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riches of this great continent. Therei that my heart was not often In my

are no pretty blts of scenery such as
yvou see in other mountains. Here all
ig on the grandest and most terrible
reale. In our ride along the sides of
these walls, Now we pierce them by a
tunnel high up in the air, and higher
atill see another tunnel which we shall
reach later on. We Cross gorges in go-
jng from one tunnel into another ove:
an iron network of a bridge which
looks awfully frail as the Favorita
passes over it. We pierce a wall of
rock. where a river has been turned
aside that it may not interfere with the
road, and by a winding tunnel dash
out Into what it called "The Infernillo™
or hell. It is a slender iron bridge two
miler above the sea, high up between
wnlls of rock. Far down helow you
wee waters rushing. and out of the wal
we have left A great torrent of foaming
water plunges, Before us, at the other
-end of the bridge, there ia another wall
of rock, in which there is a black hole
plerced by the track, and as we look
upward between these walls we see as
through n narrow slit the blue sky of
heaven above this Andean hell.

There are a number of these hanging
bridges on the route. We atopped at
the Veruguas bridge, which spans a
chasm 580 feet long hanging to tunnels
200 feet above the Veruguas river. This
bridge was swept away some tlme ago
and for months both passeéngers and
freight were carried across on a cable,
the little car hanging to the rope
stretched from wall to wall across thia
frightful chasm, At times we saw
tunnels above and below us. The track
goes up its steepest places in a zigzan
route, 80 that at one time we counted
five tracks running almost parailel be-
low us. Almast the whole line waa
blasted out of the mountain rocks, On
many placen along the line the hills are
so steep that men had to be lowered In
ropes over the edges of the precipices
to drlll holes for the powder which
*hlasted away the ledges for the track.
Falling rocks killed some, landslides
swallowed up others and many died ot
taver,

You can Imagine something of a sen-
pation of golng down snch u rond on a
hand car, The reality is wilder and
more exciting than anything you can
conceive, The hand car on which I
rode was of the rudest order. It was
merely a platform five feet long and a
pittle wider than the track. upon four
ordinary ear wheels, On the front part
of the platformm a strin of wood two
jnches thick ang about that wide was
nailed, and at the back was a seat
much like that on a farm wagon, The
geat had a ralling two Inches high and
it was just wide enough for three. The
conductor, a brown-faced Indlan. gat
in the middle, with his hand on a brake
extending down through the center of
the platform. Mr. Sherman and I sat
on the right and left, our feet braced
agalnst the strip on the bed of the car
and our hands on the glde and back
of the meat., holdilng on for dear Ilife
as we rushed down the mountains. Our
only means of stopplng the car was
by the brake, and the danger as we
rushed through the tunnels was not
only that of the car jumping the track
in gelng Around the curves, but also
the possibllity of meeting a donkey or
an Indian coming through. The rocks
im many places are loose, and the
danger of a landslide is such at this
time of the vear that n hand car iz al-
ways sent five minutes ahead of the
regular passenger traln to see that the
road is free. At one time we chased
A cow for gbout a mile and at another
two lamas blocked the track for a
few moments. At times the road
geemed to us to go down at anm angle
of forty-five degrees, and many of the
severest grades were along the edges
of the precipices or where we Beemed to
be clilnging to the walls of rock. I
cannot say that T was not aflrald nor

three miles above the sen.

‘helght of Fugiyama, the snow-capped

throat, but T will say that the exXper-
ience wnas such that, knowing what I
now do, I would take the Journey
again to feel the same exhllarating
sense of pleasure and danger com-
bined.

The sensation of standing on the top
of the Andes was worth having. As
we climbed up and up above CasSapalca
the alr grew colder and rarer. We
rode out of a heavy raln into a dense
spnowstorm. Soon we were In hapnks of
snow. Now the mist and clouds sur-
rounded us 80 that we could not see

twenty feet beyond the car. We rode
through the storm and saw the clouds
sweep down the Andes below us. As
the mist disappear we caught a glimpse
of the country through which we had
been passing and shuddered at the pre- |
clplces over which we had gone. Mount
Meigzs was algo straight above us, and
we stopped the engine a moment in
front of the black mouth of the Galera
tunnel on the very roof of the Bouth|
American continent. Behlnd us all the
waters were flowlng into the Paclific
ocean. On the opposite slde of the
tunnel all of the waters find their way
through the Amazon into the Atiantlc.
The dividing of the waters is, in ract.
within the tunnel liself, and you couldl
readily stand at a certain point in the
Galera tunnel and spit on both oceans
wlthout taking a step (o one slde or
the other. T did not do this, for the
Interlor was as dark as pitch. and I
was too anxlous to see the other side
of the Andes. We went through the
tunnel and stopped the Favorita at the
other side among some of the grandest
scenery of the trip. The mountalns
all about us were capped with’' snow.
Over us towered MountMeiggs, 1,576 feel
high,its top a half a mile above where
we stood. Our altitude was more than
7 We were On
the highest rallroad point in the worid.
Think of it! We were far above the

mountain of Japan, far nearer Lthe
heavens that the top of Mount Blanc
ar any polnt in Europe, a thousand feet
higher than Plke’s Peak or any moun-
tain In Colorado, above Mt. Whitney,
and, In fact, higher than any other
mountain in the United Btates outside
of Alaska. As I looked at the grand-
eur-about me, I felt like the eXpres-
atve, but not the irreverent, cowhboy,
who awoke one morning in the midst
of the Alps. Hia method of showlng
his approbation had always been by a
hurrah, and when he looked up at
snow-capped peaks rising one above
another as far as his eye could reach
he could contaln himself no longer,
and he threw his hat into the alr, and
“Hurrah for God!”

This was how I'felt. I acted far dif-
ferently. My volce wag 80 weak from
the rarity of the alr that I could not
have whistled a dog. At about ten
thousand feet above the #ea conversa-
tlon began to lag in our party. It was
almoat impossible to talk to one anm-
other on the outside platform of the
Favorita, and I found myself agaln and
again weighing my thoughts to decide
whether they were worth the breath
it would take to utter them, All sorts
of exertions took Ltriple strengih to
perform them. I found my boota grow
suddenly heavy, and I changed my
step to that of an old man. At the
eastern end of the Galera tunnel we
stopped amid banks of snow, and Mr.
Sherman and mysell had a snow-hall-
ing Bght away up there in the ¢louds.
It was not an exciting contest, how-
ever., Every thrqw sent our hearts into
our throats, and we had to stop and
pant for breath, When we walked at
alt after this we had to go very slowly
and in ¢limbing up the hills we ¢crawled.
As the day went on the uncomfortable
feeling from the extraordinary height
and our quick jump from the sea to the
tops of the mountains Increased, We

descenede ahout 1,000 feet and stopped
for the night at Casapalca, where there
Is a blg sllver and copper smelter
owned by Backus, Johnson and com-
pany, an enterprisin® firtn which 1
ahall describe in another letter treating
of the mines of Peru. We were re-
ceived here by the vice preaident of the
company, Captain H. Guyer, an Idaho
mining englneer, who made us at home
and put us up for the night. PRefore
we got to the house the Frenchman
and Mr. Pierson were attacked with
soroche, or the mountain slckness, n
disease- common to strangers In high
altitudes, and later on the whole of the
party were more or less affected. My
attack did not come untill mldnight.
I awoke feeling as though the top of
my head was rising into- the alr. I
had a terrible paln in the temples,
cramps in my legs and at the same
time a strong incllnation to vomlt. I
lay on my back all night to glve my
lungs ns full play as possible and hard-
ly slept a wink, I managed to get up
at daybreak. and although there was
a coat on my tongue as thick as the
fur of an Alaska seal, I drank seme
coflfee and by keeping out of doors was
sufficientiy recovered to take my hand-
car ride down the mountains. Mr.
Sherman fared even better than I, but
Secretary Neal sald that between the
amell of the sulphur from the smelt-
ing furnaces and the soroche he
thought he was in hell, and dreamed all
night that a hundred devils were
jancing on his chest, while Mr. Pler-
gon looked as though he had lost all
his friends and said he longed for home.
Captain Guyer told us that almost
every one that comes up the mountuins

is similarly affected, and that some
fared Wiuch worse. A week or 80 ago
Mr. Stunart, the former United States

minister to Paraguay, came up to Ca-
sapalca wlth his wife. The madame
fainted before she could get from the
train to the house and was terribly
sick all night. The minister got alohg
very well till near dinner time, when he
was attacked with vomliting, diarrhoea
and & fainting spell and he was also
sick for the night. The soroche Is com-
men throughout the Andes, and I fear
I shall have more of It before my trip
I8 over., It usually begins at the alti-
tude of 12,000 feet. With some !t does
not last more than a day or so0 and
then pagses off. With others it la very
serjous, The first symptoms are pains
In the head and nausea. Then tcomes
vertigo, dimness of sight and hearing,
fainting fits roilow and blood flown
from the eyes, nose and lips, Those
who have weak lungs are llable to
hemorrhages, and those whose hearts
are weak someéetimes drop dend. It Is
especialy hard on fuli-blooded and
atout people and those addicted to llquor
and high living. Healthy, thin peo-
ple of temeprate habits soon get over
ft, and as I am of that claes, welghing
all told, not more than 100 pounds, I
expect to survive.
FRANK G. CARPENTER.

MARY F. F YOUNG.

The life of the deceased, so full of
happlness and Incident at firat., had a
most palnful and pathetic close. For
years she had been a patlent sufferer,
hoping agalnst hope that she would
once more be restored to her accua-
tomed health and vigor. But thiz was
apparently not to be and with herolc
fortitude she resigned herself to the in-
evitable and patiently awaited the end,
which. as already stated in the
“News,” occurred at her home In this
city on Wednesday, May Ilth, in the
presence of those who were nearest
and dearest to her. Sorrowful as was
her demise, it came as a great relief,
not only to her, but also to her family
and friends, who Knew how greant her
suffering had been.




