
THE CUMBERLAND REGION.

A RIDG of some twenty miles from the Buffalo Glade, down

the Youghiogheny, brought me to the National road, connecting

the Ohio river with the Potomac, over which, in a coach and

four, I was brought to the town of Cumberland, or city as it

should be called. With the celebrated national road alluded

to, I was disappointed ; for when I remembered the immense

sums of money expended upon it since the year 1806, amount-

ing to more than a million and a half of dollars, I expected to

ride over something particularly fine ; but I found it, for the

most part, rougher than a common road, and in a dilapidated

condition. The public means of conveyance upon it, however,

are numerous and comfortable, and the scenery through which

it runs is quite interesting. With that portion of the scenery,

and the road lying between Frostburg and this town, I was

really delighted. The distatice is only eleven miles, and yet

the descent to Cumberland is some sixteen hundred feet, and

this stage, when coming down, is generally accomplished in one

hour.

Cumberland, in many particulars, is an attractive place. It

stands on the southern bank of the Potomac, and is partly

hemmed in with mountains, while the scenery lying to the

westward is bold and imposing ; that to the eastward is simply

beautiful. Its two principal hotels are spacious and comfort-

able, and its churches commodious and ornamental ; the most

pictur^que being a gothic Episcopal church, occupying the site

of Fort Cumberland, of ante-revolutionary fame. The inhabi-

tants of the town, who now number upwards of six thousand,


