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AMATTER OF FACT.

The Astounding Experience of Three
: lovrﬁperdﬁ m the Indian Ocean.

BY RUDYARD KIPLING.

And it ye doubt the tale I tell
Bhﬂht‘mngh bthe South Pacific swell;
es

the iching choral hi

‘Who, drowning, nose the long-lost ships
Let down through darkness to their ng.
—The Palms.

Oace a priest, always a priest ; once a
Mason always a Mason ; but once a jour-
nalist, always and forever a journalist.

There were three of us, all newspaper men
the only passengers on a little tramp steam-
er that ran where her owners told her to go.
She had once been in the Bilbao iron ore
business, had been lent to the Spanish Gov-
ernment for service at Manilla, and was end-
ing her days in the Cape Town coolie trade,
with occasionaltrips to Madagascar andeven
as far as England. We found her going to
Southampton in ballast and shipped in her
because the fares were nominal. There was
Keller of an American paper on his way
back to the States from palace executions
in Madagascar ; there was a burly half
Datchman called Zuyland, who owned and
edited a paper up country ; and there was
myself, who had solemnly putaway all jour-
nalism, vowing to forget that I had ever
knowr the difference between an imprint
and a stereo advertisement.

Three minutes after Keller spoke to me,
as the Rathmines cleared Cape Town, I
had forgotten the aloofness that I desired
o feign, and was in a heated discussion on
the immorality of expanding telegrams bes
yond a certain point. Then Zuyland came
out of his state-room, and we were all at
home instantly, because we were men of the
same profession needing no introduction.
We annexed the boat formally, broke open
the passenger’s bathroom door—on the Man-
illa lines the Dons do not wash—cleaned out
the orange peel and cigar ends in the bottom
of the bath, hired a Lascar to shave us
throughout the voyage, and then asked each
others names.

Three ordinary men would have quarreled
through sheer boredom before they reached
Southampton. We, by virtue of our
craft, were anything but ordivary men. A
large ﬂcrcenmge of the tales of the world,
the thirty-nine that can not be told
to ladies and one that can, are common pro-
perty coming of a common stock. We told
them all, asa matter of form, with all their
local and specitic variants which are surpris-
ing. Then came, in the intervals of steady
card play, more personal histories of adven-
ture and things seen and reported, panics
among white folk, when the blind terror ran
from man to man on the Brooklyn bridge,
and the people crushed each other to death
they knew not why ; fires, and faces that
opened and shut their months horribly at
red-hot window frames ; wrecks in frost
and snow, reported from the sleetsheathed
rescue tug at the risk of frost-bite; long
rides after diamond thieves ; skirmishes on
the velt and municipal committees with the
Boers ; glimpses of lazy tangled Cape poli-
tics ; card tales, horse tales, womantales,
by the score and the half hundred ; till the
first mate, who had seen more than all us
put together, but lackel words in which to
clothe his tales, sat open-mouthed far into
the dawn.

When the tales were done we picked up
cards till a curious haud or a chance remark
made one or other of Uissay : ** That reminds
me of a man who—or a business which—"
and the anecdotes would continue while the
Rathmines kicked her way northward
through the warm water.

On the daybreak of one particularly
warm night we three were sitting im-
mediately 1n front of the wheel-house where
an oid Swedish boatswain whoia we call
‘“ Frithiof the Dane” was at the wheel pre-
tending that he could not hear/our stories,
Once or twice Frithiof spun the spokes
curiously, and Keller lifted his head from a
long chair to ask, “What isit? Can’t you
get any steerage way on her 1

“There is a feel in the water,” said
Frithiol, ‘“that I can not understand. I
think that we run downhills or something.
She steers bad this morning,”

Nobody seems to know the laws that
govern the pulse of the big waters. Some-
times even a landsman can tell that the
solid ocean is a-tilt, and that the ship is
working herself up some long, unseen slope ;
and sometimes the captain says, when
neither full steam nor fair wind justify the
length of a day’s run, that the ship is sag-
x.iing downhill ; but how these ups and
downs come &bout has not been settled
authoritatively.

* No, it is a following sea,” said Frithiof
‘“and with a following sea you shall not
get good steerage way.”

The sea was as smooth as a duck-pond,
excep for a regular oily swell. As I looked
over the side to see where it might be fol-
lowing us fro.n, the sun in a perfectly clear

neither crest, comb, nor curl-over to it ¢
nothing but blue water, with little waves
chasing each other about the flanks. 1 saw
it steam t and on a level with the
Rathmines’ bow-plates before the steamer
made up het mind to rise, and I argued that
this would be the last of all voyages for me.
Then we rose for ever and ever and ever,
till 1 heard Keller saying in my ear : *‘The
bowels of the deep, gopd Lord 1” and the
Rathmines stood poised, her screw racing
and drumming on the slope of a hollow that
stretched downward for a half-mile.
We went down that hollow nose uader
for the most part, and the _ni; smelt wet

the air bladder ought to have been forced
out of its mouth, you know.” 5
Keller came up to me, ashy white. He
ut his hand into his pocket, took a cigar,
Eit. it, dropped it, thrust his thumb
into his mouth and mumbled. *‘The giant
berry and the raining frogs ! Gimme a
ﬁ;’ ht—Gimme a light ! Isay, gimmea light.”
A little bead of blood dropped from his

thumb nail.
I the motive, though the man-
ifestation was absurd. “‘Stop, you'll bite
our thumb off,” I said, and Keller laughed
kenly as he picked ug his cigar.
Zuy'hn!; leaning over the port bulwarks,
d self d. He declared later

and muddy like an emp q!
There was a second _hill to climb; I saw
that much ; but the water came aboard and
carried me aft till it jammed me against the
smoking-room door, and before I could
catch breath or clear my eyes again we
were rolling to and fro in torn water with

.the scuppers pouring like eaves in a thun-

derstorm.

““There were three waves,” said Keller ;
““and the stoke-holds flooded.”

The fireman were on deck waiting, ap-
parently, to be dfowned. The engineer came
and dn%‘:d them below, and the crew,
gasping, began to work the clumsy board ot
trade nmf. That showed nothing serious,
and wken I understood that the Rathmines
was really on the water and not beneath it,
I asked what had happened.

“The captain says it was a blow-up un-
der the sea—a volcano,” said Keller.

‘It hasn’t warmed anythieg,” I said. I
was feeling bitterly cold and cold was al-
most unknown in those waters. I went be-
low to change my clothes and when I came
up everything was wiped out in clinging
white fog,

““Are there going to be any more sur-
prises ?” said Keller to the captain.

“I don’t know. Be thankful you'realive,
gentlemen. That’s a-tidal wave thrown up
by a volcano. Probably the bottom of the
sea has been lifted a few feet somcwhere
or other. I can’t quite understand this cold
spell.  Our sea thermometer says the water
is 44 degrees and it should be 68 degrees at
least.”

‘“ It’s abominable,” said Keller, shivering
‘“But hadn’t you better attend to the tog
horn? Ivseems to me that I heard some-
thing.”

‘““‘Heard! Good heavens!” said the cap-
tain from the bridge. *‘I should think you
did.” He pulled the strinf of our fog horn,
which was a weak one. It sputtered and
choked, because the stoke hold was full of
water and the fires were half drowned, and
at last gave out a moan. It was answered
from the fog by one of th: most appalling
steam syrens that I have ever heard. Keller
turned as white as I did, for the fog, the
cold fog, was upon us, and any man may be
forgiven for fearing the death he can not
see.

““ Give her steam there !” said the captain
to the engine-room. ‘‘Steam for the whistle;
ifyou have to go dead slow.” 3

We bellowed again, and the damp dripped
off the awning on the deck as we listened
for the reply. It seemed to be astern this
time, but much nearer than before.

‘‘The Pembroke Castle, by gum !” said
Keller and then, viciously, ** Well, thank
God, we shall sink her, too.”

‘“Tt's a side-wheel steamer,” I whispered.
{‘ Can’y you hear the padiles?”

This time we whistled and roared till the
steam gave out, and the answer nearly
deafened us. There was a sound of frantic
thrashing in the water, apparently about
fifty yards away, and something shot past
in the whiteness that looked as though it
were gray and red.

“‘The Pembroke Castle bottom up,” said
Keller, who, being a journalist, always
sought forexplanations. ** That’s the colors
of a castle liner. We're in for a big thing.”

“The sea is bewitched,” said Frithiof,
from the wheel-house. ‘‘There are two
steamers.”

Another syren sounded on our bow, and
thelittle steamer rolled in the wash of some-
thing that had passed unseen.

“We're eghlently in the middle of a
fleet,” said Kéller, quietly. “‘1f one doesn’t
run us down, the other will. Phew! what
in the world is that?”

I sniffed, for there was a poisonous rank
smell in the cold air—a smell that I had
smelt before,

“Jf I was onland I should say that it was
an alligator. It smellslike musk—the musk
of snakes,” I answered.

“‘Not ten thonsand alligators could make
that smell,” said Zuyland; “I have smelt
them.”

‘“ Bewitched! Bewitched!” said Frithiof.
‘“ The sea she is turned upside down, and
we are walking along the bottom.”

Again the Rathmines rolled in the wash
of some unseen ship, and a silver gray
wave broke over the bow, leaving on the
deck a ghegt of sediment—the gray kroth
of the sea. A sprinkling of the wave fell
on my face, and it was so cold that it
stung as boiling water stings. The dead
and most untouched deep water of the sea
had been heaved to the top by the subma-
rine volcano—the chill still water that kills
all life and 'smells of desolation and empti-
ness. We did not need either the blinding
fog or that indescribable smell of musk to

sky struck the water with its light so
sharply that it seemedas though the sea
should clanglike a burnished gong. The
wake of the screw and the little white
streak cut by the long-line hanging over the |
stern were the dnly marks on the water as’
far as the eye could reach. |
Kelle rolled out his chair and went aft to |
get a pineapple from the ripening stock that |
were hung inside the after awning,
““ Frithiof, the log-line has got tired of
swimming. It's coming heme,” he drawled, |
‘“ What ?”said Frithiof, his voice Jumping
several octaves.
““Coming home,” Keller repeated, lean-
ing over the stern. I ranto his side and
saw the log-line, which till then had been |
drawn tense over the stern railing, slack
and loop. Frithiof called up the spefking- |
tube to the bridge, and the bridge an. |
swered : ““ Yes, nine knots an hour, you old |
\diot.” Then Frithiof spoke again, and the
snswer was, “ What do you want of the |
)kip‘per " and Frithiof bellowed, * Call him |
=y

By this time Zuyland, Keller, and myself
had caught something ot Frithiof’s excite-
ment, for any emction on shipboard is
most contagious. The Captain ran out of
his cabin, spoke to Frithiof, looked at the[
log-line, jumped on the bridge, and in a
ninute we felt the steamer swing round, as
Frithiof turned her.

** Going back to Cape Town ?" said Keller

Frithiof did not answer, but tore awn)‘-
it the wheel. Then he beckoned us three
0 help, and we held the ~heel down till
the Rathmines answered it, and we found
uroelves j'_\rgking into the white of our own
$ate, with the sefll oily seéa tearing past
wir bows, though we were not going more
shaz balf steam ahead.

The Captain stretched out his arm from
he bridge and shouted. A minute later
[ would have given a great deal to have
houted, too, for one-half of the sea seemed
o shaiider itself above the other half, and
:amo o¥ in “be ekape of a hill. There was

make us unhappy—we were shivering with
cold and wretchedness where we stood:

“The hot air on' the cold water makes
this fog,” said the Capt:in; *‘it ought to
clear in a little time.”

‘““Whistle, oh, whistle ! and let’s get out
of it,” said Keller.

The Captain whistled again, and far and
far astern the invisible twin steam syrens
answered us. Their blasting shriek grew
louder, till at last it seemed to tear out of
the fog just above our quarter, and I cow-
ered while the Rathmines plunged bows un-
der on a double swell that crossed.

““No more,” said Frithiof. “It is not
good any more. Let us get away, in the
name of God.”

‘ Now, if a torpedo boat with a Uity of
Paris syren went mad and broke her moor-
ings and hired a friend to help her, it’s
just conceivable that we might be carried
a8 we are now. Otherwise this thing
ig——

The last words died on Keller’s lips, his
eyes began to start from his head and his
jaw fell. Some six or seven feet above the
port bulwarks, framed in tog, and as utterly
unsupported as the full moon, hung a face,
It was not human, and iv certainly was not
animal, for it did not belong to this earth as
known to man. The mouth was open, re-
vealing a ridiculously tiny tongue—as ab-
surd as the tongue of an elephant ; there
were tense wrinkles of white skin at the
angles of the drawn lips, white feelers like
those of a barbel sprung from the lower jaw,
and there was no sign of teeth within the
mouth. But the horror ,of the face lay in
the eyes, for those were sightless—white, in
sockets as white as scraped bone, aud blind.
Yet for all this the face, wrinkled as the
mask of a lion is drawn on Assyrian sculp-
ture, was alive with rageand {errm\ One
long white feeler touched our bulwarks.
Then the face disappeared with the swift-
ness of a blind worm, and the next thing
that I remember is my own voicein my own

that he was ;ot.hinﬁ of the sort.

¢ We've seen it,” he eaid, turning round.
¢ That is it,” !

“ What?” said Keller, chewing the un-
ighted cigar.
hGAs he spoke the fog was blown into
shreds, and we saw the sea, gray with mud,
rolling on every side of us and en:})ty of all
life. %['hen in one spot it bubbled and be-
came like the pot of ointment that the
Bible speaks of. From that wide-ringed
trouble a‘Thing came ng——. ray and red
thing wit: a neck—a Thing that bellowed
and writhed in pain. Frithiof drew in his
‘breath and held it till the red letters of the
ship’s name, woven across his jem{. strag-

ted and opened out as though they had
geen type badly set. Then he said with a
little clutch in his throat, *“Ah me ! It is
blind,” and a murmur of pity went through
us all, for we could see that the
thing on the water was blind and in
pain. Something had gashed and cut
the great sides cruelly and the blood
was spurting out. The gray ooze of the
undermost sea lay in the monstrous wiink-
les of the back and poured away in sluiges,
The blind white head flung back and bat-
tered the wounds, and the body in its tor-
ment rose clear of the red gray waves till
we saw a pair of monstrousshoulders streak-
od with weed and rough with shells, but as
white in the clear spaces as the hairless,
maneless, blind, toothless head. Afterward
came a dot on the horizon and the sound of
a shrill scream, and it was as though a
shuttle shot all across the sea in breath
and a second head and neck tore through
the levels, driving a whispering wall of
water to right and left. The two Things
met—the one untouched and the other in
its-death throe—male and female, we said,
the female, coming to the male. She cir-
cled round him, bellowing, and laid her
neck across the curve ofiis great turtle
back and he disappeared under water
for an instant, but flun, uY again,

runting in agony while Sle blood ran.
8nce the entire head and neck shot clear
of the water and stiffened, and I heard
Keller saying, as if he was watchinga
ing a street accident, ‘‘Give him air ! For
God’s sake ! give him air I” Then the death
struggle began, with crampings and twist-
inge and jerkings of the white bulk te vad
fro. Still our little steamer rolled again,
and each gray wave coated her plates with
the gray slime. The sun was clear, there
was no wind, and we watched—the whole
crew, stokers and all—in wonder and pity,
but chiefly pity. The thing was so helpless
and save i:)r his mate, soalone.. No human
eye should have beheld him; i, was mon-
strous and indecent to exhibit him there in
trade tvaters between atlas degrees of la‘i-
tude. He had been spewed up, mangled
and dying from his rest on the sea floor,
where{e might have lived till the Judgment
Day, and we saw the tides of his life go
from him as an angry tide goes out across
rocks in the teeth of a landw~rd gale. The
mate lay rocking on the water a little dis-
tauce off, bellowing continually, and the
smell came down upon the ship, making us
cough.

At last the battle of life was ended in a
battle of colored sess. We saw the writh-
ing neck fall like a flail, the carcass turn
sideways, showing the glint of a white belly
and the inset of a gigantic hind leg or flap-
per. Then all sank and the sea boiled over
it, while the mate swam round and round,
darting her blind head in every direction,
Though we migh: have feared that one
woulg attack the steamerno power on earth
conld have drawn any one of us from our
places ir. that hour. "We watched, holding
our breaths. The mate paused in her searca,
we could hear the wash beating along her
reared her neck as high as she could
sides, reach, blind and lonely in
all that louneliness of the sea, and
sent one desperate bellow booming across
the swells, as an oyster shell skips across a
pond. Then she made off to the westward,
the sun shining.on the white head and the
wake behind it, till nothing was left to see
buta little pin point of silver on the hori-
zon. We stood on our course again, and the
Rathmines, coated with the sea-sediment
from bow to stern, looked like a ship that
had been made gray with terror

* - - » - »

‘“ We must pool our notes,” was the first
coherent remark from Keller. ‘* We're three
trained journalists —we hold absolutely the
biggest scoop on record. Start fair.”

I objectea to this. Nothing is gained by
collaboration in journalism when all deal
with the same facts, so we went to work,
each according to his own lights. Keller
triple-headed. his aceount, talked about our
‘ gallant captain,” and wound up with an
illusion to American enterprise in that it
was a citizen of Davton, Ohio, that had seen
the sea serpent. This sort of thing would
have discredited the resurrection, mugh
more a mere ses tale. Zuyland took aheavy
column and a half, giving approximate
lengths and breadths and the whole list of
the crew whom he had sworn on oath to
testify to his facts. I wrote three-quarters
of a leaded hurgeois column, roughly speak-
ing, and refrained from putting any jour-

ears, saying gravely to theiainmast. *‘ But

nalese inte it, for reasons that had begun to
appear.

Keller was insolent with joy. He was

oing to cable from' Southampton to a New
ﬁ'ork paper, mail his account to America on
the same day, paralyze London with his
three colvnns of loosely knitted headlines,
and generally efface the earth.

* You'll see how I work a big scoop when
I get it,” he said.

*“Is this"your first visit to England?’ I
asked. .

““Yes,” said he. *‘ Youdon’t seem toap-
preciate the beauty of our scoop. It's pyr-
amidal—the death of the sea-serpent ! Good
heavens alive, man, it’s the biggest thing
ever vouchsafed to a newspaper I’

¢ Curious to think that it will never ap-
pear in any paper, isn’t it ?” I said.

Zuyland was near me, and he nodded
quickly.

““ What do you mean ?” said Keller, * If
you're enough of an unenterprising Bri-
Britisher to throw this thing away, I shan’t.
I thought you were a newspaper man.”

“Iam. That's why Iknow. Don’tslop
over, Keller. Remember I'm seven hundred
years your senior, and what your grand-
children may know five hundred years enca,
Ilearned from my grandfather about five
hundred yearsago. You won’t do it, ba.
cause you can’t,”

This conversation was held in an open sea,
where everything seems possible, some hun-
dred miles from Southampton. We passed
the Needles light at dawn, and the lifting

day showed the stucco villas on the green
the awful orderliness of England—Iline
upon line, wall upon wall, solid stong dock
and monolithic pier, We waited an hourin
the customs shed, and there wasample time
for the effect to soak in. E

*“ Now, Keller, you face the music. The
Havel goes out to-day. Mail in her, and
r uf:“ you to the telegraph office,” I
said. .

" 1 heard Keller gasp as the influence of
the land closed around him, cowing him as

orse un to open country.

*I want to retouch my stuff. Sup
wait till we get to London 7"’ he said.
Zuyland, by the way, had torn up his ac-

} it overboard that

they say Newmarket Heath cows & young
ly | he

MODERN JERUSALEM.

The Population of the Amclent City—Cus
toms of the People.

‘‘ The conservative estimate of the popu
lation of Jerusalem,” says ex-Consul Gil
man, who has just returned, to a Detroit

e¢ Press reporter, *isabout 50,000, of
whom one-half are Jews and the remaimnder
Moslems and Christians, the former being
in the majority. It is impossible to esti-
mate the number, however, as the athering
of statistics is made unlawful by tge koran,
the Mohammedan bible. A co y of that
book is very hard to obtain, u:dp anything
Eublubod concerning it that falls into the

ands of the Turkish governmentis immedi-

count and

ly. .
g ny&hetninxellerbegm to revise his
and every time that he looked at the
little fields, the red villas, and the embank-

remorsely th:ough the slips. He a
to have dyredged the dictionary for

I could find none that he hi
wasa perfectly sound
showed more cards tl
take a 1.

were sufficient

button to a double eagle.”

paper. You have first call there,

leave ’em all to
it home?”

and see the Britishers sit up.”

slushy headline, believe me.”

nothing make any difference in this conntry
old is that farm house ?”

at the most.”
“Um. Fields, too?”’

for about eighty years.”
“‘Labor cheap—eh?”
“Pretty much. Well,
like to trysthe Times, wouldn’t you?”

Cathedral.

sickening.”
“But the Times might,” I began.

clopedia.
"Might!
through the bow-plates of a cruiser.
at that first page!”

You might work your wa;

Lool

frivolous journal.”

1.%s sacred history!”

I showed him a paper which I conceived
would be after his own heart, in that it was
modeled on American lines,

“ That’s homey,” he said ‘‘ bt it’s not
the real thing. Now I should like one of
these fat old Times’ columns. Probably
there'd be a bishop in the office.”

When we reached London Keller disap-

his experiences may have been I can not tell,
but it seems that he invaded the office of an
evening paper at 11:45 a.m. (I told him
English editors were most idle at that hour),
and mentioned my name as that of a wit-
ness to the truth of his story.

** I wasnearly fired out,” he said furiously
at lunch. *‘Assoon as I mentioned you, the
old man said that I was to tell you that
they didn’t want any more of your practical
jokes, and that you knew the hours to call
if you had anything to sell, and that they’d
see you condemneg betore they helped to
puff one of your infernal yarns in advance.
Say, whut record do you hold for truth in
this city, anyway 1”

‘‘ A beauty. You ran upagainst it, that’s
all’ Why don’t you leave bﬁe Knglish papers
alone and cable to New York ? Everyt ing
goes over there.”

‘‘Can’t you see that'’s just why?” he re-
peated.

‘I sawat & long time ago. You don’t in-
tend to cable, then 1’

own mind.

the streets that run becw een the pavements
like channels of grooved and tongued lava,
and the bridges that are made of endurin
stone, through subways floored and sideg
with yard thick concrete, between houses
that are never rebuilt, and by river steps
hewn to the eye from living socks. A black
fog chased us into Westminister Abby, and
standing there in the darkness, I could hear
the wings of the dead centuries circoling
round the head. of Litchfield A Keller, of
Dayton, Ohio, U. S. A., whose mission it
was to make the Britishers sit up.

Hestumbled gasping into the thick gloom,
and the roar of the traffic came to his be-
wildered ears.

‘“ Let's go to the telegraph office and
cable,” I said. ‘* Can’t you hear the New
York papers crying for news of the great
sea serpent, blind, white and smelling of
"musk, stricken to death by a_submarine
volcano, assisted by a loving wife to die in
mid-ocean, as visualized by an independent
American citizen, the breezy, newsy, brainy
newspaper man from Dayton, Ohio? ’Rah
for the Buckeye Stat . Step lively ! Both
gates ! Szzboom - ah !” Keller was a Prince-
ton man, and he seemed to need enco rage-
ment.

‘“ Yon've got me no _your own gronnd,’
said he, tugging at his overcoat pocket.
He pulled out his copy, with the cable
forms—for he had written out his telegram
—aud put them all into my hand, groaning
“Ipass. If I hadn’t come to your cursed
cfmlmtry, if I'd sent it off at Southampton,
if I ®ver get yougwest of the Alle i
ey get y Q : ghanies,
““ Never mind, Keller. It isn't your fault,
It's the fault of your conntry. If you had
been 700 years older you'd have done what
T am going to do.”
‘“ What are you go
‘“Tell it was a Jie.”
““Fiction?” This was the full. blooded
disgust of a journalist for the illegitimate
branch of the profession.
*“ You can tell it what you like,
call it a lie.”
And lie it has become, for truth isa nak-
ed lady, and if by accident she is drawn up
from the bottom of the sea, it behoves a
gentleman either to give her a petticoat or
to turn his face to the wall and vow that he
did not see, ¢

e
Twenty English and American women ar
studying at the University in Leipsic.
““To what do you attribute your longeyi-
ty ?” asked an investigator of a centenarian*
“To the fact that I never died,” was the
conclusive reply. 5

i »
ing to do

I shall

4
ments of the track, the blue pencil plunged
jectives
not. dYet he
ker player and nev
faa wee o]

Aren’t you going to leave him a single bel-
low. Iasked,sympathetically. ‘‘ Remember,
everything goes in the States, from a trouser

‘“ That's just the curse of it,” said Keller
below his breath. * We've played ’em for
suckers so often ‘that when it comes to the
golden truth—1I’d like to try this on Lom}‘o!:
ugh.”
*“ Not in the least. I'm not toucHing the
thing in the papers. Isaall be happy to
you ; but surely you’ll cable
‘“No. Not if I can make the scoop here
““You won’t do it with three columns of
““ I'm beginning to think that, too. Does
he said, looking out of the window. ‘¢ How

“New, It can’t be more than 200 years
““That hedge there must have been clipped

1 suppose you’d

““No,” said KeHer, looking at Winchester
““Might as well try to electrify
a hay-rick. And to think that any New
York paper would take three columns and
ask for more—with illustrations, too! It’s

Keller flung his paper across the carriage,
and it opened in its austere majesty of solid
type—opened with the crackle of an ency-

‘It strikes you that way, does it?” I said.
““Then I'd recommend you to try a light and

““With a thing like this of mine—of ours?

peared in the direction of the Strand. What

“Yes I do,” he answered, in the over
emphatic voice of one does not know his

That afternoon I walked him abroad over

.uli"ll:utmyed'

‘‘ The English Missionary society still ex-
ists in Jerusalem, but makes no Moslem con-
verts, owing to the fact, in great measure,
that a converted Moslem is at once driven
out of the country by the natives. Indeed,
I am better nti.lﬁ«{ that they remain as
they are, for, as a general rule, a proselyted
Christian who has to renounce the koran
usually loses his best characteristics and
goes to the bad,

*“ There are practically three Sabbaths in
Jerusalem—Friday, the Moslem day of wor-
ship, Saturday for the Jews, and Sunday
for the Christians. Practically there is no
Sabbath, for business goes on uninterrupted-
ly every day in the week.

*‘ Jerusalem is growing—toward the north-
Wwest—just as was predicted by the prophets
Jeremiah and Zachariah, The city is sur-
rounded by a wall and to accommodate this
increase in ’frowt-h a new gate has been cuu
through. The old gates were made in the
shape of the letter probably to prevent
the easy entrance b enemies, but the new
gate was cut directly through. It is situa-
ted near the old tower of Goliath.

‘‘ The Americans have a colon by them-
selves, and are very popular witg the high
caste Turks, who visit them in large num-
bers. Probably one reason for this is the
fact that the American ladies are not hid-
den from their sight, as a 3their women.
Tosee and talk to an unveiled American
woman charms them. Some years sgo
number of Americans, mostly from Cm&\gﬁ:
went to live in Jerusalem, believing they
were to see Christ on earth. Their belief is
shattered by this time, I think, for five of
them have died. The visitor to this coun-
try must be exceptionally well read. There
18 80 much to see that a man must be well
versed, especially in bible history, to ade-
quately comprehend it all. The foreign re-
sident cousuls have the best opportunities
for seeing and learning everything there that
the customs allow them to see, A consul is
looked upon as a sort of prince, has the
entre to the highest places, and is heralded
when he comes and goes.

‘‘ Society is unlike our own. Caste is
rigidly the rule. The highest class is com-
posed of effendis, pachasand the oldest fam-
ilies, and the scale graduates down to the

t. There is no color line there, the
negro being given equal privileges with
themselves, and tor that one thing the Mos-
lem laughs at the American.

*“ In dress the natives have not changed
since the time of Abraham. Their methods
of pursuing agriculture are the same also.
The primitive wooden plow isstill used, and
this they guide with cne hand, while with
the other they hold the reins, thus literally
following ont the words in scripture. The
soil is naturally fertile, and with more rain
or some method of irrigation could be made
to yield bountifully. ’Ighe land is very rocky
aleo, and the fertile soil exists only in
patches.”

Their First Partine and What it Meant to
Him. -

They stood in the Union depot. It was
their first good-bye.

““ Good-bye, dearest.”

‘“ Good-bye, love.”

Silence.

He gets a new grip on her hand.

They kiss.

‘“ Good-bye !” she gurgles,

*“ Good-bye !” he murmurs.

! Oh, yes,” she says, backing away, “ I
—I—see that the bird has fresh water every
day”’

‘“ Yes, love I”

‘* See that the door is locked daily and
nightly when you go to the store I”

‘“ Yes, darling !’

‘‘ See that the gas is turned off and the
rooms aired.”

‘“ Always.” i

‘‘ That Mrs. Casey does not use any coal
out of our bin, George, dear ;do not forget
that 77

‘“ Never !”

Silence.

*“ You—you have everything ” he gasps,
looking into her eyes.

“ Yes, love !”

‘“ Everything ?”

‘“ Everything !

They kiss.

“ Good-bye, dearest 1”

‘“ Good-bye , de arcet 1”

}“ Good-bye !”

“ Good-bye !”

““ Good-bye !"”

‘‘ Good-bye !”

They kiss,

They kiss.

They kiss.

He breaks away slowly, - He moves off.

*“ Good-bye !”

““ woodsbye !”

*“ Oh, George,” she gasps as he leaves her
at the round of the gong.

“ Yes, love !”

““ Will you promise, dearest ?”

‘* Anything ! - Everything ! What isit
—dear ¥ :

‘* Oh, 1t was only a fancy. Forgive me !
But do not —do not flirt with the hired girl
while I am gone !”

‘I swear it !”

‘“Yes! Andeay, if there comes along a
hot spell, use the bathtub for a refrigerator
for the canned fruit and the butterand eggs !

—I—Ffguess that that is all ”——

And with. a great cry of pain he.crept
softly out in the lonesome streets, alonein a,
great city.

—~—

Tennyson’s Tribute.

The bridal garland falls upon the bier,

he shadow of a crown that o'er him hung

a8 vanished in the shadow caused by Death ;
So princely, tender, truthful, reverent, pure.
Mourn! That a world-wide Empire mourns
with you,
That all klbn.bhronci are clouded by yourloss,
Were slender solace. Yet be comforted ;
For if this earth be ruled by Perfect Love,
Then, after His brief range of blameless days,
The toll of funcral in an Angel ear
Boumil)s ‘llmppicr than the merriest marriage-

ell.
The face of Death is toward the Sun of Life,
i shadow darkens earth ; his truer name
Is “Onward,” no discordance in the roll,
And march of that Kternal Harmony %
Whereto the worlds beat time, tho' faintly

eard—
Until the great Hereafter mourn in hope.
—[Tennyson.

—_——
Belgium exported last year lS.'iAOO,QOO
worth of firearms to every fighting nation
on the globe. £

The jeweler has drills so small that they
can bore a hole only nne-(honsapdth of an
sch in diameter through a precious stone,

WHAT JORW SBAYS
About the l--uu;g—ol Chinamen Acrest

Uncle Sam",

Sometimes, for reu& wn te
themselves, Toronto Chinamen bscome an-
xious to pay a visit to Uncle 8Bam's terri-
tory. hen luck attends those who make
the attempt to get across the line and they
show up in Buffalo the papers of that city
send up a howl and mﬁ‘upon he policy
across the waterfront jopay a little stricte
attention to business.- Just now uffale
preas is engaged in this periodical cry, be-
cause of the arrival in that city of a few Ce-
lestials from e knows where.

A couple of prominent city Chinamen werq

spoken to on the subject-of smuggling, and
both said that Lheirpl:llow-eountrymn in
Toronto were quite satisfied to remain ix
Canada.

*‘Of course this business is carried on right
along,” said one, “‘and occasionally there ar¢
people caught, but it is five months since
any Toronto Chinamen had that misfortone,
Billy McDowell, of Buffalo, and a man named
Kennedy, conld tell you something about
the business as regards Toronto.”
The reporter asked his Celestial friend
how the smugglers managed to get their con-
traband s across the line without de-
tection. He did not receive a direct answer.
The man interrogated smiled, and intimated
that he could not tell of such things.
*“Is there any possibility of the smuggl-
ers getting across on the ice at Baffalo 1"
asked the reporter.
‘* Have they found out? immediately
asked the Chinaman. He was told that it
Was sup the men must have been taken
across the Niagara river on the ice. His
manner indicated that he was sorry to hear
the news. .
‘“ But ever since that man, a couple of
months ago, got a party of Toronto China-
men to give him some money to take them
across, and then fooled them, there have not
been any parties leave the city that I know
of,” concluded the citizen of the Flowery
Kingdom.

e e
An American Monte Oarlo,

A statement comes from Chicago that a
company has been formed with $10,000,000
capital to establish and carry on a great
gtmblin% establishment on asmall island in
the Pacific.  Most of the stock is said to
have been subscribed in New York ; but
Mr. Gardner 8. Chapin, a business man of
Chicago is also interested, and has made the
following remarks in the course of an inter-
view :—** Just a8 soon as the company can
get the island preparations for fitting it u

will begin. You see there are internation:

differences about this island. It lies about
30 miles off Santa Barbara, in the Pacific.
Between it and the mainland is the island
of Vera Cruz. The island the company has
inview—I forget its Mexican name—is about
four miles long and two miles wide. Both
the United States and Mexico claim it.
When the idea first originated it was
thought that Mexico had perfect control
over it, and negotiations were opcaed to
lease it. Mexico did not hesitate to lease
the land for that purpose, but our Govern-
ment did, and the scheme was hindered by
the United States pressing its claim of own-
ership. We have a lawyer working on the
case at Washington, and I heard the other
day that he had everything fixed. When
we secure the use of the island it will be fit-
ted up with hotelsand palaces for gambling
in the finest style. It will be the Monte
Carlo of the {Inited States. line of
of steamers will be put on to ply between
the island and California ports. The idea
took form when the talk began cf abolish-
ing the European Monte Carlo. People will
gamble, and no doubt there is big money in
this enterprise. Santa Barbara has a new
railway, which brings San Francisco—400
miles away —within a ten hours ride. At
Santa Barbara the Southern Pacific Rail-
way Company is to build a million dollar

hotel near Hope Ranch. It is a great enter-
prise, and will help Southern California’s
future immensely.”

Wise Words.

It is better to sacrifice one’s love of sar-
casm than to indulge it at the expense of a
friend.

A beautiful woman pleases the eye,agood
woman pleases the heart ; one is a jewel,
the other a treasure.

It is always a sign of poverty of mind
where men are ever aiming to appear great,
fd{ethey who are really great never seem to
know it.

Sometimes it is hard to tell whether a
man i8 firm in principle’or sitnply obstinate ;-
but the man himself never expresses any
doubt.

When we are most filled with heavenly
love, and only then, are we ‘best fitted to
bear with human infirmity, tolive above it
and forget its burden.

The art of putting the right men in the
right places is first in the science of govern-
ment ; but that of finding places for the dig
contented is vhe most difficult.

Laziness grows on people; it begins in
cobwebs and ends in iron chains, Themore
business a man has to do the more he is
able to accomplish, for he learns to econ-
omize his time.

————————

Buried Ahvye.

A telegram to Dalziel’s agency from Pari
states that the Petit Parisien hears from
Rouen of a most extraordinary occurrence
at the village of Notre Dame de Boudeville,
where a man named Tougard has beenburied
alive. For a long time past Tougard had
suffered from paralysis, and on Monday
morning he was believed to have died. The
doctor who was sent for, after examinin
him, gave a certificate of death. The buria
took place on the following day. Whilst
the grave was beirg filled up the gravedigger
thought he heard some groans,and imformed
one of the municipal council, who, in pres-
ence of more than 50 people, had the earth
thrown out again. The coffin was found to
to be broken open, and it was evident that
the unfortuuate man had made gigantic
effortsto force his way out before he became
exhausted, and finally succumbed to suffo-
cation. His face showed that he had gone
through fearful suffering. His hands were
clenched, and the skin was rubbed off in
several places. It appears that he was in a
state of coma when supposed to be dead.
The authorities have opened an inqueat.
—

To Remind Him.

She (shortly after the blissful silence that
the delicious affirmative brought about)—
Darling, now that we are engaged, I have
the right to ask you a question, have I
not ?”

He—** Most certainly,”

She—*‘ And you will answer %ruthfully ?”
He—* Of course.”

She —“ What is that string tied round
your finger for, then ?”

He—**Great Heavens! Toremind :ne that
I am already engaged !

““ Who is that across the street 1”
that is a very close friend of mire.”
deed!” ** Yes, he never lendr e ae_at

" Oh'
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