Lmnn of his
wife as much as possible. The servants
and the service are Italian, which is the
one Innguage spoken, and the whole
place has the true Tuscan flavor. Ho is
| improving the olive and, I assume, mak-
ing money in this delicious valley, while
all about him are tidy little ten and
| twenty acre farmsdevoted to the French
prune, the grape and the olive, whose
owners say they realize two and three
hundred dollars an acre. To the visitor
it seems an ideal existence; what its
drudgery may be I do not know, But
this I do know, that the roads of a neigh-
borhood are a fair eriterionof the neigh-
borhood's intelligence and prosperity,
and the roads of SBanta Clara are mag-
nifleent, well and ballgsted, The
L , for instance, a ruu:‘ ave-
nue runuing from San Jose to Santa
Clara, {8 level as a floor and shaded
by trees planted by the miksion
fathers 100 years ago. In the perfection
of its roadways California gives the east
many pointa in the game. “If you are
in Ban Jose next Sunday I will run up
and dine with you at the Vendome,
said a Francisco friend as on a
evening he saw me off for
Del Monte and Monterey, The next Sun-
day [ sat in the covol of the veranda
awaiting the arrival of the noon train,
when my friend quletly bowled into the
court yard on his bieyele. The distance
from Ban Francisco to Ban Jose is fifty
milea He had made it in a trifle over
three hours, so perfect are the roads.

LELAND STANFORD'S MEMORIAL CHAPEL.

Toward dusk he returned, thinking noth-

ing of the spin. It is one of the ordina-

ry Sunday jaunts of the wheelmen, es-

fally during. say February and

h, when the warm spring sun has
nothing enervating in its caress,

Wasn't it Cervantes who said it was
like bidding farewell forever to n travel-
ing companion with whom one has
passed agreeable travel from home? He
is not a friend, yet you seem to love him
like enc, and you will remember Lilm all
through life witha fecling of desire more
lively than you would experience toward
many of those to whom you give the
nnme of friends. And so, with a tinge
of regret 1 bid adicu to the prosperous
city of San Jose, the enchanted gardens
at Del Monte, the marvelsof Menlo Park;
the *“gloricas climate of California,”

Freperice W, Wuire,

|soon be drawn around me by the sight

pass the Cossack, It is true that against
the disciplined armies of Germany these
wild spearmen would be of little use ex-

{ copt as scouts and foragers; but for the

frregular warfare of the enstern deserts
they have no match on the face of the
enrth,

Moat of the men were lving stretched
on the ground after their march, in lazy
enjoyment; for o Cossack’s life has no
medinm—either rushing aoross the step- |
pe like a whirlwind, or snoring in the
dirt like a hog. But a few were still
busy around the fires, and some of them
struck up all at once an old Russian war
song as familiar to my ears as to their
own:

“Soldiers, soldiers, lads of the caar,

Who are your fathers, say

“Our fathers are battles whose fame rings loud,
They are our fathers—they "

“Soldiers, soldlers, lads of the crar
Who are your mothers, say "

“Our mothers are tents standing white on the field,
They are our mothers—they!™

“Soldlers, soldlers, lads of the czar,
Who are your sistdts, say 1"

“Our sintors are sabers whetted to smite,
They are our sisters —they ™

“Boldiers, soldier | tell ine once more
Who am your brides, | pray

“Our brides they are guns well loaded for fght,
They are our brides—aye, they ™

As the song endad, I walked into the
camp quite unnoticed: for, in my soiled
white Russinn forage cap, travel stained
cotton jucket nnd trousers and knee high
boots, I was quite like enough to the
men around e to have passed for one
of themselves in that uncertain light,
But I had no wish to avoid their observa-
tion,

1 sat dpwn on a stone and, taking out
my colorad mp of Central Asia, pre-
tended to be studying it, knowing well
that the Cossacks (who, like most sav-
ages, are as curious as children) would

of this strange object, which, with its
gay colors, queerly printed names and
zzling network of erossed lines, would

n very novei and startling thing to
them.

And so it proved. | suddenly became
aware of a gaunt, sallow, gray mus
tached visage— 90 crisscrossed with saber
scars as tolook just likea railway map—

ring inquisicively over my shoulder,
Rn another und another camoe edging
in beside it, till 1 was hemmed in by a
complete ring of wild figures und grim
faces,

“What's that picture, father?
can’t quite make it out.”

“It's not a picture at all, brothers—it's
a plan that shows me the very way by
which you have come here from Holy
Russia and all the places that you have
passed through.”

And then, seeming not to notice the
looks  of unbelief and meaning gring
with which my hearers received what
they considered to be a most outrageous
lie, I went on:

“Up here, at Orenburg, you passed the
Ural river and then marched eastward
to Orsk, where you crossed the frontier
and turned to the southeast.”

“S0 we did, comrades!” shouted half
a dozen volces ut once.  “He speaks the
truth—so we didl,”

“Then you passed Fort Kara Butak,
crossed the Korn Koum desert and halt-
¢d here and here and here (naming and
describing the various posts, all of which
I knew well).

The Cossacks listened open mouthed
and wide eved to the familiar names,
and the excited clamor was followed by
a silence of utter amazement. Then one
said timidly:

“Father, can you show us the very
place where we are now?”

“To be sure | can, my lad, See, that
black spot is the village yonder; there's
the river, twisting and winding: and
here, just where you see this line, is
your camp.”

There was unother pause of blank be-
wilderment, nnd then the scarred vet-
eran with the gray mustache asked in
nwe stricken whisper:

“But, father, tell me, for the love of

We

heaven, f wo've marched a thousand

|mllw since leaving Holy Russin, how
the devil can it all go into a little sora
\ of paper no bigger than sn Easter cake
Davip KEg,
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