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MY ABSENT HOST.

AN RXVERIENCE IN JAMAICA,

Y
P ROLAND WOOLSEY.
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Ny . IS HARD
TP to realize
X ‘l -~y here in

AR Jamaica,
rasting in
the shade
of a gigan-
tic cotton-
wood tree
and sur-
rounded
by the
luxuriant
growth of atropi-
cal forest, with
-the sun pouring
its Lerce rays
through tho tan-
gled under-growth,
reflected in many gor-
goous colors unknown
in more northern
climes, that this is
Christmas Day a8 we know it at home.

The hill on which I am sitting,
a thousand feet or so high, com-
mands 3 magnificont view of Kingston
harbor in which lie iepily at an-
chor the war-ships of various nations,
and merchant craft from all over the
werld, seeking cargoes of coffes, cocoa,
pimento, bananas, oranges, and logwood.
Beyond the red roc” of Port Royal, the
Caribbean &€ .4 with its aumerous reefs
and cays, hugh rocks standing out like
grim sentinels of the narrow passages to
that —hilom hell on earth, the home and
stronghold of the fierce pirates and
bloody buccancers of long ago, through
which not a few gallant ships laden with
pieces-of-eight aud priceiess spoile from
the Spanish Main threadod the tortuous
way ir. the wake of their mercileas cap-
tors,whose deeds have been the subject of
many & thrilling story but of whomn the
worst was never told. Port Royal, once
the ‘‘finesttown inthe WestIndiesand the
richost spot on earth,” now exists merely
as a naval station with a fort and suilor’s
hospital, surrounded by a few miserable
hovels, tatstill the abodo of vice. The
great earthquake of 1692 desiroyed and
almost submerged the town, of whichthe
ruins are still viaiblo under the green
water. Thero is a story told in the Guide
Booke of aman ‘‘whowasswallowed up by
the earthquake and by the providence of
Gad was, by anvother shock, tirown into
the soa and miraculously saved by swim-
ming until & boattook himup. He lived
many years after in great reputation, be-
loved by all who knew him and much
lamented at his death.” I visited his
grave at Greon Bay, so there can be no
question as to the authenticity of the
story.

The hospitality of the Jamaican pianter
is proverbial and during my visit to tte
island I received many marks of kinl-
ness at thoir hauds : but one case in pur-

tioular is, porhaps, worth narrating, being
mthor intereating on account of its no-
volty. :

I had left Kingaton oarly one morning
without vory definite ideas as to my des-
tination or direotion, allowing my pony,
a small wirybeast peculiar to the country,
surc-footed as an ass and eminently
adapted to olimb the steep Lills and en-
durve the intensolveat, to choose the way.
That way led through ** Mona,” one of
the few large sugar ostates still in opera-
tion. Owing to the difliculty in obtain-
ing the continuous labor necessary for
the cultivation of cane coolies are im-
ported by the government from the East
Indies and hived out to planters. They
are of much lighter build than the Ja-
maica negro and cannot match him for
work when he feels like it, but that is not
often.

After fording the Hopo Riyer, a zig-zag
bridle-path makes an abrupt ascent of
the foot-hills of the famous Blue Moun-
tains. A heavy shower of rain, I sup-
posed one of those sudden squalls com-
mon in these latitudes, induced we to
seck shelter under a mango tree, but the
downpour continued and I was soon wet
to the skin, so I determined to push up-
wards, knowing there was no house for
miles behind me and trusting thero
might be one further ahead.

I am at » loss to describe the changing
beauties of scenery developed by each
bend in the path, the lovely colors of the
foliage dripping with crystal, the stately
palms, the waving bamboos, yam plots,
reminding one of Kont hop gardens, the
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mountain side covered with vendure and

gay with the brightest tints, here and
there little waterfalls flowing from the
heart of the mountain through delightful
grottos, laughingly losing itsolf among
tho maidenbair and hartstongue to re-
appear on the face of the Lare rock, pass-
ing again out of sight with a ploasant
gurgling sound on its way to the winding
river below, aparkling in the sunshiny,
gleefully rushing in cascades over its
stoney bed to the ocean ; above, the pur-
ple peaks coyly hiding their heads in the
clouds, inviting the traveler to penotrate
their ether veil.

Upward and still upward I climbed for
an hour or more before seeing any sign
of human habitation, when a sudden
turn brought mie to a negro hut. My
knock wae answered by a black girl], bare-
footed, her petticvats hi‘ched up in the
peculiar style of the women hero and a
colored handkerchief wrapped around
her head. From har I learned that
‘¢ Massa Duncan,” a white planter, lived
about s mile further on. Following her
directions, in due time I reached a
roomy-looking cottage, with roses, honey-
suckle, and jasmine, surrounded by ruins
of stone vuthouses, an old mill, & rum-
still, a dilapidatod-looking well and
other relics of a once prosporous sugar
ostato. But the place seomed desorted.

¢ Massa Duncan rot at home, sar,”
was the news that presently yreoted my
appesrance. This wus a dilemma I was
not prepared for, but I %as wotand I
was hungry, so bidding the darkie lead
my horse under cover, I took the liberty

of inviting myself into **Massa ' Dun-
can’s abode. I was lats in the after-
noon ; the placo was miles away from
everywhere, I was in for it now, Thoro#
waz n dash of adventure about the whole
husiness, so I dotormined to seo it
through.

“Massa” Duncan was apparently a
bachelor ; anyway there were no signs of
anything fominine about, but many evi-
dences to the contrary, so L plucked up
courago, decided to do tho best I knew
how, under the circumstances, and pro-
cecded to make mysolf at homo, comfort-
ing myself with the refloction that if
*“ Massa "’ Duncan did turn up he could
only kick me out. A tour of investigation
discovered some dry clothes which I ap-
propriated, not, indeed, without many
misgivings when I found that the collar
of the shirt was several sizes too large for
me, the trousers somewhat long in the
leg, and tho sleoves of the jacket needed
turning up to prevent them falling ovor
my knuckles. ‘‘Massa” Duncan was a
bigger man than I, that was cortain, and
I trembled in my borrowed slippers.
Still, with a creepy foeling, of course only
the resuit of m y recent soaking, I tempt-
ed fate. It was neck or nothing now and
I concluded T might as well die full as
fasting. Inthelarder were egys, butter,
haw, tea, and other provisions, but the
staff of life was wanting.

“Dars a shop roun’ do corner, sar,”
volunteercd my dusky friend, so I des-
patched him with a shilling and he
mounted & mule and rode away whilo 1
drew a chair out on the piazzs, picked
up the Strand Magazine, lighted my
pipe and watched the sunset. Anything
more beautiful it would be hard to con-
ceive; perched in a little hollow among
the hills, looking down many hundreds
of feet over the gargeous dripping land-
scape, the rich reds and deep greens re-
lieved by the lighter shade of the cane
fields ; this was surely ono of the most
lovely spots on earth.

I contained my doul in patience for
upwards of two hours; it must have
been a very long way around the corner,
but bye and bye thenigger turned up again
with some hnt loaves, steaming from the
oven, and in a few more minutes I was
feasting on tea, goat's milk and fried
oggs, at ‘¢ Massa " Duncan's oxpense. I
think I never enjoyed & meal so much in
my life. Tho rest of the evening I
smoked and meditated with ‘¢ Marcus
Aurclius,’ smiled over **Pickwick” and
read ¢ Farfrom the Maddening Crowd,”
a book I thought eminently in in keeping
with its surroundings.

Me. Montgomery Brandon confided to
me that ho was left in charge during his
mastor's absonca, presumably he took me
for a friend of tho family, a delusion
which I was at no pains to dispel.

**Magsa's bed's ready for ye, sar,” ho
informed me when I had satisfied the
cravings of hunger, and I turned in lator
and alept the slecp of tho just.

Tho sun was shining brightly whon I
awoko the next morning ; my own wet
clotles wore hanging out to dry, so I
resumed my host’'s garmonts, made a

hoarty broakfast of butter, toast, ham

and Bluoe Mountam coffeo and leaving o
card of thanks for ** Massa" Dunecan, my
absont host, I resumed wy journey in

btwm'ch of furthor adventures amony the

hills of this trapical paradise.

Notlce thisto-day. Thisad. maynot appear again
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Who can form tho groatest number of words
from tho lotters in KDUCATION! You can
make twenty or moge words, wo foel rure, and
if you do, you will Rceive a good rowand. Do
not uro nnf’ letter moro timos than it appenrs
in tho word. Uso no Iungun;io excopt Kuglinh,
Words sgollcd allke, but with different mean.
fug, can bo used but once.  Uso any dictionary.
Pronouns, noung, vorby, adverbs, profixes, suf-
fixes, adjoctives, proper nouns allowed, Any.
thing that faalogitimate woerd will be atlowed.
Work it out In this maunor: cducation, date,
dueat, don, duce, ducy, cat, con, cot, at, ate,
ton, it, on, no, otc. Uso those words in your
list. Tho publisher of Wosan's WORLD AND
JENNESS MILLKR MONTHLY will pay $20.00 in
ﬁold to the porson ablo to mako tho largest

at of wonds from tho lottera in tho word KDU-
CATION ; 810.00 fur the sccond ; $3.00 for the
third ; $5.00 for the fourth, and §2.00 cach for the
thirty nextlargest lists. Theabove rewards nre
given free and without consldoration for tho
purposeof attracting attontionto ourhandsome
woman’s magazine, twenty-cight pages. ono
hundred and twoelve long columns, fluoely Hius.
trated, and all original matter, long and short
gtorles b{ tho best authors; price, $1.00 per
rear. It s necessury for you, to onter the con.

st, to send 12 twoc-ent stampr for atthreo
months' trial subscription with your list of
words, and overy person sending the 24 cents
and a list. of twventy words or more i» ﬁunmn-
teod an extra present, by return mal (in addi-
tion to tho wagnzino {of a 192-page hook, *“'I'he
Master of Ballantrae,” by Robert Louis Stoven.
son, & fascinating story of lovo and thrilling
adventure. Satisfaction guarnnteed in overy
caso or moncy refunded. Lists should be gent
at once, and not Iater than April 15, Tho
names and addresses of successful contestants
will bo g)rlntcd in May Issue, published in April,
Our publication has bLeon eatablished nine
yoars. We refor you to anf‘ mercantilo ngcn?'

or standing.  Makoe yourlist now. AddressJ,
g. ‘l"lbl{{\lMER. 0205 Temple Court Building,
N. Y. City.
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Made from euwr
well-known long-fibred
Manilla paper. st
Strong of texture.

Finished in appearance.
Send for sampples,

The E. B. EDDY CO.
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