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The trusted servant in the home. It serves in many capacities 
and in every room. So faithful and enlightened in its method that 

Sapolio Service 
has become the standard — indispensable, cleanest housekeeping. 
An economical cleaner for brass, woodwork, marble, dishes, etc. 

CLEANS, SCOURS, POLISHES-WORKS WITHOUT WASTE. 
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M FORTY 
You Begin to Think 

I 

Then you're too old, too 
set in your ways — per
haps too discouraged to 
profit by your experi
ence. 
At A(\ y o u r sa^ary ka s n o t in~ 
l i t ^ \ l creased — your wants 
have. Your working ability 
is no greater —your chances 
of promotion less. 
At A(\ y ° u rea^ze t n a t» by 
i l l T:V doing the same old 
thing year after year, you can 

^ ^ ^ ^ earn your salary but not raise it. 

Better Think Now Than Later 

Now is the time to decide what you want to be at 40. Now 
you are either fencing yourself into a narrow field where you will 
find yourself still at 40, or you are breaking down the barriers and 
providing limitless possibilities for your future. The things you 
can't do, are your barriers. It is easy to overcome them if you are 
ambitious. 

The American School's 
Engineering and Business 

Courses—By Mail— 

have been so carefully and practically planned 
that you can make yourself a master of either 
Engineering or Business by just a little study 
and work during your spare hours. They 
offer you an easy way to strike out the things 
you can't do—to fit yourself for the big things 
and help break down the barriers that will 
confront you at 40. 

Send the "Opportunity Coupon" today. 
This is for you—your opportunity. 

AMERICAN SCHOOL of CORRESPONDENCE 
CHICAGO, U. S. A. 

Opportunity Coupon 
American School of Correspondence: 

Please send me your Bulletin and advise me how I can 
qualify for position marked "X.™ 

.Book-keeper 

.Stenographer 

.Accountant 

.Cost Accountant 

. Systematizer 

.Cert'f"d Public Acc'nt 

.Auditor 

.Business Magager 

.Commercial Law 

. Reclamation Engineer 

. . . Draftsman 

. . .Architect 

. . .Civil Engineer 

. . .Automobile Engineer 

. . .Electrical Engineer 

. . .Mechanical Engineer 

. . .Sanitary Engineer 

...Steam Engineer 

. . .Fire Insurance Eng'r 

. . .College Preparatory 

NAME 

ADDRESS 

OCCUPATION 
Wide World, 6, '10. 
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MENNENS 
% BORATED TALCUM 

TOILET POWDER 
Superior to all other powders in 
softness, smoothness and deli= 
cacy. Protects the skin from 
wind and sun. Prevents chaf= 

ing and skin irritations. 
The most comfort
ing and healing of all 
toilet powders. 

51 

Mennen's 
Borated Talcum 
Toilet Powder 
is as neceesary for 
riother's Baby 
as for Baby's 

Mother.^ 
i t c o n t a i n s n o s t a r c h , T ^ e e 

p o w d e r o r o t h e r i r r i t a n t s 
f o u n d in o r d i n a r y t o i l e t p o w d e r s . 

D e a l e r s m a k e a l a r g e r prof i t b y 
s e l l i n g s u b s t i t u t e s . I n s i s t on H e n n e n ' s . 

S a m p l e b o x for 2c . s t a m p . 

Gerhard Mermen Co., Newark, N. J. 



The "Tool"—The Frying Pan 
and the Flatiron Building 

Hobu a crank with a frying pan and Kitchen 
<stcVe founded the greatest money-matt

ing' industry in the World 

By ARTHUR S. FORD 

DID you ever hear 
of Joseph Asp-
din , of York

sh i r e , E n g l a n d ? I 
thought not—yet, but for 
him and his " Fool No
tions' ' no American City 
with its Flatiron Build
ings or "sky-scrapers" 
could exist. But for him and his historic Fry
ing Pan, every American City would be a col
lection of dwarf buildings surrounded by cracked 
sidewalks, divided by highways knee deep in 
mud in winter and a Sahara of dust in summer. 

But Aspdin did "one thing"—one great thing, 
It brought him little fame and less money, but 
brought untold millions to American investors 
and untold comfort to 
millions of people. 

For Aspdin invented 
Portland Cement. 

His neighbors called 
him a "Crazy Fool." 

That any man should 
waste his time trying to " make stone" in a fry
ing pan over a kitchen stove was proof positive, 
and caused many a jest in the village alehouse. 

But Aspdin kept right on. 
Soon it was whispered that Aspdin had suc

ceeded in making a bluish-looking powder which 
when mixed with a little water would congeal 
into a stone, harder and stronger than any 
stone ever moulded by God or quarried by man. 

He called it " P O R T L A N D " Cement. 
Not because he made it at Portland, England, 

nor because he had ever heard of Portland, 
Maine, or Portland, Oregon, but because it re
sembled and surpassed the finest stone from the 
famous quarries of Portland, England. 

And then the world woke up. 
It has been getting wider awake ever since. 
Now for a few American figures : 

T HINKof a nevt) plant earning $2000 a day 
clear profit from the first day its wheels 

turn, repaying its entire cost the first year. 

Mr. Ford is Secretary and Treasurer of 
People''s Portland Cemept Co., of Sandusky and 
Spokane, and the inside facts he gives of the 
marvelous growth and profits of this giant 
industry show the result of the enormous wave 
of Concrete construction sweeping the country. 

1900—Barrels 
1903 
1904 
1905 
1906 
1907 
1908 " 

per year 

" -
" - -
" i t 

" 
" - -

8,484,020 
22,342,973 

- 26,505,881 
35,246,812 

- 45,610,822 
55,072,612 

- 58,000,000 

In 1880 America 
made and used 42,000 
barrels of P o r t l a n d 
Cement. 

In 1890 it jumped to 
335,000 barrels, and the 
r e s t of t h e story is 
shown in the table here
with. 

Last year the consumption of Cement in 
America is estimated at 60,000,000 barrels, ap
proximating in value the entire production of 
the steel industry of the country. 

I need waste no space telling you of the future. 
There is no village in America so mean but 

that Cement sidewalks and curbing are being 
laid as fast as the material and money can be 

secured. 
No sane man would 

build a house, however 
cheap, without Cement 
sidewalks around, it. 

No Architect would 
project a building of im

portance to-day without figuring on the use of 
a generous amount of Cement and Concrete. 

The Railroads eat up the Cement supply by 
millions of barrels per year. 

Bridge Builders, Street Contractors and 
Farmers recognize Cement and Concrete as the 
perfect and permanent building material. 

Every American whose intelligent gaze can 
pierce a year or two of his country's future re
alizes the meaning of the wave of Concrete con
struction that is sweeping the country. 

And that is why the Portland Cement mills are 
grinding and burning, day in and day out, 24 
hours a day, and the accidental stopping of the 
machinery for an hour is regarded as a disaster 
by the fortunate stockholders who are earning 
profits so large as to be incredible without ex
amination of the facts on the following pages. 
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People's Portland Cement Co. own 
free and clear this magnificent 
plant on the lake a n d rail 
at Sandusky, O. It will 
deliver Cement at lake 
ports cheaper than any 
mil l in the country. 
WHAT WE HAVE DONE 

Over two years ago we saw the 
immense and profitable future for 
Cement manufacture and realized 
the strategic importance of a mod
ern mill of large capacity situated 
on the shore of the great lakes. 

Such a mill with proper railroad connections would be 
in a position to dominate the Cement market of Buffalo, 
Cleveland, Toledo and Detroit and be on equal terms in 
Milwaukee, Chicago and Duluth. 

T h e directors and their friends did N O T make a public 
appeal for funds, but P U T U P T H E I R O W N MONEY* 
and started work on the magnificent plant you see above. 
They bought and paid for their mill site (over 25 acres), 
they bought and paid for their limestone lands (over 
three hundred acres), they bought and paid for the 
steel buildings (containing over 500 tons of steel), and 
they paid for their erection and the installation of rail
road spurs, etc. 

Then came the question of coal, of which a Cement mill 
consumes thousands of tons a year. 

Rather than be at the mercy of others they B O U G H T 
A N D P A I D F O R T H E I R O W N C O A L M I N E (over 
five hundred acres), with millions of tons of coal for the 
cost of mining. All these properties have been deeded to 
the company and you will see they are "WORTH O V E R 
A M I L L I O N D O L L A R S . 

T h e n we turned our attention to the West and found a 
city of 150,000—Spokane, Washington—where Cement is 
retailing for T H R E E D O L L A R S A B A R R E L and 
where there is no Cement mill at present within hundreds 
of miles. W e employed the best chemists and engineers 
to examine the market and locality and secured the hearty 
endorsement of leading Spokane capitalists. We decided 
to duplicate our first plant in the rich and growing ter
ritory and bonded every asset for that purpose. 

T o make these bonds gilt-edge we have made them a 
first mortgage on every asset the company now has or may 
acquire, and because the interest rates in the far West 
are higher than in the East we made 
them S E V E N P E R C E N T 
B O N D S . 

A Few Facts 
Standard Portland Cement Co. earned 

$400,000 in a year. Common Stock given 
as bonus with Bonds paid 9% and sold 
for $125 per share. 

Iola Portland Cement Co. e a r n s 
$100,000 a month. Has paid 32% annual 
dividends. 

Western States Portland Cement Co. 
with three-fifths of plant operating 
earned $150,000 profits within few 
months of starting. 

Wolverine Portland Cement Co. paid 
26% in dividends recently, carrying 
$200,000 to Surplus. 

A Sandusky Portland Cement Co. 
declared 6% on preferred, 12% on 
common. 

International showed 8% for first 5 
jionths' operation of plant. 

Peninsular Portland Cement Co. de
clared 14% for year. 

S t a t e m e n t of A s s e t s 
Building and Plant at Sandusky $ 70,767.00 
Buildings and Machinery at Coal Mine . 35,000.00 
Mill Site and clay lands at S a n d u s k y . . . 15,000.00 
Lime deposits at Sandusky, 310 acres, 

averaging 8.9 feet deep at a valuation 
of 3 cents a barrel 405,000.00 

508 acres coal lands and mineral rights : 
Lower vein based on worth of 5c. per ton 265,500.00' 
Upper vein based on worth of 10c. per ton 474,500.00 
Improvements to be completed, new 

machinery to be installed and working 
capital at Sandusky plant (represented 
by bonds in T r e a s u r y ) . . . . - 220,000.00 

New Mill No. 2, to be built at Spokane, 
Wash., including limestone and shale 
deposits, machinery, quarry equip
ment, railroad sidings, homes for em
ployees and working capital (repre
sented by bonds in Treasury) 450,000.00 

Land for mill site at Spokane, 20 acres 
donated to Company under agreement 
to deliver free title on erection of plant 12,000.00 

Total value of property $1,947,767.00 
Cash on hand and unpaid subscriptions 

as per our books, March I , 1910 . . 66,786.00 
Total Assets $2,014,553.00 
Bills outstanding, as per our books, 

March 1, i g i u 874.00 
Total net assets .$2,013,679.00 

Or over two dollars in assets for every dollar 
of bonded indebtedness. 

Spokane Falls, Source of 
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E S T I M A T E D P R O F I T S 
Profit o n CoaJ 

500 tons of lump coal per day at $ 1 . 3 0 . . . .$650.00 
200 tons of nut, pea and slack per day at 50c. 100 00 
Total .$750.00 
Cost of mining, etc $35000 
Net daily profit on coal $400.00 
N e t yearly profit on coal, 300 days $120,000 

Profit on Mill No. 1 
2,000 barrels of Cement per day, averaging 

40 cents only net profit above fixed 
charges, per day $800.00 

Ne t profit per annum, 300 days, 600,000. 
barrels $240,000 

Profit on Mill No. 2 
2,000 barrels of Cement per day, averaging 

$r .oo per barrel net profit above fixed 
charges, per day $2,000 

Ne t profit per annum, 300 days, 600,000 
barrels „ $6oo,roo 

Total net annual profits $960,000 

Fixed Interes t C h a r g e s . S ink ing 
F u n d , e tc . 

Seven per cent per annum on bond 
issue, $1,000,000 $ 70,000 00 

Sinking fund for redemption of bonds 
per year 50,000.00 

Ten per cent interest on $2,000,000 
common stock 200,000.00 

$320,000.00 
Net annual surplus over and above all 

charges $640,000.00 

People's Portland C e m e n t Co. wi l l 
d u p l i c a t e t h i s plant at 

Spokane, Washington, the 
giant city of the North

west, w h i c h at pres
ent has no Cement 
mil l within hundreds 
of miles of it. 

WHAT WE ASK OF YOU 
W e ask every reader of these 

pages who has $100, $500, $1000 or 
more to join their money to ours 
in this immensely profitable busi
ness. 

Your investment will be secured by assets worth twice 
the entire Bond issue and will draw seven per cent interest. 

I n addition we will give you, if you act quickly, F I F T Y 
P E R C E N T B O N U S I N C O M M O N S T O C K of our 
company. 

Tha t is, if you invest $100 in Bonds you get $50 in stock 
500 250 

1,000 500 
and so on. 

The history of common stock given with bonds of Cement 
companies is scarcely credible without reading the figures 
we can give you. For instance, the common stock of a 
Utah Cement Co. is worth to-day T W E N T Y - F I V E times, 
its par value, and we will give you a dozen other examples 
of what Cement stocks are paying. We have taken four 
pages of this issue to tell our story, because we want to save 
delay in getting our Spokane mill completed. Every day 
we save means $2,000 to the company and that is why we 
are confident that the common stock bonus we offer you 
to-day will pay ten per cent dividend the first year ou r 
Spokane mill runs. 

The directors and their friends have shown their con
viction by subscribing to over three hundred thousand dol
lars of this bond issue and the moment $100,000 additional 
is subscribed this fifty per cent bonus will be withdrawn. 

Read the endorsement of our proposition on the next 
page and send in your subscription A T O N C E . If you want 
further information we will gladly furnish it, and a reserva
tion will be made pending your decision; but of course 
A L L R E S E R V A T I O N S C A R R Y I N G I I F T Y P E R 
C E N T B O N U S W I L L B E C A N C E L E D without 
notice the moment cash subscriptions to the required 
amount are received. » « . , . , ^ ^ 

Ma.iI the Coupon Over 
Leaf a t Once 

The Red Triangle 
Our ^ ^ ? T T - ^ B r a n d 

Cheap Electrical Power 

This is the Brand tha t 
will appear on every sack 
of Cement from our mills, 
both East a n d West. It 
stands for the h i g h e s t 
possible grade of Por t 
land Cement tha t can be 
manufactured. 

Ma.iI
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Earn Why Our Spokane Mill Will 
Two Thousand Dollars a Day 

This documentsums up the extraordinary condition of the 
Cement market in Spokane and vicinity. No other 

state in the union presents such an opportunity 
in any other point in the United States where an 
equal demand exists, 

5th. That the development of our City is BE
ING RETARDED, therefore, by this exorbitant 
price, as well as the difficulty of securing prompt 
delivery, 

Are of the opinion that the speedy erection and 
operation of a Portland Cement mill vn, our vicinity 
is of URGENT IMPORTANCE TO EVERT 
CITIZEN and is one of our most needed industries. 

Now, therefore, being informed that the PEO
PLES PORTLAND CEMENT CO. will have a 
2,000-barrelplant in active operation by August 1, 
1910, we, the undersigned, heartily welcome their en
terprise and INVITE FOR IT THE CORDIAL 
GOOD WILL AND COOPERATION OF 
EVERT CITIZEN. 

THE TRADERS' NATIONAL BANK OF SPOKANE, WASH.; Aaron Kuhn, Pres.; A. F. McLain, Vice-Pres. 
M. OPPENHEIMER, Capitalist, Spokane, Wash. CHAS. H. LARKIN, Heywood-Larkin Co., Spokane, Wash. 
CHAS. P. LUND, Attorney, Spokane, Wash. D. RYRIE, Ham, Yearsley & Byrie, Spokane, Wash. 

J. H. SPEAR, President Washington Lime and Brick Manufacturing Co., Spokane, Wash. 

We, as citizens and business men of tlte City 
of Spokane, Washington, realizing: 

1st. That Spokane ranks SECOND in build
ing growth of all cities in the United States, 

2d. That over 500,000 barrels of Portland Ce
ment was used in Spokane and adjacent territory 
last year, 

3d. That there is NO PORTLAND CE
MENT MILL WITHIN HUNDREDS OF 
MILES OF 0 UR CITT, the bulk of our supply 
being hauled from Kansas, Canada and the Pacific 
Coast, at a cost for freight ranging from $1.00 TO 
$2.10 PER BARREL, 

Jfth. Tliat the cost per barrel is from $2.55 TO 
$3.00 IN CARLOAD LOTS, a price higher than 

Officers a.nd Directors of People's Port land Cement Co. 
R. J. K E L L O G G , Pres ident , 

Supt. of Cons t ruc t ion , 
Cape Girardeau Por t l and Ce 
ment Co. , C a p e Girardeau, Mo. 

L O U I S D U E N N I S C H , Vice-Pres ident , 
Ex-Vice-Pres . , American Bank
ing Co., Sandusky , Ohio. 

C. L. W A G N E R , 
Pres. , W a g n e r Ice & Coal Co., 
Sandusky, Ohio . 

Fill in One of These COUPONS 
IMMEDIATELY 

C H A R L E S P . L U N D , 
At torney-a t -Law, 
Spokane , Wash . 

G. A. H O G U E , 
Rai lway Cont rac tor , 

Toledo, Ohio. 
G. G. B E N N E T T , 

Pres . T o n t o g a n y Bank, San
dusky , Ohio. 

H . J . C O L L I E R , 
Rai l road Contrac tor , 
Cleve land , Ohio . 

C. L . E N G E L S , 
Capi ta l is t , 
Sandusky , Ohio. 

A R T H U R S. F O R D , 
Sec re t a ry and Treasure r . 

P E O P L E ' S P O R T L A N D C E M E N T C O . 
1 4 5 5 G r e a t N o r t h e r n B l d g . , C H I C A G O , I L L . 

S u b s c r i p t i o n C o u p o n • 

• 
N 
i 
I 

I am willing to join you in 
Building your new Mill, in 
accordance with your offer, 
and herewith subscribe for 

I n f o r m a t i o n C o u p o n 
Please send me at once fur

ther information regarding 
your proposition, and in the 
mean time reserve* for me 

Dollars 
worth of your 7% 1st Mort
gage Gold Bonds. It is un
derstood that I am to receive 
as Bonus _ with this subscrip
tion 50% in fully paid, non
assessable Common Stock. 

Dollars 
worth of 7% 1st Mortgage 
Gold Bonds with 50% Bonus 
in fully paid, non-assessable 
Common Stock. 

Name. 

N a m e \ Street. 

Street Address. 

g _*This reservation will ex-
AdJress c - pire when $100,000 worth of 

[J Bonds have been subscribed 
This offer is limited to the m —and in any event 30 days 

first $100,000 suscribed. • from date. 
Wide World, 6, 10 • Wide World ,6, 'io 

What Your Money-
Should Earn 

Allowing for shut-downs of two months 
ea^ch yea.r for repairs a.nd count ing 
300 working d&ys. the c o m p a n y should 
e a r n a. sum sufficient to pa.y a.11 the 
interest c h a r g e s on bonds, establ ish a. 
sinking hind for their redemption, de
preciation of plaint, etc., and still h&ve 
enough m o n e y to pa.y over 20 per cent 
dividends on its c o m m o n stock. 

Figuring on this basis, 
which has been equaled 
and exceeded by other 
plants: 

Each $100 invested at 
the end of ist year should 
show: 
Bond Interest, jj 
Value of Bond, 
Common Stock Int., 
Common Stock Value, 

or $167.00 
for each $ioo invested. 

7.00 
1 0 0 . 0 0 

1 0 . 0 0 
50.00 

Each $500 invested: 
Bond Interest, $ 35-00 
Value of Bond, 500.00 
Common Stock Int. , 50.00 
Common Stock Value, 250.00 

o r $ 8 3 5 . 0 0 
for e a c h $ 5 0 0 i n v e s t e d . 

E a c h $ 1 , 0 0 0 i n v e s t e d : 

Bond Interest, $ 70.00 
Value of Bond, 1,000.00 
Common Stock Int . , 100.00 
Common Stock Value, 500.0a 

or $1,670.00 
for each $ 1,000 invested. 
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The PROCESSION of all the A G E S 
F*asses in s o l e m n review before you as you read 

Ridpath's History th
fe World 

BRANDUNEWH EdRnw„F^TfE ^ V i our hands the entire unsold edition of this monumental work. 
BRAND NEW, down to date, beautifully bound in Half-Morocco. We offer the remaining sets 

At a Great Bargain 
C « , ™ n a m - e * ° U r P r l C e ° ^ y ^ d i r e c t I e t t « « t o t h ° s e sending U S the C o u p o n below. T e a r off t h e 
C o u p o n , w r i t e n a m e a n d a d d r e s s p la in ly , a n d m a i l to u s n o w before y o u forge t it. Dr Ridpath i ! 
dead his work 1S d o n e , b u t his family derive an income from his h i t t e r? , and to p r i n t o ^ C 
b r o a d c a s t , for the sake of more quicMv selling these few sets, would cause g r e a t i n j u r ' t o f u t u r e s a l e s 

TH E H I S T O R Y of all one ages opens before 
you as you read Ridpath 's History. What a 
procession of great men. First is Socrates, the 

famous philosopher and the loftiest genius of the an
cient world; Caesar establishes his name for all t ime 
as the synonym of imperial power; Columbus sails 
the unchartered seas with a mutinous crew and dis
covers a new world; Shakespeare, theinspired pagan, 
writes the poems and plays which have made his 
name immortal; Napoleon tights the Battle of Water
loo and is banished a thousand miles from shore to 
the lonely and barren rocks of St. Helena; Washing
ton four square to all the winds, grave, thoughtful 
and clear-seeing, establishes the greates t republic in 
all the tide of time. Abraham Lincoln is there 
kind, loving and good, the greatest human of all 
time, the gentlest memory of our world; Gladstone 
England 's grand old man, makes constitutional gov
ernment a reality in the empire tha t encircles the 
globe; Bismarck, gruff, overbearing, a giant pugilist 
in the diplomatic ring, consolidates the German 
Empire; McKinley, the mat tyred President, typifies 
the period of peace and good will, which 
.will one day prevail through all the world; 
while a t .the head of the procession is our own 
Theodore Roosevelt, robust , honest, tremendously in 
earnest, the foremost man of his time. Ridpathgives 
the life history of every g iea t character and covers 
every race, every nation, every t ime, holding you 
spellbound by his wonderful eloquence. Nothing 
more interesting, instructive and inspiring has ever 
been wri t ten by man . 

WESTERN NEWSPAPER ASSOCIATION, Chicago, III. 

F B E K 
COUPON 

W e w i l l m a i l f r e e a b e a u t i f u l 
4 6 = p a g e b o o k l e t o n h i s t o r y t o 
e v e r y r e a d e r w h o m a i l s u s t h e 

c o u p o n b e l o w . T h i s b o o k c o n t a i n s D r . R i d -
p a t h s R a c e C h a r t i n c o l o r s , t r a c i n g - a l l r a c e s 
of m a n k i n d b a c k t o t h e p a r e n t s t o c k ; a r a r e 
c h r o n o l o g i c a l c h a r t , t h e b e s t m a p o f t h 
P a n a m a C a n a l e v e r p r i n t e d , a l a r g e m a p of 
C h i n a a n d J a p a n , t w o b e a u t i f u l d u o t o n e 
r e p r o d u c t i o n s of g r e a t p a i n t i n g s s h o w 
i n g " N a p o l e o n B e f o r e t h e S p h i n x i n 
S g T p t " a n d " Q u e e n E l i z a b e t h 
S i g n i n g t h e E x e c u t i o n W a r r a n t 
M a r y S t u a r t , " t o g e t h e r w i t h p * 
t r a i t s o f S o c r a t e s , C a e s a r , A / WESTERN 
N a p o l e o n , S h a k e s p e a r e a n d /Ljf NEWSPAPER 
R o o s e v e l t a n d o t h e r g r e a t / & / ASSOCIATION, 
c h a r a c t e r s i n h i s t o r y f a l s o / X * ' a n / n l ^ P ' S * 
s p e c i m e n p a g e s f r o m / © / a l S S S T . * " 
t h e H i s t o r y , g iv ino - / O / . , 

1- , 7 . & v l t J S f f Please ma l, without ro<it 
s o m e s l i g h t i d e a of X v X t0 '»«• *<>-v^ b»oi <lt.£»-
t h e w o n d e r f u l l y J ^ ^ ^ Z ^ ^ * * 
b e a u t i f u l s t y l e X X h l s f a , n o u s ' , R a c e C W M . I c o i -
i n w h i c h t h e ^ ' X p ° ! ! ' J ^ R ° f 5 h i " a and japan 
w o r k i s w r i t 
t e n . 
S e n d 
C o u p o n 
To= 

Panama Canal, "etc.,~and"'wi 
r<t>y full particulars of your soeri-,1 r,(T,iv 

' to Wide World M a f f a z l n e r e \ d e r s . 

fame. 
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N O T E : Mention of T H E W I D E WOULD MAGAZINE ins5rirS5£Uin~£tt£nTIHn~"fF 
om advertisers. 



THE WIDE WO RED MAGAZINE 

The Library of L~n GRAPHIC 
ILLUSTRATIONS 

Valuable Knowledge 

SOMETHING NEW ^ P ™ ™ o u s 

A new world of knowledge is t h r o w n 
open to y o u . You will not only have 

evening after evening of entertainment, but 

will unconsciously absorb just tha t knowl

edge which most stimulates.your imagination 

and quickens your powers of observation, the 

two faculties to which all great men and 

women owe their success. 

' These are new, up-to-date, copyrighted 

books and of vital interest to the scholar, 

the wide-awake man or woman, or the am

bitious youth. 

A Royal Road to Knowledge 
k The books reveal, in a most entertaining story style 
^ ^ the hidden mysteries, the wonders and the ro-

^W mance in the world around you; they give you 
^ ^ ^ the marvelous record of Man's conquest over 

^ ^ ^ ^ Nature and his progress. When we tell you 
wiw^^c^^k your favorite novel will be dull by compari-
6-'10 ^ ^ f > ^ son and that great scientists and leading 
University^V^^V. hction writers alike acknowledge this 
Society, ^V^r^W. library superior to any other in en-
4t E. 2Sd street ,^tf^V tertainment and instruction, we are 

Newirork. \ A giving you only a faint idea of 
Plerse send me on ^ . t - ^ k •* " 1 i • 

APPROVAL, charges ^ o x . l t s v a l u e a n c l importance. 
prepaid, a set. ot THE LI- ^ k ^ V . n *-. L 

RKARY OF VALUABLE ^ . ' J V Profit by our Introductory Offer 
KNOW LEDGE, twenty - live ^ ^ ^ V K you will s,gn and return us the coupon 
beautiful volume, bound in bait ^ . ' ^ ^ TO-DAY, we will send vou tbese twentv-
leatber. If satisfactory I agree " ^ ^ / V five magnificent half-leather volumes 
to pay you $1.00 promptly, and $2.00 ^ V X . « our'ezpense. If satisfactory, keep 
a mouth thereafter for eleven months, ^ / - ^ ^ k tbem aud s i 
,f not satisfactory I will notify you. " V - ^ ^ ^ | the low intro'duc-

X ^ V ^ W '"'"' , l r i o e i n 

Name V . " ^ V . „ m o n t h l y pay-
^ • ? ^ ^ ments; otherwise notify 

^ k . ** ̂ W us, and we will arrange 
„, , ^ k ^ k for their return at our 
StT,et ^ ^ ^ ^ expense. 

^W ^W Delivered 
City and State X . X . P a i d * 

25 Profitable Volumes: 
1. The Storv of the Stars 
2. The Story of the Solar System 
3. The Story of the Eclipses 
4. The Story of the Earth 
5. The Story of the Earth's Atmosphere 
6. The Story of Germ Life 
7. The Story of the Plants 
8. The Story of Life in the Seas 
9. The Story of Animal Life 

10. The Story of the Living Machine 
11. The Story of a Piece of Coal 
12. The Story of a Grain of Wheat 
13. The Story of the Cotton Plant 
14. The Story of Primitive Man 
15. The Story of Extinct Civilizations of the 

West 
16. The Story of Extinct Civilizations of the 

East 
17. The Story of the Alphabet 
18. The Story of Geographical Discovery 
19. The Story of the Art of Building 
20. The Story of Music 
21. The Story of Books 
22. The Story of Photography 
23. The Story of Electricity 
24. The Story of Rapid Transit 
25. The Story of the Mind 

Bound in rich half-leather, dark blue leather 
backs and linen buckram sides, head-bands and 
gold backs. Every detail of manufact re will suit 
the most exacting. Each vol. (7% x Z%) has a 
complete index. 

A mere glance at the authors named be
low will suffice to convince you of the wealth 
of learning at your service. 

Geo. F. Chambers, F R.A.S.; Prof. H. G.Seelev, 
F.R.S.; Douglas Archibald, F.R.M.S.; Prof. H. 
W. Conn; Grant Allen; Prof. S. J. Hickson; B. 
Lindsay; Edw. A. Martin, F.G.S.; Hon. W C. 
Edgar; Frederick Wilkinson, F.G.S.; Edward 
Clodd, F.L.S.; Robert Anderson, M.A., F.A.S.; 
Jos. Jacobs; P. L. Waterhouse, R.I.B.A.; F. J. 
Crowest; G. B. Rawlings; A. T. Story; John 
Munro, C.E.; Beckles Wilson; Jas. M. Baldwin, 
P.L.D., LL.D., Dr. Sc. 

With introduction by William T. Harris, A.M., 
LL.D., late U. S. Commissioner of Education, 
Washington, D. C. 

THE UNIVERSITY SOCIETY 
44-60 East 23d Street - - New York 

NOTE: Mention of T H E W I D E WORLD MAGAZINE insures special attention from advertisers. 



IW 'dlif 

ijWOMk 

ALL 
Ml 

Vol.l? 

j|r The only Work of Its Kind 
In the History of Literature 

HERE'S an interesting and splendidly illustrated set of 
books that should be owned by every man or woman 

who likes to study human nature. It is the only standard 
work that describes the women of all races and nations. In 
its pages you may read how the women of China, or Samoa, 
or India, or Sweden live—how they keep house—how they 
marry—how they treat their husbands—and the vast col
lection of photographs reproduced in these volumes will 
show you how they look. 

Curious forms of courtship are described; the psycholog
ical characteristics of women are discussed; the toilettes of 
women are depicted, and the fashions range from the laces 

and frills of the Parisienne down to the scanty skirt of the Fijian belle. 
This is a standard, authoritative work, written by such men as Prof. O. T. Mason, 

of the Smithsonian Institution ; Dr. Grunberg, of the Berlin Museum; Mr. Archibald 
Colquhoun, the famous traveler—but it is as interesting and readable as a story book. 

A Magnificent Gallery of Women of All Lands. A History of Woman. 
A Thrilling Library of Travel. Customs of Marriage and LoYe=Making 

The "WOMEN OP ALL NATIONS" is printed on sumptuous, fine surface 
paper, and is bound in handsome half-leather bindings. The volumes are 
large quarto. The work is superbly illustrated with hundreds of photo
graphs never before used. These photographs were brought from every 
part of the world for this purpose. Among the pictures is a series of 
magnificent plates in color. 

I#* .* f* / \ / \ ^n^ s superb work has been brought out by 
^ k I J I I I I Cassell & Company, the London and New 
*T A « • W York Publishers, after several years of 

preparation. A limited edition has been allotted for 
American distribution. The price of the two vol

umes is $12.00. Order direct from the publisher, 
and order now—to be sure of a set. Address, 

"The 

Most 

Fascinating 

Book in Print' 

Cassell & Company 
Established 1813 

4 3 - 4 5 East 19th Street 
N E W Y O R K 

WiW. 
June '10 
Sets at 
$12.00 

These sets 
at $12.00 are 

an unusual bar
gain for connois

seurs who appreci
ate fine printing and 

illustrating. The work 
is not only unique in 

the literary sense, but also 
as a beautiful example of 

the printing art. 
Send check, money-order, bank 

draft for $12.00 with your order. 
The books will be forwarded to you 

at once, all delivery charges paid. 

Name. 

Address 
Gassell Publications have been Standard for Sixty Tears. 



A Happy 
Marriage 

Depends largely on a knowledge 
of the whole truth about self and 
lex and their relation to life and 
ealth. This knowledge does not 

come intelligently of itself, nor cor
rectly front ordinary everydaysources 

SEXOLOGY 
{Illustrated) 

By William H. Walling, A.M., ilf.Z>.,imparts in a clear, 
wholesome way, in one volume: 

Knowledge a Young Man Should Hare. 
Knowledge a Young Husband Should Hare. 
Knowledge a Father Should Have. 
Knowledge a Father should Impart to His Sen. 
Medical Knowledge a Husband Should Have. 

Knowledge a Young Woman Should Have. 
Knowledge a Young Wife Should Have. 
Knowledge a Mother Should Have. 
Knowledge a Mother Should Impart to Her Daughter. 
Medical Knowledge a Wife Should Have. 

A l l i n o n e v o l u m e . I l l u s t r a t e d , !$2 p o s t p a i d . 
Write for '{ Other People's Opinions " and Table of Contents. 

PURITAN PUB. CO., 729 Perry Bldg., PHILA., PA. 

SECURE 
A CIVIL 

SERVICE 
POSITION 

Good pay—steady work, be
cause you're in the employ 
of the TJ. S. Government. 

Our free Civil Service book 
tells how we can fit row to pass 
the examination for a Post 
Office or other Government po
sition. Write for it at once. 

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS, 
, Box 817C, Scrnnton, Pa. 

& M E I U C & N 
PHOTOGRAPHY 
We can furnish our subscribers 
with something which every 
photographer must own sooner 
or later and save them from 

30 PER CENT 
on the purchase. If this saving 
is any inducement to you 
WRITE NOW for a free sam
ple copy and our proposition. 

AMERICAN PHOTOGRAPHY 
1192 Beacon Building BOSTON, MASS. 

r ~x 

V 

F I S H I N G 
How, When, Where—What lo Take 

Illustrated book 128 pages. Tells how to fly cast ; how to bait 
castf hints on fly fishing, hints on bait casting; fishermen's 
knots f special articles on game fish and their history j list of 
fishing resorts; also copy of this month's NATIONAL 
SPORTSMAN, special FISHING number \ both to any address 
for 10 cents, stamps or coin. 

NATIONAL SPORTSMAN, Inc., 80 Federal St., Boston, Mass. J 
NOTE: Mention of THE WIDE WORLD MAGAZINE insures special attention from advertisers. 



ALL ABOUT WILD ANIMALS 

E R N E S T T H O M P S O N - S E T O N ' S I N T R O D U C T I O N 
E n d o r s e s t h i s w o r k a s t h e g r e a t e s t of i t s k i n d e v e r w r i t t e n — o n e t h a t 
s h o u l d be i n e v e r y p u b l i c a n d p r i v a t e l i b r a r y — o n e t h a t is a s i n t e r e s t i n g 
a s a n o v e l a n d y e t a s a c c u r a t e a s e v e r y scientif ic w o r k s h o u l d b e . 

N o t a d u l l p a g e i n a l l t h e 6 v o l u m e s ! O p e n i t a n y w h e r e — t h e e y e is 
a r r e s t e d w i t h t h e b e a u t i f u l ( a n d t r u t h f u l ) p i c t u r e s of a n i m a l l ife a n d t h e 
m i n d fo l lows w i t h d e l i g h t t h e s t o r i e s t h a t te l l of t h e h a b i t s , t h e w o n d e r 
ful i n s t i n c t s , t h e l o v e s a n d t h e h a t e s , t h e r i va l r i e s , t h e b a t t l e s for l ife of 
a l l t h e a n i m a l s t h a t s w i m , c r a w l , r u n or fly o n t h i s e a r t h of o u r s . A n d 
w h a t s t o r i e s ! E v e r y n o w a n d t h e n y o u m e e t w i t h o n e so ful l of t h e pa 
thos , t h e b e a u t y or t h e t r a g e d y of l i fe t h a t y o u s t o p a n d s a y : " H o w 
h u m a n al l t h i s i s . M 

B E A U T I F U L L Y I L L U S T R A T E D 
The volumes include about 2200 pictures—quarter-page, half-page and full-

page engravings and 72 color-plate inserts, reproducing faithfully the natural colors 
of the animals. The execution of this valuable feature of the work was entrusted 
to noted artists. The color plates are from originals by famous painters who have de
voted their lives to animal portrai ture. The illustrations would alone make the library 
valuable as an educative influence in all homes where there are growing children, to 
whom the strange creatures of earth, air and water, will prove an endless delight . 

VttuqK&Bit-

All About Wild Animals 
P r o f e s s o r L y d e k k e r , t h e g r e a t n a t u r a l i s t , h a s 

w r i t t e n a N a t u r a l H i s t o r y w h i c h t a k e s r a n k a s 
t h e v e r y 1 i g ' i e s t a u t h o r i t y . I t t e l l s t h e t r u e l ife-
s to r i es of a l l t h e a n i m a l s of e a r t h , s ea a n d 
6ky. How they make their homes, how they care 
for their young, their wonderful intelligence, their 
battle for existence—a> myriad of interesting mat
ters surprise and delight you on every page. And 
the stories are told in such simple, picturesque lan
guage that even young children can enjoy them. 

No Novel More Entertaining 
The life-history and habi ts of all the familiar or 

strange and rare inhabitants of the animal kingdom 
are recounted with such fullness, clearness and sym
pathy as enchain the attention and feed the imagina
tion. I n point of interest, no novel or collection of 
novels is superior to this great Library of Nature-
Lore. There is not one of its 3,000 and more pages 
tha t does not contain something to kindle interest 
and arouse wonder. The infinite, throbbing life of 
the planet is unfolded by pen and picture with great 
force and vividness. The place it will occupy 
in your library will be the oftenest visited by the 
youni, and old of your family. 

The Riverside Publishing- Company 
C H I C A G O B a H U H H a 

Here Is Our Bargain Offer 
Wehave a limited number of sets of this l ibrary which 

we aredisposingof at a special price and on very easy 
terms. Simply fill out and send to us the attached for 
of request for inspection. We will then send you the 
comptete library for you to examine leisurely and 
thoroughly in your home. Read, test and 
judge for yourself. 

If the l ibrary pleases you, then send us $1 as 
first payment and $2 a month thereafter for M 
15 months until our special low price o£ $31 /J?/ The 
is paid. /^Riverside 

If the books, after full examination X ^ P u b l l s h l n j r 
do not thoroughly satisfy you—just S-Sf Company, 
drop us a line and we will send you /&73Hrfl<'Sie B1*:» 
shipping instructions for the return / ^W tmcago, ill. 
of the library to us at our expense. /&X„ PIease ship me 

m 

No Risk 
A request for inspection 

does not put you under 
obligation of any kind— 
it is precisely like ask
ing a clerk to show you 
a book in a book
store. 

We take all the 
risk and guaran
tee satisfaction 
in every way. / £ 

Mail Con- ^ N A M E 

p o n 
Now. 

approval one set of 
l.Tdekkci's K n t n r n I 

History in Half Morocco 
binding. If, after IO days' 

nation, I am entirely 
satisfied, I will send yon $1 ns 

first payment lind $2 per month 
thereafter for 15 monllis, until 

ipccinl price of $.11 is paid. 
If the set is not satisfactory in every 

way, I will notify you within io days 
d return to you at your expense on re

ceiving shipping instructions from you, as 
offered to Wide World readers. 

^OCCUPATION. 
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Edison Breaks Silence 
The world has long waited for a direct message from Thomas A. Edison. It is his rule 

not to write for publication. He has broken it this once and the lucky medium to receive his 
priceless communication is Popular Electricity, in the June issue of which will appear the great 
inventor's thrillingly interesting forecast of the future— 

"The To-Horrows of Electricity and Invention" 
It is the topic nearest to his own neart and the very one which every reader would choose 

to have Edison discourse on. With characteristic modesty he expresses in this article his belief 
that his work and that of other pioneers of the "Electric Age" are but "gropings" in the realm 
of scientific discovery. Every thinking person will read with keen delight Edison's visions of 
the scientific triumphs of the next 50 years as he describes them in 

J u n e "Popular Electricity" Ma A 1
1 VS t a n d s 

Or sent from 1 
for a year 's 
monthly that -
world- Receive the magazine for a year and your 

C h o i c e o f T h e s e T h r e e P r e m i u m s 
POPULAR 

Mmmmt IM PLAIN fNjGi.U HtftllSH' 

Electric Engine. 
Not a toy. A perfect little 

engine, fourtimes sizeof cut. 
Runs 1,000 revolutions a 
minute on dry battery. 
Amusing and interesting. 
Free to new subscribers. 

Electrical Pocket 
Dictionary 

Indispensable to the 

student of electricity. 

Defines thousands of elec

trical te rms. Free with 

one year ' s subscription to 

"Popular Electr ici ty." 

Electric Pocket 
Flash I^ight 

Five times size of cut. 
Charged with 1,000 flashes. 
Handiest light ever devised. 
No danger of fire. Free 
with one year's subscription. 

Send $1 .00 to-day (Canada, * 1 . 3 5 ; F o r e i g n »1.50) 
for subscr ip t ion and t h e p r e m i u m you select . 

Popular Electricity Magazine, 1846 MV&lZtBlock' 

The Home 
Encyclopedia 

HOME ENCYCLOPEDIA 
O F HYGIENE A N D M E D I C I N E 

E d i t e d b y a n A m e r i c a n P h y s i c i a n , a G r a d u a t e of t h e b e s t N e w Y o r k , P a r i s a n d L o n d o n M e d i c a l S c h o o l s 
A Complete A B C of Domestic Medicine and Surgery 

Complete in 197 pages, will be found invaluable in every household 
as a work of reference, while to those located at a distance 
from the family physician it is quite indispensable, treats of the 
ailments to which human flesh is heir, and gives in cases of 
emergency sound advice that may be quickly and safely acted 
upon while waiting for the doctor. 

The Home Encyclopedia is tabulated in alphabetical form, and provides the means for 
instant reference. It is written in plain every-day English and will save its cost many times 
over in one year. It is returnable within 5 days for full purchase price. 

Every family should have a copy. In Paper Cover, by mail, Price, $1.00 
L. MOULIS, Publ i sher , - - 1 0 3 J o h n Street , N e w York , N. Y. 

T H E TALI E S E N M O R G A N SCHOOL O F MUSIC 
Correspondence Course In Theory, Harmony an\d Sight Reading 

Experience of over 10 Years in teaching thousands of students enables us to make statements of interest to 
all lovers of music, young and o ld-beginners or advanced students. s tatements ot interest to 
j ^ T h r e e or four hours per week spent in the study of our simplified course in theorv and harmotrir will pnahV a 

vocal or instrumental student to Read and Transpose music at s ight . Theory and harmony will enable a 
^"t Ihed8?arne°timae t. t e r W h e r 6 ^ " ^ ^ °T ̂ ^ ^ " ^ ** h ° m e d U r i n g t h e d a ? o r a t n i S h t ™ h e n y ° u h a v e 

'We teach those who don't know anything about music as well 
as those who do. 

usic and its construction is made so simple and interesting 
that the study is a delight. We have children doing wonderful 
work. 

J^""The simple methods taught make the course invaluable to music 
teachers—as well as being an authori ty to refer to. 

Reputable musicians endorse our course and assert that the 
study of same would save one to two years ' time as well as 
money in acquiring a musical education. 
Cost within the reach of all. 
Upon request booklet entitled " A Musical Education. What 

Does It Mean?" will be mailed free of charge 
WRITE AT ONCE. 

B. C. C H E E K 

TALI ESEN MORGAN SCHOOL OF MUSIC 
W. W. 1947 Broadway, New York City 

Please send booklet en t i t led" A Musical Edu
cation. What Does I t Mean ?" 

N A M E . 

ADDRESS 

Please write name and address carefully. 
Send this coupon with request for book?et. 



Webster's New $8.50 Imperial Dictionary FREE with every order! 
L A T E S T — G R E A T E S T — C H E A P E S T 

Magnificent 1910 Edition—Fresh from the Press—of the 

New Americanized Encyclopedia 
The most comprehensive, authoritative, up-to-date Encyclopedia in the world. 

TREMENDOUS PRICE REDUCTION—AN OVERWHELMING BARGAIN 
Extraordinary half price offer. Yon save 50% by ordering now. 

The highest possible value. The lowest possible price. 

$ 1 .OO SECURES THE SET. Sent FREE for Examination. 
T h e Most Stupendous Free Trial Offer Ever Known in the World of Books 

Other books may be DESIRABLE—the Encyclopedia is INDISPENSABLE. It solves all problems; answers all 
questions; settles all disputes. Other books trace one arc of the great circle of knowledge; the Encyclopedia sweeps 
the whole circumference. These fifteen massive volumes, with their 10,000 double column pages, their superb 
maps, their hundreds of illustrations, form in themselves a colossal library. I t represents the perfection of critical 
scholarship, the cream of the world's literatures, the sum and essence of human thought and endeavor. I t includes 
every phase of discovery, invention, experience and belief. I t describes the countless wonders of the earth, 
the teeming myriads of the sea, the star-sown spaces of the sky. I t covers all epochs of literature, all forms of 
government, all systems of religion. It reveals all that the world has suffered and dreamed and hoped and DONE 
from the beginning of time. All gallant deeds and stirring scenes, all victories of brain or brawn, all marvels of 
science and invention, all the glorious achievements that have made history luminous and civilization possible are 
found in the 10,000 pages of these splendid volumes. Can YOU afford to do without it ? 

I f c M a f ^ r i l o c c A l i t hr»*"if v The most brilliant t i n k e r s of the century are enrolled as its contributors. I ts writers 
115 lVl<M.Cniei>:> ^ . U l l i o r i i y . m c l u d e s u c h men of world-wide fame as Matthew Arnold, James Bryce, John 
Morley, Andrew Lang:, St. George Mivart, Canon Farrar, Edmund Oosse, Tohn Stuart Blackie, Leslie Stephen, Edward 
Freeman, Lord Kelvin, Robertson Smith, Sir Norman Lockyer, Thorold Rogers, Saintsbury, Swinburne, Simon New-
comb, John Fiske, Cardinal Gibbons, John Bach McMajter, Admiral Melville, Thomas B. Reed, Carroll Wr igh t ; 
and these with hundreds of others equally famous give it an authority so overwhelming that it reigns without a rival in 
the realms of scholarship. 

I n c o m p a r a b l y U p T o D a t e . <")ur 1 9 1 0 - Edition is fresh from the i>ress and contains events as 

nights of the Wrights and Zeppelin. 

Special Half-Price Offer. 

recent as the election of President Taft, and the latest airship 

* 
# 

half-morocco at $46. Moreover, with every order we will send absolutely F R E E Webster's Huge ^ 
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" T H E OLD BEAR STOOD RIGHT OVER HIM. 

(SEE PAGE 108) 

A 
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B Y A L F R E D E. B E N N E T T . 

The story of a sea-captain's meeting with an infuriated she-bear and his subsequent battle for 

life in the Alaskan wilderness—an amazing record of human endurance. 

N the morning of August 7th, 
1908, Captain William H. Royden, 
of the schooner Wabash, finding 
his larder almost empty of fresh 
meat, went ashore in Rodman Bay, 

Alaska, after deer. 
Captain Royden is a well-known character on 

the Alaskan coast. He comes of a good family, 
is a member of the Masonic order, a frontiers
man, shipmaster, and guide, and is called by his 
associates "Wabash Bill," after his vessel. 

During the summer months deer browse high 
on the mountains at the timber-line, where melt
ing snows leave moss-beds and young green grass 
exposed, so game can be had only after a hard 
climb. 

Deer were plentiful, and the captain, sure of 
bagging his meat, leisurely ascended a steep 
peak to the timber-line, where, 
concealing himself in a clump 
of scrub-bushes, he ate a mid
day lunch and settled himself 
to wait for his quarry. 

About three o'clock in the 
afternoon a small, fat buck 
stepped daintily out from a 
thick fringe of underbrush, 
sniffed the cool, pure air a 
moment for a suspicious taint, 
and then began cropping the 
short, tender sprouts in a 
moss-bed some two hundred 
yards from where the hunter 
sat. 

The captain's rifle spoke 
once. Before the echoes of 
the report had died away he 
stood over the little animal, 
which had dropped in its 
tracks. 

After dressing the body he 
washed away the blood in a 
rivulet fed by melting snows ; 
then, having smoked a pipe, 
he began the descent to his 
ship. 

Vol. xxv . -14 . 

This photograph, taken three weeks after his 
admission to the hospital, shows the terrible 
state of Captain Royden's arm and shoulder 

after his encounter with the bears. 
From a Photo, by E. W. Merrill. 

The schooner lay some two miles away and to 
the right, but he chose a course straight for the 
water, as the shortest cut, through the thick forest. 

For an hour he battled with clinging under
brush and thorny devil-clubs, stumbled over 
hidden logs, and sank in bogs, till at last he 
reached the larger timber, where the under
growth is not so dense. 

Here the travelling was easier, but he still 
had some three-quarters of a mile of steep 
mountain-side to descend. The trees were 
large and closely set, and their interlacing 
branches shut out the sunlight. Among the 
trunks all was gloomy shade, through which 
swarmed myriads of ravenous mosquitoes. 

Tired out and exasperated by the stings of the 
insects the hunter crossed a small clearing and 
passed between two massive pines, standing 

close together on the edge of 
the forest. 

It is one of the iron rules of 
veteran bear-hunters never to 
go between two big trees 
standing very near together, 
but younger men have a con
tempt for rules ; and thinking 
to prove the fallacy of an old 
rule rather than go a dozen 
steps out of his way, " Wabash 
Bill " took a chance. 

Suddenly, wi thout the 
slightest warning save a deep-
throated, savage snarl, a great 
brown she-bear sprang upon 
his back and bore him, face 
downwards, to the ground, 
tearing a patch of skin from 
the back of his head with her 
teeth as he fell. 

Squealing and bawling with 
rage or joy, a couple of half-
grown cubs then joined their 
mother, clawing and biting at 
the prostrate man. 

The captain could offer no 
defence. The rifle had been 
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torn from him ; he had 
no revolver, and his 
knife was in his pocket. 
Moreover, there was 
no chance to use a 
weapon, for the old 
bear stood right over 
him, the saliva from 
her bloody jaws pour
ing on his neck. The 
cubs alternately bit and 
clawed at his trunk and 
legs, keeping up a savage 
growling meanwhile. 

The unfortunate man bore 
the excruciating pain in grim 
silence, with his elbows held rigidly 
at his sides to protect the abdomen. 
Had he fallen on his back, or had the 
brutes succeeded in turning him over, he 
would have been ripped up or had his throat 
gashed open in an instant. Though stunned and 
half mad with pain, Royden realized that his 
only salvation lay in keeping still and protecting 
his throat and abdomen. A bear finds no sport 
in a dead victim, and many a man has been 
saved by simulating death. 

At last the bears drew off a few feet, and 
sitting on their haunches watched their prey, 
licking their blood-flecked chops and snarling 
ominously. 

Filled with a fearful hope the intrepid hunter 
lay motionless, hardly daring to breathe. 
Suddenly his right arm quivered involuntarily, 
owing to a gaping wound in the muscles of the 
shoulder. Instantly the old bear was upon him, 
with a dreadful roar, and seizing his wrist in her 
teeth, bit it through. Human nature could 
stand no more, and the man, weak from loss of 
blood, fainted. Then the she-bear, giving him 
a last slap with her massive paw, led her cubs 
off, still growling, through the forest. 

When "Wabash Bill" regained consciousness 
it was dark, and swarms of mosquitoes buzzed 
about him, stinging his half-naked body. Every 
wound was stiff and cold, and his throat burned 
with an intolerable thirst. Making a painfal 
effort he drew some fern leaves over his face to 
ward off the insects, and then relapsed again 
into merciful oblivion. 

From this swoon he emerged into a half-
stupor, and lay thus for three days, dimly 
conscious. Like a horrible nightmare the long 
twilights, cold, wet nights, and drizzling rain-
showers passed. A burning fever at last restored 
his mind, which held but a single thought, 
searing his very soul like a hot iron—Water ! 

Insensible now to the pain of his wounds, the 
thirst-crazed man half crawled, half rolled down 

the mountain, and, by a lucky chance, happened 
upon one of the many tiny rills of snow-water. 
Drinking long and deep and allowing the icy 
water to run over his wounds, he regained his 
senses, only to have his agony renewed in the 

form of a gnawing hunger and the 
feverish throbbing of his wounds. 

The dauntless man had never given up hope, 
and now he set out to work his way through 
half a mile of thick forest to the beach. His 
right arm was entirely useless, but with his left 
and his knees he struggled bravely on. He 
soon found it impossible to follow the stream, 
and speedily developed a burning thirst again. 
Sticks, leaves, and dirt worked into the open 
wounds upon his limbs and body, and the pangs 
of hunger increased with every hour. 

Keeping his tongue moist by licking wet 
leaves and moss, and finding an occasional 
salmon-berry to eat, the captain pushed on, 
alternately dropping into a feverish sleep and 
fainting with the unbearable agony of his 
injuries. 

On the sixth day his sufferings were intensified 
by hearing the signal shots of a searching-party 
quite near and being unable to answer. With 
his nose broken and closed, his tongue swollen, 
and breath exhausted, his attempts to cry out 
sounded not unlike the bawling of a bear. The 
blue waters of the bay danced alluringly not two 
hundred yards away, and once he saw his own 
ship through a rift in the trees. 

Coming to a small level plot, where the force 
of gravity could not assist him, he found him-
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self, to his despair, unable to cross. He strained 
every shred of the remnants of his tremendous 
vitality, every fibre of his wonderful nerve, in a 
vain effort to reach the sloping ground again ; 
but his desperate struggle was useless, and he 
collapsed, panting weakly. 

A big snail crawled within reach of his 
hand ; he seized it and ate it ravenously. Then, 
after a hard struggle, he succeeded in reaching a 
few salmon-berries. 

It is wonderful what one bite of food will do 
for a man dying of hunger. Hope revived in 
Royden's breast, and he waited and prayed for 

another scrap of 
food to lend him 
strength to reach 
the water's edge. 
And, as if by a 
miracle, it came, 
just in the nick of 
time. Suddenly 
he heard a wild 
screaming and 
f lut ter ing, and 

turning, with a painful effort, just as a falling 
object plumped into the bushes a few feet 
away, he saw a couple of great ring-tailed eagles 
fighting fiercely in the sky above him. 

A choked cry of joy burst from the breast of 
the sufferer. He had seen the same thing 
happen before many times—one eagle rob 
another of a fish. He knew that food and 
another chance for life lay at his hand. 

The nearness of his goal, the sight of his 
vessel, and the love of life had been powerful 
incentives, and had called for every human 
effort ; but there was something more than 
human in the actions of Captain Royden as 
he drew himself into the bushes. 

The victorious eagle flew in circles above him, 
uttering harsh cries—loath to relinquish his spoil, 
and yet fearing to approach the strange creature, 
which drew nearer and nearer the flashing trout. 

How the starving man reached the fish he 
never knew ; but at last he held it in his hand, 
still wet and quivering, and never ceased eating 
until he had stripped the last bone of its sweet 
pink meat. 

' T h e victorious eagle flew in circles above him, uttering harsh cries—loath to relinquish his spoil." 
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Overcome with his efforts, Royden fell asleep 
and slept until noon of the seventh day. Upon 
awakening he found his strength wonderfully 
renewed, and so continued his weary journey at 
once. Gamely he struggled on, and at last 
dragged himself out on the wet rocks of the 
beach. 

His ship lay some two hundred fathoms away. 
She had been standing up and down the bay for 
a week in a vain search for her missing com
mander. A sailor on her deck stood unsee
ing while the captain feebly waved his arm 
and strove to call out. Presently the man 
began working at the anchor-chain—they 
were preparing to get under way. Good 
heavens ! he was to die alone after all, 
at the very door of hope. 

Then, with a last despairing effort, 
this man, who had plumbed the very 
depths of human sufferings, stag
gered to his feet for the first time 
since the bear struck him down, 
and, uttering a wild, animal-like cry, 
fell face downwards among the cold 
rocks. 

The man on the deck of the 
schooner saw his captain fall, and 
all hands hurried into action im
mediately. Signal - guns were 
fired to recall the searchers on 
the beach, and a boat put out at 
once with stimulants, food, and 
drink. 

They found the hunter deliri
ous, emaciated, and covered with 
innumerable wounds, which were in a 
shocking state. Rolling him in a 
blanket they took him aboard and 
made all speed for Sitka. 

Arriving at Sitka on the evening 
of August 14th they placed the 
wounded man in charge of 
Surgeon H. G. Grieve, at 
the naval hospital. Here 
he received the 
best of 

medical attention and tender care, and the 
surgeon soon reported that there was a chance 
of his recovery. 

The following is a summary of Captain 
Royden's injuries copied, without 
alteration, from the surgeon's 

report :— 
" T. Nose 

broken. 
Bone ex
posed j | § on right 

temporal 
region. 3. 

Left ear hang
ing by shreds at 

top and bottom. 
4. Two severe wounds 

over occipital bone. 
5. Right forearm and 

shoulder badly bitten. 
6. Teeth meeting in right 

wrist. 7. Large wound left thigh. 
8. Two large wounds right thigh. 

9. Five severe bites right leg. 
Right leg swollen and black." 

. In all, no fewer than sixty-four 
separate wounds were counted, 
not to mention numerous deep 
scratches and bruises. 

Captain Royden remained in 
the hospital for thirty-seven days, 
and when discharged was in 
fine physical condition. He is 
said to have declared that he 
would return and kill the bear 
that mauled him ; but he is 
now in the States, far from the 
scene of his terrible experience, 
and it is doubtful whether he 
will ever go back there. 

Although still a brave, fear
less man, plucky " Wabash 

Bill" will never erase from 
**%. his countenance that 

"f*̂  look which is 
Ŵ stamped only on 
jk , the faces of men 

whose capa
city for suffer
ing has been 

1 tested to the 
uttermost. 

" The captain feebly waved his arm and strove to call out. 
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Some incidents of a remarkable journey into the 
unknown region inhabited by the " Eighteen 
Tribes," on the borders of China and Tibet. Prior 
to the expedition here described no white man had 
ever penetrated the country. Mr. J. W. Brooke, 
the author's companion, lost his life among the 
savage Lolos, and this brought the expedition to 
an untimely end; but in spite of this very important 
results were secured. The photographs will be 

found particularly striking. 

II. 

FEW weeks after my first introduc
tion to these queer craft I had an 
interesting coracle experience. We 
had come to a coracle ferry on the 
same river, which was then runtfing 

down in full flood, and after much difficulty the 
whole expedition had been taken across. As I 
was anxious to reach a large town fourteen miles 
lower down stream that evening I asked the 
ferryman if he could take me. He replied in 
the affirmative, adding that we could do the 

The head and trunk of the remarkable bronze elephant at 
Omeishan, which has been visited by pilgrims for hundreds 

From a] of years. {Photograph. 

distance in an hour. So I stepped on 
board, and off we shot like a rocket, I feeling 
about as helpless as an ant in a walnut-shell 
afloat in a gutter. We careered along gaily 
through several minor rapids and past lofty 
cliffs till we heard a loud roar of waters in the 
distance. Louder and louder it grew, till we 
came near a point where the river was com
pressed into a boiling, seething rapid only 
twenty yards wide. My ferryman friend did 
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A band of Uko raiders returning from a foray with 
their loot. 

From a Photograph. 

not like the look of this, and so paddled 
his cockleshell into smooth water in order 
to review the situation. After a few minutes' 
silent study he turned to me and said, " All 
right. We'll try it." He at once paddled 
into the middle of the river, and in a moment 
we were caught in the embrace of the rapid. 
The sensation was extraordinary. The waves 
leapt ten feet high all round us, shooting 
us up and down, sporting with us as 
with a feather, spinning the coracle 
round like a top, and tipping the crazy 
little thing until the water began to 
come over at both sides. As I was 
sitting in the bottom of the boat I 
could not see much of the surround
ing danger, but I felt a good deal. 
Meanwhile the boatman was standing 
up trying to steer with a little bit of a 
paddle, and my escort, who had accom
panied me as ballast, covered his face 
with his hands and cried bitterly for 
his mother. 

In a few seconds we were through 
the rapid and speeding on our way. 
The ferryman kept his promise, and 
landed us at our destination in an 
hour • then he started off on his 
long return journey overland, look
ing, with his coracle over his head, 
much like a two-legged tortoise. 

After crossing the river we travelled 
to the head town of the Chosschia 
tribe, where a white man had once 
tried to enter, but had been driven 
out at the point of the sword. Thanks 
to the letter of introduction from our 
old friend, Colonel Gow, we met 
with a splendid reception. Here we 
agreed to separate, so as to cover a 
larger area, Brooke and Fergusson 
hiring yak and pony transport to 
travel among the unknown tribes in 
the grass country farther west, while 
I took the coolies and baggage on 
through the valley of the Kermer, 

The big Tibetan dog that attacked M r . Brooke. 
From a Photograph. 
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The Monastery at Tailing, built to replace the one destroyed by the Chinese. 

From a Photograph. 

or Da Jin, as it is called lower down. We 
arranged to meet later on and continue our 
journey together. 

They travelled for many days through the 
tribes on the high grass lands and through the 
country of Uko, a land of nomad raiders and 
thieves. These robber-bands were continually 
met by the travellers, but they encountered 
no opposition from them. The first photograph 
on the preceding page shows one of these bands 

returning after a raid, with many oxen loaded 
with loot., 

In due course the expedition came to Jessigar, 
a large village where the chief of the tribe lived. 
This chief was a martyr to rheumatism, and had 
been unable to walk for some time; all the 
ministrations and prayers of the priests had 
been powerless to cure him. Fergusson said 
that he would see what he could do for him, 
and spent three days massaging the chief with 

Vol. xxv.—15. 

A wonderful painting in the Tailing Monastery. 

From a Photograph. 
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alcohol and vaseline, with such success that at 
the end of the time he was able to walk about 
without the help of a stick. The lamas thought 
that it was magic, and the chief himself was 
<very pleased, showing his gratitude in a very 
practical form by giving letters of introduction 
and providing an escort to accompany them in 
the unknown country farther west. My friends, 
however, had no more mapping materials, and 
were short of provisions; and as, in any case, 
they would have been unable to meet me at 
the time agreed, they reluctantly abandoned 
the trip. 

The chief of Jessigar had a very fine large 

te temper of snap, but this was too much for the temper 
the beast, which promptly made a wild rush at 
the photographer, dragging over the attendant, 
who was powerless to hold the dog. The 
infuriated beast rushed open-mouthed at 
Brooke, who hastily poked the legs of his 
camera into the animal's mouth, and so escaped 
into a doorway which was fortunately open 
behind him. The servants then managed to 
secure the dog. 

Continuing their journey south, Messrs. 
Brooke and Fergusson passed the famous 
Lamaserai of Tailing, where, some years ago, 
the lamas killed a Chinese official who had 

I n some parts the ground was so rocky that the guides had to link up portions 
*ro-m a> of the track by means of primitive ladders, [Photograph. 

Tibetan dog in his castle which Brooke was 
very anxious to photograph. A servant un
fastened the animal's chain and led the huge 
brute into the middle of the courtyard, where 
Brooke got a good photograph of it. After 
taking this picture he shut up the camera with a 

been sent into that part of the country. The 
Chinese Government therefore dispatched a 
punitive expedition against them under the 
famous Chao Ehr, and, after a good deal of 
hard fighting, the Chinese troops succeeded in 
looting and burning the lamaserai. The photo 
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graph on the top of page 113 shows the new 
lamaserai which has been built in its place. At 
the entrance are some wonderful paintings, one 
of which was photographed. 

In the meantime I had been following the 

After many days' wandering through most mag
nificent mountain scenery and over some very 
difficult tracks, where, as shown on the previous 
page, the ground was so rocky and so hilly that 
our native hunters had to link up different parts of 

A camp in a river-bed, the only level ground obtainable. 
From a Photograph. 

valley of the Kermer through a country of 
surpassing loveliness, abounding in parrots and 
butterflies of every colour. A magnificent pass 
was traversed, where once more the carriers 
were prostrated with mountain sickness. 

After many weeks' further travel, Fergusson 
had to return to Chentu, and Brooke rejoined 
me at Mungun, a large Chinese outpost. From 
this point we arranged to return northwards 
to our former hunting grounds in the Wassau 
country, where we tried to photograph that rare 
animal the takin. 

our path by means of rough ladders, we reached 
a valley in which I had previously obtained a 
specimen of the takin. Here we found it quite a 
business to locate a level spot to pitch a tent, as 
the mountains rose sheer on all sides, and at last 
we were forced to pitch it on a tiny island in 
the middle of the river-bed. Here we spent 
many long and weary nights and days in the 
pouring rain, intently watching a salt spring 
high up in the mountains where the takin 
congregate at certain times. We were always 
on the qui vive, taking it in turns either to be 
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Chinese medicine-diggers, vho were exploring the mountains for rare medicinal roots and herbs. 
From a Photograph. 

with the caravan or to be out hunting on the 
mountains. We were, however, entirely unsuc
cessful, and never even got a glimpse of a takin. 

The above photograph was taken in the 
mountains, where we found a ' number of 
Chinese medicine - diggers. These curious 
people had built a hut high up on the slopes 
and were wandering all over the range in search 
of the valuable medicinal roots which grow on 
the peaks. Somewhat disheartened at the non-
success of our takin hunt, we travelled about 
for a while, and then decided to go back to 
Chentu once more to prepare for our second 
trip. Our intention was to travel south to the 
Lolo country and penetrate into the unknown 
country south of Ningyuanfu, and thence, strik
ing north-west through an unexplored region, to 
Batang, on the Tibetan frontier. From there we 
were to march in a south-westerly direction 
towards the Bramaputra, and finally into Assam 
or Burma—an ambitious plan that Mr. Brooke's 
untimely death prevented us carrying out. 

After leaving Chentu, we first visited the 
great holy mountain of Omeishan, which has for 
hundreds of years been one of the great sacred 
pilgrimage places of all Buddhists. We found 
the mountain to be dotted over with temples, 
the most interesting of which is one that was 

supposed to be built on the spot where Buddha 
stopped when he came from India riding on a 
white elephant. This building is certainly not 
Chinese work, and is much like some of the 
Indian temples. The sacred edifice is built in 
the form of a square, which gradually merges 
into a circular-domed roof, skilfully built of brick
work. In this temple is a gigantic bronze life-
size elephant. It would be interesting to dis
cover exactly whence it came and how such a 
massive statue, weighing many tons, ever reached 
its present mountain site. The Buddhist pilgrims 
rub small bronze coins against the elephant, 
and these coins are then used as medicine. 
Hundreds of years of this rubbing have com
pletely worn away parts of the carving, and now, 
as a measure of protection, it has been sur
rounded by a solid stockade to keep worshippers 
at a safe distance. We persuaded the attendant 
to remove one of the pillars and so managed to 
get a flashlight photograph of the animal's head. 

After leaving this temple we climbed to the 
top of the mountain in pouring rain. This 
gave place to snow as we neared the summit, 
and entirely spoilt the magnificent view for 
which this mountain is famous, so, after spend
ing a night in one of the large temples at the 
summit, we returned to the bottom. 

(To be concluded.) 
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Buried Alive for Ten Days. 
.BY ARTHUR J. IRELAND. 

:^"fe^ 
The story of a young Italian labourer, who for 
ten days and nights was buried alive in a 
collapsed tunnel, with water rising slowly and 
relentlessly about him. Mr. Ireland tells how 
his comrades worked to rescue him — how they 
began what will rank in the history of under
ground disasters as one of the grandest races 

to save life on record. 

T was five o'clock in the evening 
of Tuesday, June 22nd, - 1909, 
when with a deafening, sickening 
roar the roof of the Bruggwald 
Tunnel subsided and entombed a 

gang of twelve workmen, who were engaged in 
propping up the weak parts of the roof at the 
very spot where the accident occurred. 

The Bruggwald Tunnel is situated between 
Constance and Toggenburg, in Switzerland, 
where a new section of railway is being con
structed ; and the crumbling nature of the soil, 
and the sandiness of the rock through which 
it is cut, had prepared the contractors for 
difficulties. But, although the utmost pre
cautions were taken, no serious subsidence on 
a big scale was expected, and the men were 
evidently working at the dangerous task of 
propping the roof in too large numbers. 

The dull roar, like the explosion of a distant 
cannon, with which the rock and earth came 
crashing down was heard far from the Witten-
bach mouth of the tunnel, and the sound—• 
quickly followed by the almost equally fast-
travelling rumour of the disaster—brought crowds 
of people round the dreary tunnel works. In a 
few minutes a vast throng had collected, and for 
days after the accident the trains brought loads 
of curious sightseers from near and far. 

With admirable promptitude the authorities 
rose to the occasion, facing the terrible situation 
by which they were so unexpectedly confronted 
with the most praiseworthy courage, devotion, 
and self-sacrifice. The workmen were at once 
mustered, and when the roll was called ten men 
failed to answer to their names, but it was after
wards found that two more members of the staff 
were missing. Then a hasty inspection of the 
tunnel was made by the engineer-in-chief, and 
when the extent of the damage was accurately 
ascertained it was found to be greater than was 
expected. About six hundred yards from the 
Wittenbach end of the tunnel, where the prop
ping stopped and where a gang of men had 
been working when the disaster happened, the 
entire domed roof of the tunnel had subsided 
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for a distance of more than seventy-five yards. 
The blasting and excavating of months had 
evidently loosened a vast quantity of the 
crumbling rock above; and the accident had 
probably been precipitated by the heavy rains 
which fell during the greater part of June. 

The fallen masses of rock and earth filled the 
cutting, embedding trolleys, beams, and tools, 
almost to the level of the top of the perpendicular 
walls of the tunnel; and so extensive was the 
subsidence that a great depression- was formed 
in a field immediately above the spot where it 
took place. Beneath this layer of rubbish, which 
measured forty feet in thickness, were buried 
the twelve workmen who had been caught and 
entombed with such terrible suddenness. 

Directly the extent of the damage had been 
ascertained, volunteers were called for, and the 
work of rescue was commenced with splendid 
energy. Headed by the chief engineer, Mr. 
Bacchi—who was unfortunately killed by falling 
rocks the day after the great subsidence, while 
bravely endeavouring to exhume the buried 

and pickaxes was followed by a shower of 
earth and stones from above; but though more 
than one of the rescuers had to bandage the 
gaping wounds that were inflicted by the falling 
debris, not a man left his post until the member 
of the gang who was to relieve him arrived to 
take his place. 

So they toiled on, all through the night of 
Tuesday, working in short shifts and with but 
little respite for food and rest. By ten o'clock 
on Tuesday night one body and one severely 
injured man had been recovered, and by 
Wednesday evening three injured and seven 
dead men had been found. All this time the 
work was becoming more dangerous and diffi
cult. Progress was very slow, owing to the 
numerous trolleys and beams which were mixed 
with the earth and rocks, and the showers of 
falling stones became so frequent and so heavy 
that the rescuers had to run for their lives on 
more than one occasion. 

By Thursday morning, after the men had 
been working for thirty-six hours without a 

From a Photo. I'y] A subsidence in the field above the tunnel. [Anton Krenn, Zurich. 

workmen—the other workmen hastened into 
the tunnel and began a day-and-night race to 
save the lives of their entombed comrades. To 
a man these brave fellows came from Northern 
Italy; and the country that gave them birth 
may well be proud of them, for finer courage 
has never been displayed by any group of 
men. As they toiled, without ceasing, all 
through the night, every stroke of their shovels 

pause, eight bodies and three injured men had 
been recovered. There was still one man 
missing; and when the final roll was called, a 
man named Pedersoli Giovanni was discovered 
to be the only missing member of the ill-fated 
gang. All the others, dead or alive — two 
marvellous to relate, had been but very slightly 
bruised by the falling masses of earth and 
stones—had been found ; and it was assumed 
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From a] A gang of workmen at the entrance to the Bruggwald Tunnel. [Photograph. 

that sooner or later the unfortunate fellow's 
body would be exhumed, for the idea that 
he could still be living never for an instant 
occurred to anybody. Indeed, so confident 
were his comrades that no human aid could 
avail Pedersoli Giovanni, that they ceased work 
on Thursday afternoon, and laid a petition 
before the contractors, asking for a higher rate 
of pay proportionate to the risks they would run 
while the clearing operations were in progress. 
Many of them had been injured when toiling to 
rescue their comrades, but of this they took no 
account; only, now that no lives were at stake 
and there was nobody to be rescued, they did 
not see why they should risk their own lives 
unless paid at a rate which compensated them 
for the constant dangers to which they were 
exposed. 

The matter was under consideration for a 
whole day; and then the contractors, who 
expressed the highest appreciation of the men's 
pluck, acceded to their request. The men 
showed their gratitude by starting the clearing 
work on the morning of Saturday, June 26th, 
with a right good will. 

Little did anybody imagine that, while they 
had been discussing the question of wages, the 
man whom they thought of as being among the 
dead was a prisoner in a living tomb, some 

thirteen yards from the spot to which they had 
come when they ceased work. Had they known 
this, there is no doubt that they would have 
braved any and every danger without a thought 
for themselves. Wages or no wages, they would 
have reached their comrade in distress or perished 
in the attempt; for the Italian workman is with
out a superior as regards courage. 

At five o'clock in the afternoon of Tuesday, 
June 22nd, when the disastrous subsidence took 
place, Pedersoli Giovanni was working in the 
neighbourhood of a stack of immense beams, 
that had been placed in readiness to be used as 
supports for the crumbling roof. These beams 
were of great strength, and to their power of 
resistance, as much as to the happy chance 
which threw two of them together and formed 
a roof over him, the young man owes his escape 
from what seemed like certain death—just as he 
owes his life to the splendid unselfishness and 
devotion of his comrades. 

Stunned by the shock of the falling rubbish— 
although he was not struck or in any way injured 
—Pedersoli Giovanni lay for a time insensible 
in his ghastly prison. How long he remained 
unconscious he cannot say, for during those 
awful days and nights time passed terribly slowly. 
It was not counted by the hands of the clock— 
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it was all one hideous blackness, days and nights 
undistinguishable, long as eternity. Slowly, after 
the stunning effects of the actual subsidence, of 
which he retains no clear recollection, began to 
wear off, the unhappy young man collected his 
scattered senses and began to take stock of 
his surroundings by groping with his hands, for 
he could see absolutely nothing, and the air 
pressed so heavily upon him that breathing was 
difficult. Very cautiously he raised an arm and 
felt for the sides and top of his prison. His 
fingers touched wood at the sides, but he could 
not reach the roof. Encouraged by this dis
covery, he guessed that he was lying in a cavity 
formed by some of the beams, which must have 
fallen crosswise and become jammed together at 
the top, so as to form a slanting roof, which 
supported the freshly-fallen earth and stones and 
prevented him from being smothered or crushed 
to death. 

It is a curious fact that the first thoughts 
which came to him were of his surroundings. 
At first he did not think about, or realize, the 
horrors of his position, nor did he think about 
his feelings or sensations. It was only after 
he had discovered that he was safely sheltered 
under a sloping roof of stout beams that he 
began to take any interest in himself. Then, 
all of a sudden, he realized that his legs were 
paining him a great deal, and that he was 
ravenously hungry and chokingly thirsty. An 
examination showed that his legs were pinned 
down by masses of soft earth, and that he could 
scrape it away with his fingers while he lay on 
his side. When he had freed his feet, they 
ached cruelly ; but he could then change his 
position, and this eased him. A little later, 
greatly daring, he raised himself on to his 
elbow ; then, very cautiously, lest the movement 
might displace the protecting beams, he sat up 
and began to review the past and to think about 
the future. 

The outlook, when reason began to reassert 
itself, was anything but hopeful. Of course, he 
did not know how far he was from help, or 
whether any effort to reach him was being 
made; but as he shouted and shouted and 
received no answer, he thought the probability 
was that he had been abandoned to his fate. 
The sound of his own voice so terrified 
him that he ceased to cry out. It echoed 
horribly in the cavity in which he was 
sitting; the vibration set little pieces of 
earth rattling down, and the sound of it flew 
back and seemed to hit him in the face with 
such violence that he was terrified. Then, 
when voice and echo finally died away, and 
the pieces of earth ceased to fall, the silence 
was more awful than ever; and the absence 

of response of any kind depressed him beyond 
the power of expression. 

When the sound of his cries, to which 
no answer came, had completely unnerved him, 
Pedersoli Giovanni sat still, gnawed by the 
cruellest pangs of hunger, and awaited death; 
but he was still buoyed up by a fading and 
remote hope that he would be rescued. 

" I never quite abandoned hope," he said, 
when asked whether the proximity of death 
oppressed him ; " and I cannot say I felt 
very frightened. I suppose I was too weak. 
Only, while I was afraid to cry out, the death 
that was staring me in the face seemed very 
terrible, because it was so slow. Mercifully, I 
slept a great deal; and then I felt neither hunger 
nor fear, though I had some horrible dreams." 

While he was seated in his prison a dreadful 
sound fell upon his ears. It was the slow 
dripping of water, which was oozing through 
the freshly-fallen earth above. He felt all over 
the floor of his cavity, and found that it was 
damp; then he discovered that the beams were 
moist, and he knew that the water was percolat
ing slowly through into his cave. Only drop by 
drop it came—the sound struck upon Pedersoli 
Giovanni's ears like the ticking of a death-
watch—but it was wonderful how quickly it 
accumulated, and formed first a puddle and 
then a little pool around him. It had risen to 
his middle when he was rescued; and the com
parison of the ceaseless dripping of the water to 
the ticking of a death-watch is not inappropriate, 
for, though it came so slowly, the water would 
have risen steadily and remorselessly until it 
covered his head, and in time he would have 
been drowned. 

" It was strange how the sound of this 
dripping water made me long for something 
to drink," he said. "At first I had been con
sumed by the gnawings of hunger, but the noise 
of the falling water made my thirst predominate. 
I had not a morsel of food in my pocket, and I 
felt that I must drink or go mad." 

Greatly fearing, and loathing the taste of the 
muddy water, the young man scooped up hand
ful after handful of the unrefreshing beverage 
and drank greedily. Unpalatable it no doubt 
was, but it was his sole sustenance, and un
doubtedly he owes his life to this water, which, 
nevertheless, threatened to drown him. The 
medical men who have expressed an opinion on 
the case say that he could not possibly have 
lived without food for ten days had he not had 
the water with which to quench his thirst. He 
drank greedily of it, and after a time he ceased 
to think it so disagreeable. 

While Pedersoli Giovanni was lying in his 
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' They shouted and listened, and a faint reply came from the depths of the wreckage." 
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living tomb, confronted by death from starvation, 
death by being crushed under a fresh subsidence 
which would dislodge the protecting beams, or 
death by drowning, his comrades without had 
been working like heroes. They had recom
menced the clearing work on Saturday, June 
26th, but it was not until one o'clock in the 
morning of Tuesday, June 29th (a week after 
the subsidence had taken place) that some 
workmen heard feeble cries for help coming 
from the midst of the freshly-fallen rubbish. 

So terribly wrought up had the men become 
by what had passed during the week—first, by 
the disaster, and then by the nervous strain they 
had endured during the exciting days they had 
spent in searching for their missing comrades— 
that they did not dare to trust their ears. The 
wrecked tunnel gave birth to strange fancies ; 
weird and terrifying sounds came from the 
dark recesses; and the nerves of the men 
who had been working among the ruins were 
so terribly strung up that they started and 
trembled at anything and everything. When 
they heard the feeble cry, therefore, each 
clutched his neighbour's arm, their faces looking 
white and scared in the pale, flickering light of 
the lanterns. The men who heard that first cry, 
which they thought was a voice from beyond the 
grave, say that nothing so terrifying had ever 
before come within their experience. The sur
roundings enhanced the uncanniness of the 
situation—the bare, dripping walls of the tunnel 
and the floor strewn with heaps of rubbish. 

The workers were so frightened that it was 
some time before they could find their voices to 
answer. At last, however, they shouted and 
listened, and a faint reply came from the depths 
of the wreckage; but even then they could not 
trust their ears,\nd others were summoned to 
call and to listen before they were satisfied that 
their overwrought senses had not played them a 
trick. But when all were agreed that the voice 
came from a human throat the alarm was 
immediately given. 

"There is still a living man in the tunnel!" 
was the message passed from mouth to mouth 
with amazing rapidity. 

In a shorter time than seemed possible the 
news had spread far and wide, and every man 
engaged at the works was soon at the entrance 
to the tunnel. But it was not until the chief 
engineer, Mr. Mast, arrived that any definite 
steps were taken. 

"Who is it buried in there? " he shouted. 
A faint answer came ; but the question had 

to be repeated several times before an in
telligible reply was received—or, at least, before 
the words of the imprisoned man could be 
distinguished. 

"Pedersoli Giovanni,'\came the feeble voice 
at last. 

Several other questions were asked and 
answered; and the anxious men without were 
delighted to learn that their poor comrade was 
well and safe, suffering only from hunger. 

" Keep up your heart," shouted Mr. Mast, as 
cheerily as he could. "We're coming to get 
you out at once. We'll begin work now, and 
we'll never stop until we get to you. You'll be 
free to-morrow—or perhaps before. God keep 
you safe !" 

The men set to work with tremendous energy 
and splendid courage, cheerfully facing the perils 
from falling stones and earth ; but little did they 
dream of the difficulties, owing to the presence 
of encumbering obstacles, that would bar their 
way and make progress through the main tunnel 
impossible. They only knew that a fellow-
creature was alive and in a terrible predica
ment, and they meant to reach him or to die in 
the attempt. From the moment the fact that 
Pedersoli Giovanni was still alive had been 
established there was no need to urge the men 
on. With simply magnificent courage they 
began what will rank in the history of under
ground rescues as one of the grandest races to 
save life on record. It was less sensational than 
some of the rescues after great mining disasters 
have been, simply because the life of only one 
man was at stake, but as an undemonstrative 
display of courage on the part of the rescuers, 
nothing finer has ever been done. To attempt 
to describe their performance or to dwell upon 
their courage would be an insult to the men. 

Under the personal supervision of their chief, 
who hardly quitted his post during those anxious 
days, the men worked in short-shift gangs, which 
were relieved every half-hour throughout the 
day and night. But, despite their great efforts, 
progress was appallingly slow; for at almost 
every foot obstacles, such as iron trolleys and 
great beams, were found embedded in the rub
bish. By Tuesday evening, after they had been 
working ceaselessly for fifteen hours at fever 
heat, only ten feet had been cleared, and at this 
point an obstruction was encountered—a large 
iron truck and a number of very big beams 
jammed right across the tunnel—beyond which 
it was impossible to proceed without serious 
loss of time. 

All the time as they worked the rescuers had 
been singing and shouting words of comfort 
to their entombed comrade; and Pedersoli 
Giovanni describes the sensation of desolation 
which swept over him when their singing and 
shouting stopped, as they struck the formidable 
obstacle beyond which they could not penetrate 
as fast as they deemed to be necessary. 
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" I felt more hopeless than I had done since 
the realization of my position had first frozen 
my blood," he said ; " for I knew something 
had happened, and I thought I should be 
abandoned to my fate. I don't think I ever 
quite lost hope—certainly I never lost faith 
in my comrades; but things happen, you know, 
against which man cannot fight. The silence, 
after the cheerful sound of voices, singing and 
shouting to me, terrified me. Had another 
subsidence taken place, burying my would-be 
rescuers ? This was the first thing that occurred 
to me, and it is strange that from that moment 
onwards I felt more hungry than I had done 
since I discovered the water around me. It was 
cold sitting in it—it had risen to above my hips 
as I sat—but it had the power to quench my 
thirst, and at the same time to allay my hunger, 
and I was grateful. As I contemplated the three 
fates, the three forms of death that threatened 
me, I used to wish that another subsidence 
would crush down the beams and end every
thing—for this ending would have had the 
advantage of being quicker than either death 
from starvation or drowning." 

As a matter of fact, though they never for a 
moment seriously thought of abandoning the 
race to the rescue of their imprisoned comrade, 
while Pedersoli Giovanni was torn by doubts in 
his living tomb the men without were holding a 
solemn conclave to consider ways and means. 
How could they reach the man in time to save 
his life ? This was the problem they had to 
solve—and it was the seriousness of it that 
silenced them for a few moments. It would 
take a whole day—perhaps two days—to clear 
away, with pickaxe and shovel, the great obstruc
tion that barred their way; and they knew that 
this was the only way to do it, for they did not 
dare to blast a passage. 

" Are you all right ? Are you going to leave 
me? I know you will come if you can." 

This was the feeble message that came 
through the wall of loose earth and stones which 
lay between them and their comrade. It was 
wonderful how- clearly they could hear on both 
s;des of the formidable partition, which was 
about forty feet in thickness. Pedersoli 
Giovanni says he was saved from madness 
during this time of suspense by the cheering 
words and merry songs of the rescuers, and they 
admit that they were sustained and spurred to 
make almost superhuman efforts by the sound 
of his ceaseless harsh, hacking, chest-ripping 
cough, which came filtering through the fissures 
of the newly-formed wall of debris, and stung 
them to redouble their efforts. 

"Leave you ! Of course, we're not going to 
leave you," shouted the foreman in charge. 

» But still they looked helplessly at the solid 
obstacles before them for a few minutes before 
they decided to cut a narrow, low-roofed 
gallery parallel to the main tunnel, by which 
they hoped to reach their comrade. At the 
side of the tunnel the earth was soft and pro
gress would be made rapidly. No sooner was 
the decision arrived at than work was begun 
with redoubled energy, in order to make up for 
the time that had been lost. And Pedersoli 
Giovanni, in his prison, felt his spirits revive 
and his pangs of hunger decrease as he heard 
the renewed shouting and singing. 

The new boring was cut as small as possible 
—it was only three feet high and two feet six 
inches wide—in order to reduce the labour 
and save time as much as possible. But the 
dangers of the work were countless—every inch 
of the roof of the passage had to be propped, to 
prevent a subsidence, and the men were in 
momentary peril of their lives; but the dangers 
were bravely faced. In this part of the soil there 
were but few stones to be removed ; and although 
the work was done under the most uncomfortable 
conditions/and although the men were oppressed 
by the fear that their work might cause a fresh 
subsidence which would displace the beams 
under which their comrade was sheltered, pro
gress was very rapid. The men still worked in 
short-shift parties, night and day; and to such 
good effect did they employ their energies that, 
although the boring was so narrow that pickaxe 
and shovel could hardly be used, so that the 
majority of the men threw aside their tools and 
tore the soft earth away with their hands, in less 
than four days they had reached a point from 
which Pedersoli Giovanni could see faint rays 
of light coming from the strong electric lamps 
by which they were working. 

" I can see a light !" he called out. 
The men cheered and redoubled their efforts, 

and a few hours later they were immediately 
above the cavity in which the unhappy young 
man had spent ten awful days and nights—days 
and nights which seemed like one long, black 
eternity. From that point they sank a vertical 
shaft to the cavity; and as the last thin partition 
wall of earth that lay between him and freedom 
and safety was broken down Pedersoli Giovanni 
felt a rush of fresh air which almost intoxicated 
him and made him feel faint. At the same 
instant he saw a great blinding glare of strong 
white light in which the bronzed, smiling face of 
the foremost of the rescuers appeared like the 
countenance of an angel. In this way the 
great work of rescue was achieved, and what 
remains to be related is quickly told. 

"Are you hurt?" inquired the friendly voice 
of the man above. 
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" No,w said Pedersoli Giovanni, 
weakly. " I am only very hungry and 
very cold." 

This was good news indeed, for all 
along the rescuers had been consumed 
by the fear that they could do no more 
than get their comrade from his prison 
in order that he might die comfortably 
in a bed, instead of like a rat in a hole. 
But now it seemed that what they had 
regarded as their wildest—almost too 
sanguine—hopes were to be realized. 
The man was saved—saved to live ; not 
merely pulled from his living tomb to 
die elsewhere. 

With the utmost care and tenderness 
Pedersoli Giovanni was raised through 
the short vertical shaft and drawn along 
the narrow parallel boring to the main 
tunnel, where he was gently laid on a 
s t r e t c h e r ; and , 
covered by a sheet, 
he was c a r r i e d 
by his r e s c u e r s 
to a shed outside, 
which had been 
heated and prepared 
for his reception. 
There a doctor was 
in waiting, and a 
rapid examination 
established the fact 
that he had sustained 
no injuries. This 
was good news, but 
at the same time it 
was stated that his 
lungs were seriously 
threatened, if not 
actually affected, and 
he was taken to the 
Cantonal Hospital 
at St. Gall with all 
possible speed. 

The most extra
ordinary thing in 
connection with this 
wonderful rescue is, 
that all through those 
trying first hours 
after his rescue 
Pedersoli Giovanni 
never for an instant 
lost consciousness ; 
and from the time 
he reached the hos
pital and received 
proper care he began 
to regain his health Are you hurt ? ' inquired the friendly voice of the man above. 
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Giovanni 's rescuers carrying him out of the Bruggwald Tunnel after his ten days' entombment. 
From a Photo, by Anton Krenn, Zurich. 

rapidly. Of course, he was very weak for 
a long time, and his eyes were so delicate 
that for days he could not bear the strong light 
of the sun ; but, except for a passing fear that his 
mind was affected, there was never the slightest 
doubt that he would completely recover from 
the effects of his terrible ordeal. 

" I have been so happy and so comfortable 
here," he said. " How good everyone has been 
to me I cannot tell. I can never repay them— 
but I will pray for them all as long as I live." 

It was at first thought, after the fear of a 
severe lung attack had been dispelled, that the 
strain had shattered his nervous system com
pletely. But the care and loving attention he 
received in the hospital warded off this conse
quence of his terrible experience as well as the 
lung attack; and Pedersoli Giovanni, who had 
been counted among the dead for ten days when 
lying in his horrible tunnel tomb, is now com
pletely restored. Among the most touching of 
the kindnesses he received was the offer of a 
comfortable free home during his convalescence ; 
and all that skill and love can do to make him 

forget those hideous days and nights, which 
seemed like an eternity while they were passing 
and which now seem like some terrible night
mare, is being done by those around him. 

Thus was Pedersoli Giovanni rescued from the 
living grave in which he had lain for ten days 
and nights, with but little hope of being saved. 
The disaster occurred on Tuesday, June 22nd, at 
five o'clock in the afternoon, and he was actually 
lifted out of the tunnel on Friday, July 2nd, at 
ten minutes past two o'clock in the afternoon ; 
so that, to be exact, he spent exactly two hundred 
and thirty-seven hours in his terrible prison. 

Pedersoli Giovanni is a dark-complexioned, 
dark-haired, dreamy-eyed young man of twenty-
one years of age, and possesses an excellent 
physique. The most wonderful thing about his 
adventure, perhaps, is that he has sustained no 
ill from his terrible exposure. 

" I thank God for my safety," he says, with 
solemn simplicity, when summing up his adven
tures. " And I am deeply grateful to my well-
beloved rescuers and to all those who have taken, 
such great care of me." 



From a Photograph. 

Ternate, the queer little island kingdom described in this article, is situated in the Moluccas, and 
belongs to the Dutch. It is nominally ruled by a Sultan, who rides in an ancient carriage drawn by 
men instead of horses, maintains a bodyguard in Napoleonic uniforms, and amuses himself and his 
visitors with a troupe of dancers in Louis XIV. costumes. The customs of the islanders themselves 

are as quaint as those of their ruler. 

do well to take a trip to this distant part of our 
globe, where earth movements of an exciting 
nature may be experienced without any great 
danger of being swallowed up entirely. The 
last severe earthquake — as the inhabitants 
count such things—took place at the beginning 
of last century, when the people might have 
been wiped out altogether had the trouble not 
occurred at a most convenient time. It- was 
the night of a Chinese New Year's festival, 
which the Celestials were busy celebrating with 
their usual carnival processions through the 
streets and other kinds of jollifications that drew 
all the inhabitants from their homes to join in 
the revelry. 

In the midst of the public rejoicings and 
amid the din of exploding fireworks, such as the 
natives love, Nature joined in, rocking the earth 
and bringing down hundreds of houses like so 
many packs of cards ! Fortunately, the inhabit
ants of volcanic islands in the tropics are wiser 
than their brethren elsewhere, for they build 
their houses in the style of flimsy bungalows, 
and never as substantial skyscrapers, so that 
when they are unexpectedly overtaken by an 
earthquake which their houses cannot withstand, 

HERE on earth is Ternate?" I can 
almost hear some of my readers 
voicing the question on turning to 
this page of the magazine. Well, 

51 Ternate is one of several little 
islands forming a group in the East Indian 
Archipelago known as the Moluccas, or, more 
commonly, the " Spice Islands," because there 
was a time when spices, such as nutmeg, cloves, 
and mace, were largely imported from that part 
of the world. The islands still yield plenty of 
spices, but nothing like what they did formerly, 
because when the Dutch took possession of them 
they made a treaty with the native Sultans to 
destroy many of the forests, in order that they 
might keep the entire monopoly of the spice 
trade in their own hands. Most of us, I think, 
remember coming across the "Spice Islands" 
on the map during our schooldays, and Ternate 
is one of the two residencies of that group over 
which Queen Wilhelmina exercises her rule and 
authority with the aid of native Sultans. The 
island was created some centuries ago by a 
volcanic eruption, and is still subject to frequent 
shocks of earthquake. 

Those in search of a novel sensation might 
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From a] The palace of the Sultan of Ternate—In the background is the volcano of Gamalama. {Plwtograpli. 

they can at least be extricated alive from the 
debris. 

The first photograph reproduced shows the 
avenue outside the bungalow of the Dutch Resi
dent, which is indicated by a flag-staff in front 
of it. The Resident lives in the capital of 
Ternate, which bears the same name as the 
island itself, and the bungalow faces a long 
stretch of sea-coast, fringed with groups of 
small islands, while from the back one enjoys 
a magnificent view of distant volcanoes. 

The above picture shows the kraton, or palace 
enclosure, of the Sultan of Ternate, with the 
noble volcano Gamalama, five thousand five 
hu-ndred feet above sea-level, in the background. 

The grounds are small and insignificant, and the 
palace itself—part of which is seen below—is 
an old, dilapidated stone building, ornamented 
with Corinthian pillars, with a flight of ruinous 
stone stairs leading down to the lawn in front. 
The Sultan is poor but proud. He has made 
a contract with the Dutch Government by 
which he pledges himself to recognize Queen 
Wilhelmina as his Sovereign, to whom he 
promises to be faithful, obedient, and sub
missive, to provide men and weapons in case 
of need, and to allow Her Majesty's Government 

. to take care of his Crown jewels, " in case they 
fall into dishonest hands." He further under
takes to provide timber and coolies J o erect 

From a) The Sultan in his State carriage, which is dragged by men instead of horses. [Photograph. 
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. 

The bungalow here shown is typical of the houses of the white residents of Ternate. 
From a Photograph. 

lighted candles, 
the arrival of the 
Resident, the Sultan 
offers him his arm 
and leads him up 
the steps to his 
reception hall, where 
a few chairs covered 
with red velvet have 
been placed before
hand. The Resident 
takes a seat to the 
right of the Sultan, 
and the native secre
taries place them
selves at either side 
of the i r Royal 
master. As soon as 
the R e s i d e n t is 
seated a servant 
brings a basin of 
water for his Excel-

public buildings, to fly no other but the Dutch 
flag over his palace, and so forth. All this he 
has to do in return for a meagre allowance and 
permission to exercise his fatherly care over 
the native population. It is not a bad 
arrangement—from the Dutch point of view ! 

There was a time when the Sultan of Ternate 
had great power and riches, and lived in grand 
style. But nowadays, when this potentate shows 
himself to his people, he rides in a State carriage 
—a gift from the Government, dating from a very 
remote period of the coach-building art—which 
is dragged and pushed by natives, whose business 
it is to take the place of horses. One of 
the photographs shows this antiquated vehicle, 
with the Sultan seated in it and one of the Royal 
princes facing him. In front is his human team, 
and he is being dragged by his servants to pay a 
State call on the Resident. The wonder is that 
the aged equipage does not drop to pieces on 
the road. It is said that horses are scarce on 
the island, and that the Sultan resents the idea 
of placing a native coachman in a more elevated 
position than himself; therefore, he prefers to 
drive out at a snail's pace, towed by coolies. 

When the Resident returns an official visit he 
is fetched in the same vehicle, and in the same 
curious style. Visits are generally paid by the 
Resident at seven o'clock in the evening, and 
the carriage is then accompanied by torch-
bearers, which adds to the fantastic appearance 
of the cortege and causes great excitement 
amongst the islanders, who flock out to watch 
the procession. It takes half an hour to reach 
the palace from the Resident's house, and at 
the palace the Sultan awaits his guest at the foot 
of the steps, surrounded by lackeys holding 

lency to wash his hands if he wishes to do so, 
but as a rule the Resident waves him off. Tea and 
cakes are next presented; after which a troupe 
of Royal women-dancers, to the number of 
half-a-dozen or so, walk slowly in in stately 
fashion, one behind the other, accompanied 
by a clarinet-player 
in the uniform of 
the Napo leon ic 
period. He gives 
the note, which is 
taken up by gong-
players and other 
native instrument
alists, and the 
dance begins in a 
kind of minuet, the 
shrill voices of the 
dancers adding to 
the strangeness of 
the scene. 

It will be noticed 
from our illustra
tion that the bare
footed dancers are 
d ressed in bro
caded silks and 
s a s h e s , a n d 
crowned with 
won der fu l 
head-dresses 
of n a t i v e 
work; each 
l a d y a l s o 
holds a cheap 
Japanese fan 

in h e r h a n d . From a] The Sultan's clarinet-player. 
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I am told that the 
dresses are sup
posed to repre
sent costumes of 
the Louis XIV. 
period, but am 
unable to vouch 
for this. 

At the end of 
the performance 
the ladies walk 
out in the same 
slow and stately 
manner, and then 
there is a pause, 
dur ing which 
cigars and sweets 
are presented. At 
the termination 
of the interval 
another set of 
dancers — this 
time of the male 
sex — file in, followed by a large number of 
musicians playing violins, flutes, and drums. 
The dance of the men consists of a series 
of high jumps and acrobatic performances, 
ending by their forming themselves into a 
human pyramid. The male dancers wear 
curious' harlequin costumes with three-cornered 
hats ornamented with bird-of-paradise feathers, 
the sight of which would turn any European 
lady green with envy. It is now time for the 

From a] A scene in the interior of the island. {Photograph. 

Resident to return home, and the ancient 
carriage, with its quaint human horses and 
torch-bearers, is once more placed at his dis
posal. There was once a Resident on the 
island, it is said, who could not tolerate this 
trying form of drive twice on the same day ; 
so, in order to get out of the difficulty, he 
pleaded his preference for walking exercise in 
the cool breeze of the evening, and thus 
avoided causing offence to his host. 
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e of the Royal women-dancers, who perform for the amusement of their master 's guests. 
Vol. xxv.—17. 

[Phctografih. 
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Another picture shows the bodyguard of 
the Sultan, equipped with uniforms and arms of 
the Napoleonic period and wearing mitre-shaped 
helmets ; a squad of shield and lance bearers is 
seen to the right of them. If these are typical 
of the " men and weapons " the Sultan is pledged 
to furnish to the Dutch Government, it is obvious 
that Holland will not gain greatly in military 
strength by the deal ! 

The lance and shield men, by the way, perform 
what is called a mirror-dance. They take their 
places in front of a mirror in a warlike attitude, 
and, of course, see their own reflections in it. 
These reflections are supposed to be their 
enemies, and the dance commences by the 
dancer taking a forward spring towards the 
mirror with strange contortions of the body, 
intended to indicate that he is fighting against, 
and shielding himself from, the thrusts of the 
enemy. The young man who manipulates his 
shield and lance in the most exciting and 
realistic manner earns the approval of his audi
ence, expressed in loud shouting, while many a 

damsel looking on also Casts sweet glances in 
his direction. The Ternatenese young lady of a 
marriageable age, by the way, is wooed for her 
admirer by a third person—an elderly woman— 
who lays before her parents all the advantages 
to be gained from their daughter's marriage to 
such and such a young man. But the parents, 
being generally of a mercenary turn of mind, 
demand a lump sum down in exchange for their 
child. If the young man has not saved enough 
to pay the stipulated price for his bride he must 
wait till he can do so, or go elsewhere. 

The islanders are, as a race, short and broad, 
with copper-coloured skins and good features. 
They have a language of their own, rather 
difficult to learn and understand, but most of 
the people learn the Malay tongue in order to 
carry on their trade with Java and the other 
islands with greater ease. The majority of 

From a] The State orchestra. 
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The Temple at Ternate. [f'hotog raph. 

them are Mohammedans, but there are many 
Christians among them. 

The climate of Ternate is naturally tropical, 
but not unhealthy or disagreeable, and the 
island is rich in agricultural products, such as 
sago, maize, coffee, cocoa, spices, indigo, tobacco, 
and so forth, but rice is not easily cultivated, 

and is regarded as a luxury, the staple foods of 
the islanders being sago, maize, vegetables, and 
fish. Tropical fruits, such as mangoes, durians, 
and doekoes, whnch grow abundantly on the 
lower parts of the mountains, provide sufficient 
food for the natives and also allow them to 
earn a livelihood, for during the season the 

A group of male dancers. [Photograph. 
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ripe, juicy fruits are gathered for expor
tation to neighbouring islands less blessed 
by Nature. The fruits are packed in 
sacks or baskets and placed in bullock 
carts—as shown in the picture on the 
following page—and thus conveyed to the 
markets or to the harbour. 

As sportsmen the Ternatenese are as 
good as their brethren in Java and else
where. Armed with a rifle they will 
bring down scores of birds with mag
nificent plumage, amongst them the 
birds of paradise, for which they obtain 
from fifteen shillings to a sovereign per 
bird. Another favourite form of sport 
is the catching of fish and a kind of 
tortoise, called "tripang." This is done 
on dark nights, when the " tripangs " come 
to the surface of the water to breathe. 
On showing themselves they are caught 
with a native-made harpoon. The natives 
are great experts in removing the valuable 
shell from the back of the tortoise by 
the cruel process of holding the poor 
creatures over a fire. Very often they are 
still alive after their natural covering has 
been removed, and in this case they are 
thrown back into the sea, where they are 
allowed to grow another shell — a long 
and slow process. Small sharks are caught 
in a very original way. About a dozen 
dry coconut-shells are strung together and 
thrown into the sea. They make a dull 
noise on touching the water, and so cause 
the sharks to come up and see what is 
going on, when they are caught with 
harpoons by the expert fishermen. 

Good and evil spirits play as great a 
role in Ternate as in other semi-civilized 
lands. One way of getting rid of an evil 
spirit which has been troubling the inhabi
tants of a hut is for the head of the 
family to build a toy boat, which he 
decorates with flags and fills with offerings 
of food. He then takes the boat to the 
sea-shoit, shoves it into the water, and 
sits down to watch it drifting out to sea. 
When he is quite sure that the wind has 
blown it out far enough he gets up and 
returns home in a happier frame of mind, 
having got rid at last of the evil demon, 
which is supposed to have taken passage 
in the " spirit boat." 

An eclipse of the moon gives rise to 
another superstition, the moon, according 
to native ideas, having been swallowed 
up by a dragon. In order to get rid of 
the dragon the population bring out 
gongs and other noisy musical instru-



A QUAINT KINGDOM. 133 

ments, and beat these vigorously, to the 
accompaniment of shrieks and yells, 
until the moon reappears. Some take 
the opportunity of gathering a certain 
species of leaves for the purpose of using 
them medicinally afterwards. 

The souls of the dead are honoured 
as protectors of the living, and they are 
supposed to dwell in the woods, where 
their relatives often place offerings of 
food for them. They are also consulted 
during serious illnesses, when living 
women, representing spirits, act as 
oracles, and give their advice for a 
trifle. 

Although most of the Ternatenese are 
Mohammedans by religion they are not 
above taking strong drinks; and the 
picture on the top of the following 
page shows a group of sago-wine sellers. 
The wine is obtained by inserting long, 
hollow bamboos in the bark of the sago 
palm. By the next morning a good 
quantity of the liquid has been obtained, 
and by the same afternoon the sweet 
stuff has sufficiently fermented to be 
sold as an intoxicant which finds great 
favour with the natives. 

During the Ramadan fast, which lasts 
for a month, the Sultan of Ternate never 
transacts business, but is often seen 
going to the temple. On the twenty-
seventh day of the fast a great festival 
is held ; the houses are illuminated and 
innumerable guns are discharged. On 
that day the Resident sends to His 
Majesty a present of sugar, coffee, rose-
water, candles, print materials—mostly 
manufactured in Manchester—rice, and 
tea. On the first day of the following 
month a return gift is sent by the Sultan 
to the Resident in the form of home
made sweets, fowls, and fruit. 

The illustration at the bottom of the 
last page shows a weird native tandoe, 
or sedan-chair, in which the Royal wives 
and princesses are carried to the temple 
or go for an airing. This sedan-chair is 
a very curious specimen of native work, 
and the ornamental articles on either 
side of it are meant to hold lamps, 
which are carried on poles by the ser
vants. The Sultan of Ternate and the 
princes usually wear European gar
ments and a white turban, white being 
only worn by Royalty, whereas the 
commoners always wear a turban made 
of black material. One more quaint 
custom of the islanders must be 
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A group of sago-wine sellers—The wine is carried in long bamboos with the joints knocked out. 
From a Photograph. 

mentioned in conclusion, and that is the pas
time of the dodengo, or fencing with bamboos 
until blood is drawn. Needless to say, it is 
only the strongest and pluckiest youths who 
care to take part in it. The competitors 
parry the thrusts of the bamboo lances of 
their rivals with great skill, and those who 
are successful in avoiding serious wounds 
are highly honoured. Many a young man has 

fought in the dodengo in order to win. favoui 
with the maiden of his choice, for, in spite o) 
the alarming aspect which some of the wounded 
victims present afterwards, these fencing bouts 
nevertheless attract young and old, and cases 
are on record of plucky young fighters who, 
through their prowess, have been enabled to 
win their brides without the payment of the 
usual lump sum down. 

An extraordinary "tandoe," or sedan-chair, in which the Sultan's wives are carried —The lamps on either side are carried on 
*roma\ poles by the escort. [Photograph. 



BY LAURENCE D. YOUNG. 

So far as is known no one has ever swum the Whirlpool Rapids of Niagara, where the famous 
Captain Webb lost his life. This little story was told to Mr. Young by a man who claims to 
have accomplished the feat. Whether one believes him or not, the narrative is a very striking one, 

and, as Mr. Young says, it rings true. 

FTER an ordinary tourist's day of 
sight-seeing at Niagara Falls I was 
returning hotelward in company with 
a friend of mine, who was a native 
of that place, when my attention was 

arrested by an old man who was selling pictures 
of the Falls. He was tall and straight as an 
arrow, though he must have been at least eighty 
years old —for his hair, although thick, showed 
pure white, with a peculiar vivid shininess, 
against the reddish-brown of his skin. 

An old man who was neither bent nor feeble 
was a sufficient novelty 
to prompt me to buy a 
picture. As we passed 
on, my companion 
remarked, " That's 
old Durgot. A re
markable figure, isn't 
he?" 

As a matter of fact 
the old fellow, with 
his clear, piercing 
eyes, and head that 
no painter could see 
without wanting to 
make a Neptune out 
of it, had interested 
me mightily. 

"What is he? An 
Indian ? " I asked. 

"Oh, no," replied 
my friend. " H e 
thinks that when he 
was a boy he swam 
the Lower Rapids, From a] Niagara. 

Old Durgot, who claims to have swum the Whirlpool Rapids of 

and he has dwelt so much on the idea 
that it has turned his brain. He's not exactly 
crazy, but just a little queer." And we spoke 
no more on the subject. 

The next morning, after breakfast, I went 
alone to the old man's corner. He remembered 
me, and upon my showing interest in him and 
his affairs he appeared pleased. After some 
little talk I suggested that we should go for a 
drive. His eyes brightened, and he consented, 
provided that I would take him down by the 
water. I bought some cigars, negotiated with 

the vulture-like driver 
of an open vehicle, 
and we started. I 
asked the old man 
where he wished to 
go. "To the Whirl
pool," he said. I told 
the driver this, and 
we were taken over 
to the Canadian side 
and down along the 
high bank of the 
gorge for three or four 
miles to a point where 
the driver told us to 
alight. Then, leaving 
vehicle and driver 
behind, I followed, 
while old Durgot led 
the way down a 
narrow, winding 
path. 

The descent proved 
{Photograph. to be perilous, and I 
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marvelled at the agility the old man displayed 
in sliding from one tree to another, as was fre
quently necessary on the steep slope. Reaching 
the bottom we sat down on the narrow beach, 
our feet almost in the tremendous whirlpool, 
which eddied and flowed resistlessly past us. 

I produced my cigars, but Durgot, disdaining 
them, smoked a black pipe, villainous to look 
upon. While half a pipe was smoked the old 
man watched the water silently. Then he said, 
quietly :— 

" I swam through there once." 
" Yes ? Tell me about it," I asked him. 
He paused for a moment, and then began to 

speak, in an odd, impersonal way, while his eyes 
lit up. I have endeavoured to quote him exactly. 

I will tell you of a river and of a Man. The 
river was broad and 
deep, very deep, black 

After the river takes its leap over the Falls it 
rests and waits, and then for two miles its slow, 
steady flow is calm and peaceful until along the 
banks, on both sides, and just opposite each 
other, come the first ripples of broken water, in 
two straight, even lines. These two streaks of 
white go out towards the centre, meeting in the 
middle a quarter of a mile below, and there the 
river again awakens. These two lines are the 
" Swift Drift," and, as all men know, whatever 
comes into the clutch of the "Swift Drift" never 
gets out. 

The Man understood all there was to know 
about the river, and he would swim backwards 
and forwards across where it was quiet, timing 
himself so closely that often he would reach the 
bank but a few feet above where the " Swift Drift" 
started. It was a fine game, and everybody 
thought he was very daring. Then he grew 
tired of the quiet water, and began to wonder 
if he could not go down through the Rapids 
and come out at the Whirlpool. He decided 

that he could, but first 
threw in logs to see what 
would become of them. 

at night, but green 
and blue in the sun, 

dancing merrily along, and beckoning, always 
beckoning, to the Man to come and play with 
it. It was just the same river that you see here, 
but in those days we did not know that no one 
could swim through there and live. 

Then there was the Man. Twenty-eight years 
old he was at this time, just six feet tall, and 
very strong. He could run and jump and ride 
a horse, but best of all he could swim. Oh, 
how he could swim ! 

The first great billow of the Rapids. 
From a Photograph. 

From the American side he pushed off a log 
just at the " Swift Drift," and he watched while 
the current snatched it and carried it down 
through the boiling foam to the giant wave 
which is the first great billow of the Rapids. 
Here the log was thrown high into the air, and 
the Man knew that he could never stand that 
buffet and live. Then he started another log 
out into the river from the Canadian side. This 
log took the giant wave smoothly, and went on 
down through the Rapids as far as he could 
see without being sucked under! 

This showed him that he too must start from 
that side, and keep close to the Canadian shore 
until he was over the giant wave. Next he 
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walked down that shore to the point where he 
had lost sight of the log. Here he threw in 
another log, and watched it while it swirled away 
down the Rapids. Just above the part known as 
the " Devil's Hole" this log struck a hidden 
ledge, and it also was thrown out of the water. 
The Man experimented with several different logs 
to find out how he could get through this place, 
and finally, when he hurled a small billet of 
wood about a hundred and fifty feet out into the 
torrent, he saw that it cleared the crest without 
striking anything. He learned from this that 
after passing the giant wave, he must swim hard 
for the American shore to get over the next 
ledge. In this way he spent all that summer 
down on the bank of the Rapids, watching the 
water, and each day discovering something new 
about it. 

At last, when he had just about decided to 
make the attempt, he noticed one day that in 
the Rapid, just where it turned from its previous 
course into the Whirlpool, a log which he had 
sent in disappeared 
and did not come 
up. The re were 

scheme, for he was not a fool, and he knew what 
he could do and what he could not do. So he 
contented himself with swimming in the quieter 
water above the Rapids. 

One night in early September the Man was 
down on the edge of the river just above the 
" Swift Drift," in a cove where a big eddy made 
the water smooth and quite safe. He was alone 
save for a puppy which he was going to teach to 
swim." 

He took off his clothes and carried the little 
dog out into the water. However, it did not 
take much teaching, for no sooner did he drop 
it in, than it commenced to paddle quickly 
away. He watched it for a moment, laughing 
because it was able to swim much faster than he 
had expected. Then he called and whistled to 
it to turn around and come back, but the foolish 
little animal did not 
know enough to do 

The Whirlpool Rapids of Niagara. 

From a Photograph. 

always so many logs floating around in the 
Whirlpool that it was impossible to see 
reappearance of the log he had been watch
ing. Again and again he tried, but the log 
always disappeared, and he could not tell when 
it came to the surface again. He knew, how
ever, that it must be at least a matter of several 
minutes, and he saw plainly enough that this 
fact would make any attempt to swim the 
Rapids hopeless, for this was not a mere matter 
of passing safely over some hidden rock. It 
was the sucking undercurrent of the Whirpool's 
revolving water pulling against the Rapid,, which 
would drag anything down, and it was the same 
all the way across. So the Man gave up his 
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this, and pressed on 
straight out across the 
river. It was at the mouth of the cove and in 
the current before the Man understood that it 
was not going to turn back, and then he sprang 
into the water and with great, sweeping, over
hand strokes rapidly overhauled the hurrying 
little thing out in front. 

So excited was he in his chase that he did not 
notice how far out he was swimming. It was 
not till he had caught the puppy and gripped 
the scruff of its neck with his mouth to keep its 



i<8 T H E WIDE WORLD MA 

He clutched at a half-submerged rock, but he was torn away from it and hurled into the centre again. 

head out of the 
water that he 
saw how far he 
was from shore. 
He was closer to 
the Rapids than 
he had ever been 
before, but he 
wasted no time 
in being fright
ened, and com
menced to swim 
back faster even 
than he came 
out. Not till he 
was less than a 
h u n d r e d feet 
from the shore 
did he realize 
that he was with
in the " Swift 
D r i f t " ; a n d 
then, swim as he 
would, he found 
that he was get
ting no nearer to 
the bank, for the 
force of the cur
rent was all to
wards the middle 
of the river and 
against him. 

He knew then 
that he was not 
going to get out, 
but was going 
down throuih 
the Rapids. So 
h e t o o k t h e 
puppy from his 
mouth, and hold
ing it in his 
hand high over 
his head, he 
threw it up the 
river and towards 
the shore. It 
landed in the 
water close to 
the bank, and 
h a d a g o o d 
chance to get 
out if it knew 
enough. 

The next in
stant the Man 
was swimming 
back with all his 
might toward the 
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Canadian side, because he remembered how his 
logs had behaved, and he knew that only on 
that side could he hope to get over the giant wave. 
Soon he was in the broken water, and after that 
he could neither see, feel, nor hear for several 
seconds, because the turmoil was so great. 
Then his body gave a great jerk, and he knew 
that he was over the giant wave. After that he 
had presence of mind enough to try to swim 
back for the other side, so as to clear the next 
ledge; but swimming was almost out of the 
question, because the foaming mixture of water 
and air afforded no purchase for his arms and 
legs. The roar was deafening, and he was 
twisted hither and thither like a bobbing cork. 
Then the water gave another great heave, and 
he knew that he was safely over the second 
ledge. Next, before he understood what had 
happened, an eddy caught him, and he was 
pulled in close to the shore—so close that once 
he clutched at a half-submerged rock, and 
thought that he might be able to crawl out, 
but he was torn away from it and hurled into 
the centre again. Twice more he was pulled 
tantalizingly close to the bank, and twice more 
he was snatched back into the middle of the 
Rapids. By this time he knew he must be 
close to the mouth of the Whirlpool, and he 
filled his lungs as full of air as he could, for 
he knew what was coming. 

Then he was dragged down under the water. 
He did not struggle or exert himself, but allowed 
his body to remain lax and limp, because he 
would have to hold his breath for a long time. 
During what seemed an 
eternity, he was pulled p l l 
deeper and deeper, and 
at last the call of his 
lungs for fresh air became 
insupportable. He closed 
his two hands tight across 
his nose and mouth and 
waited whileall conscious
ness left him, but even as 
he fainted he felt that he 
must not open his mouth 
and release the air in his 
lungs, or he would never 
come to the surface. 

When he regained his 
senses he began instinc
tively to battle against 
the current, but found he 
was lying high and dry on 
the beach of the Whirl
pool, where the endless 
flowing and ebbing of 
the water often leaves 
the cattle and logs which From a] 

come into it. Every bone and muscle in his 
body was wrenched and aching; his legs and 
arms were bruised and battered, and his head 
was pounding and bumping dizzily from a cut 
on his right temple. 

He lay where he was all that night before he 
had strength to climb the bank. Then, at an 
adjacent house, he asked for food and clothes. 
They wanted to know where he had come from, 
and when he told them " through the Rapids," 
they thought he was crazy, but gave him all he 
required. He returned and told his friends 
what had happened, but no one believed him, 
nor do they believe him now. 

That same day he went down to the river in the 
hope of finding the puppy. He walked along until 
he came to the cove from where he had started the 
previous evening, and there, where it had made 
itself a bed on his pile of clothes, was the little 
dog, alive and well. He took it home with him, and 
they were great friends until its death, but neither 
he nor the dog ever went into the water again. 

As old Durgot finished, the Whirlpool repeated 
its eternal surging, and the rising water lapped 
close at our feet. 

" It is always beckoning to me like that," said 
the old man. " But I have had enough. Come." 
And, disdaining my offer of assistance, he led 
the way up the ascent, and when I reached the 
top he was already in his seat in the carriage. 
The nodding driver clucked his horses forward, 
and the old man turned and gazed back out 
across the Whirlpool. 

The "Swift Drift." 



iy H Belcher 
The deserted rectory at Luffingcott as it appears at the present day. 

From a Photo, by James Woolridge, Launceston. 

The story of a rectory in a peaceful little Devonshire village which was suddenly deserted at dead 
of night—left tenantless, with all its furniture and fittings, and never again occupied. Vandals 
looted and sacked it, and the erstwhile charming old house has acquired an uncanny reputation. 
The author decided to spend the night there alone and see what was to be seen, and his narrative of 

his experiences makes exciting reading. 

HAVE been greatly struck by the 
fact that since my return to England 
I have come across more startling 
romances than I found during my 
wanderings abroad. I notice that 

the majority of WIDE WORLD stories come from 
afar, but I am hopeful that once in a way a 
tale from "next door," as it were, may appeal 
to a large proportion of readers. Let me lead 
you in imagination, therefore, to Launceston, 
on the London and South-Western Railway, 
where it crosses the Cornish border. Alighting 
here, you take the north road to Bude and, 
having crossed the Ottery at Yeolmbridge, go 
right ahead till you reach the finger-post marked 
"Boyton." At that village anyone will direct 

you to the little village of Luffingcott, which lies 
on the eastern side of the Tamar, about two 
miles due south of Tetcott. If you draw a 
straight line from Boyton to Tetcott you will go 
right through the glebe of Luffingcott Rectory, 
which stands alone down in the valley of the 
Tamar, about half a mile from the village. 

A more beautiful or lonely place than this 
rectory it would be hard to find ; but what is 
the meaning of these eyeless sockets of windows, 
the open roof, the decaying walls, the air of 
desolation and menace which the place impresses 
on the visitor even in bright sunshine ? No one 
will go near it after dark; no one will sleep in 
it alone. Visitors come from all over Devon to 
see it. Parties of young bucks have stayed in it 
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all night, fortified by numbers, victuals, and a 
sense of their own daring. 

Only a few years ago this house was a warm, 
comfortable home, filled with light, love, and 
laughter. It possessed a beautiful garden and 
orchard, terraces of close turf, a tennis lawn, 
poultry, pigs, a horse or two, and cows. 

Evidences of all these things, and much else 
of comfort and refinement, show themselves even 
now, amid the general desolation, to the eye of 
the careful observer. There are many deserted 
houses in England, but few, I think, so deserted 
as this—deserted with every stick of furniture 
left standing in it, deserted at a moment's notice 
at dead of night, in the full knowledge of all that 
the desertion would entail. So utterly was it 
abandoned that not even the law moved hand 
or foot to prevent the sack which followed on 
the desertion. But why ? the reader will ask. 
To any man brought face to face with the 
problem it would occur to him that he must 
have awakened, not in England, but in the 
cockpit of Europe after a ruthless invading 
army had passed through. 

The answer is not easy to arrive at. The 
mid-western Devon farmer is all right until you 
begin asking questions. As long as you are 
content to be looked upon as a mild sort of 
wandering lunatic, with a taste for milk and 
water-colour sketching, he is as kind and amiable 
as his means will allow; but once you display 
the least curiosity about anything whatever, from 
pigs to politics, he will shut up like an oyster, 
and tell you rather less than the Sphinx might 
reasonably be expected to do. Hence my great 
difficulty in obtaining any reliable information 
about the first, middle, or last causes of the 
desolation to be seen at Luffingcott Rectory. 

After much patient inquiry, however, I arrived 
at the conclusion that the first cause was the 
hooligan, the middle cause was the gentleman 
who left the place suddenly one night some 
three or four years back, while the last cause 
was fear—blind, unreasoning, deadly fear. The 
middle cause of the trouble may be briefly 
stated. For excellent reasons, best known to 
himself, the late rector left his home, and has 
never, so far as can be seen, returned to it. 
That much is, I believe, undeniable. The story 
of that flitting, if one may use the term, is a 
very simple one in the telling. 

The reverend gentleman arrived late one 
night at a neighbouring cottage, about half a 
mile from the rectory, in a state of great 
agitation, and signified his unalterable deter
mination not to enter the place again except 
under compulsion. He forthwith took up his 
quarters in the village with a private family, and 
there he remained until he resigned his office at 

Luffingcott. The church was then administered 
by the Rector of Boyton, who devotedly travelled 
many miles, in the worst of weather, in order 
that Divine service might be held at the little 
village, thus left parsonless, and with that grim 
rectory a standing eyesore in the lovely valley. 

I do not for an instant presume to judge of 
that part of the case, neither will I weary the 
reader with the old wives' tales about how folks 
came miles to hear the late rector preach simply 
because he had " seed a ghos'." For the unshake-
able belief amongst the people thereabouts, of 
course, is that he did see such a thing, and that 
it was the ghost of a former incumbent, who died 
some twenty or thirty years ago—a man who did 
a great deal to make the place beautiful, and 
who evidently loved the house where he spent 
his last years. They say the old man used to 
walk by the riverside with a book, and was much 
given to solitary wandering. The gossips further 
state that the late rector did, on more than one 
occasion, at first, after his flight, make assevera
tion that such was the case; but, as I said 
before, I had the greatest difficulty in pinning 
anyone down to a plain statement of fact. 

The only plain and straightforward piece of 
evidence, however, is that the reverend gentle
man did incontinently rush from the rectory in 
the night across the fields to a house where he 
was unexpected, and that he never again lived 
at the rectory. That is, I believe, admitted fact. 

The house, as already stated, was left standing 
open and furnished, without a soul to look after 
it. At first the rustics were too scared to go near 
it. Then they banded together and went in the 
daytime. Presently someone took an ornament 
and carried it away; then someone else took a 
chair. Finally a perfect frenzy of loot seems, to 
have possessed the neighbourhood. The rectory 
is a large house—much larger than it appears in 
the photo, because you cannot see the back of 
it or the wings. It was full of good furniture, 
and the raiders went through it from attic to 
basement and gutted it, while considerably later 
•—owing, perhaps, to a fear of legal conse
quences—a man arrived from nowhere (some 
say Plymouth, and profess to know the name of 
this party), and in the most open manner loaded 
up a big van with what was left of the larger 
pieces of furniture and carted it away. He 
came, loaded, and went, and has never been 
seen there since by all accounts. 

One thing proved a difficulty: the grand 
piano in the drawing-room. From the wreck I 
judge that it must have been a splendid instru
ment, and it was too much for the ghost-hunters. 
They could not play it ; they could not remove 
it. There remained only one thing to do— 
destroy it. A solidly-built grand, with its massive 
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leg;, takes time and ingenuity and strength to 
pull to pieces. It must have taken hours to 
scatter the fragments of that piano, but it was 
done. I have seen what was left on the floor— 
a few jangling chords in the iron frame. The 
rest was literally hacked to pieces. Next it was 
the turn of the marble mantelpieces. Nothing 
but crowbars and sledge-hammers could have 
splintered up solid marble in such fashion. 
The boys, doubtless, attended to the windows ; 
vandals of a larger growth to the paper and 
plaster of the walls and the woodwork and 
moulding. 

And so the rectory was left as one sees it 
to-day—the wreck of a once charming house. 
Now that all has been done that can be done to 
destroy and deface, some good person, having 
authority, has intimated to the public, by means 
of a signboard on the front window, that 
" Trespassers will be Prosecuted." 

It was not so, however, in the beginning of 
1908, and, moreover, there is nothing extra
ordinary in the fact that people took away the 
furniture, nor that they afterwards knocked the 
place about. The foregoing is not, perhaps, 
very interesting except in so far as it emphasizes 
the fact that Luffmgcott Rectory in 1908 was 
a place of desolation and uncanny repute. 
When I inspected the house in broad day
light I was struck with some of the inscriptions, 
particularly with one which intimated that 
certain men of Launceston had, on such and 
such a night, bivouacked at the rectory. There 
was, however, an absence of proof that any 
single solitary had ever cared to stay there and 
keep vigil. Why should I not be the first man 
to do so ? It would be an experience, at any 
rate. 

In June, my people having all left the district 
for the seaside, I, being alone in my cottage, 
packed up a haversack and rode over at dusk. 
Not wishing to be shot by any nervous gentle
men who might be prowling about, I said 
nothing of my going, and entered the place, not 
by the village on the east, but through the woods 
on the west side. I crossed the disused canal 
and the river, and arrived at the house in the 
gloaming. Pitching my rolled overcoat and 
haversack through the front window, I took the 
machine round to the stables, where I planted it 
safe and dry. 

It was not yet dark, but quite gloomy enough 
to give the place a fine orthodox appearance of 
ghostly respectability which would have satisfied 
anyone in search of sensation. I lit a cigarette 
and walked in. 

Entering the hall, I found a chair standing in 
front of the old open fireplace, and as this 
imparted a somewhat homely look to the corner 

of the great chimney, I took this point as my 
head-quarters and soon had a cheery fire blazing. 
Then, while the billy was boiling for my tea, I 
walked round and through the house. I had 
mapped out a plan of campaign, and was not 
going to be humbugged either by myself or 
anyone else. I had made up my mind that I 
would stand no nonsense from within or without. 
Thus I had with deliberation omitted to bring 
any sort of weapon, and as China tea is the only 
tea that does not affect the nerves, China tea 
was now preparing on the hearth. 

Spite of my mental attitude, two slight incidents 
combined to recall the unwelcome fact that I 
was just a plain man, capable of feeling fear. 
One was that in the drawing-room I walked into 
the remains of the piano, which gave a miserable 
wail under my feet and made me jump. The 
second was that, on returning to the fire, my 
shadow, cast on the wall, threw the outline of no 
up-to-date person, but a weird silhouette which 
might have passed for a Stuart Puritan, Barnaby 
Rudge's father, or the late Don Guido Fawkes, 
according to the taste and imagination of the 
beholder. This was owing to the fact that I 
wore a long-skirted overcoat, a broad-brimmed 
felt hat, of which I had inadvertently pushed up 
the crown, and a large wrapper round my neck, 
for the night was chilly enough in spite of the 
time of year. This shadow of mine gave me a 
start on account of its suggestion of old-fashioned 
weirdness—and the point is not without import
ance, as you will presently see. 

By this time it was quite dark inside the 
house, although the twilight of a June night was 
sufficient outside to send a faint glimmer through 
the paneless windows of the hall. True to the 
first principles of the investigator, I composed 
my mind to think calmly of the matter, weigh 
the evidence, and generally to try to arrive at 
the truth. 

Part of the ritual was to read a book having 
no sort of ghostly interest. May the author 
forgive me ! It was about a girl, two men, a 
motor-car, money difficulties, a stern parent, and 
other startlingly original matter of the same sort. 
I regret to say I was supremely bored. I think 
I nodded. I had been up since 6 a.m., and it 
was now midnight—the witching hour. The 
inertia of sleep came thick upon me, and I 
slept. 

My duty to the reader precludes my giving 
a dissertation on the exact difference between 
nervousness and fear, or between fear and 
cowardice. All I know is that when I woke 
up—conscious that some unusual sound had 
roused me—I was disappointed and disgusted 
to find that I was not facing the situation with 
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" My shadow, cast on the wall, threw the outline of no up-to-date person, but a weird silhouette." 

either the coolness of a gentleman or the hardi
hood of a trooper. Something or somebody 
was afoot in the house. It was that which had 
awakened me, I knew, although not a sound 
reached me after I woke. Yet I was scared. 

It may have been the cold and darkness and 
the dead silence, coupled with the sudden shock 
of waking, but the fact remained—I was scared. 
Horrid and degrading thought! Scared of the 
dark, scared of a dead man—me! 
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' "Good heavens! Ifs h i m r c r ied a voice beyond the light 
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What had looked so interesting in my own 
snug sitting-room at home, so courageous in 
Launceston, so scientific and superior when 
talking to a psychologist, appeared a nasty, 
nerve-trying, ugly business here in the dark 
woods, a mile away from help, alone in this 
ruin of desolation and menace. 

I sat thinking in this strain for some moments, 
listening and glaring into the darkness mean
while, waiting for what might befall. Suddenly 
my attention was arrested by a whispering which 
came from out of tire dark passage leading to 
the western wing, where was a room having its 
window overlooking the garden, and containing, 
as I thought, nothing but dust and torn paper. 
A voice, low and indistinct, seemed to be saying 
the same thing over and over again, with pauses 
as if for reflection. As I sat, my whole thought 
was fixed on this passage and the trickle of 
sound emerging from it. It was with complete 
unexpectedness, therefore, that the door close 
to my elbow opened, and a figure, remarkably 
like my own and scarcely visible, walked swiftly 
across the room in front of me and disappeared 
down the black hole of the passage, while a 
cold breath of air fanned my face. As far as I 
could make out it was the figure of a man 
in a long coat, with some sort of flat-brimmed 
hat. The noise of his tread was a soft pad, 
pad—like slippered feet in thick dust. After 
what seemed a long wait, during which I 
remained motionless, spellbound with horror, 
there was the creak and slight jar of a door 
shutting. 

An owl began to hoot away in the woods, 
and it is to that lonely night-prowler that I owe 
the climax of this story. The sound—warm
blooded, alive, and fearless — roused what 
courage I had left. I rose to my feet, and, 
casting discretion to the winds, rushed headlong 
down the pitch-dark entry, resolved to see the 
matter.out. I felt for the handle of the door, 
and, turning it suddenly, swept the door wide 
open; then, bending forward,"entered the room. 
No sooner had I done so than the bright white 
glare of a big acetylene lamp was turned full 

upon me. I must have presented an alarming 
spectacle—my face ashy white, teeth bared and 
fingers extended claw-fashion, my body bent as 
in the act to spring. 

" Good heavens ! It's him 1 " cried a voice 
beyond the light, and at the words I rose to my 
full height and made a step forward. This simple 
movement was followed by such a yell of abject 
terror as I have never heard the like of before. 
The lamp and its holder hurtled through the 
open window; while a second and a third dark 
body hurled themselves in rapid succession 
through the same exit into the garden below. 
I sped across the room and shouted, " Come 
back ! Come back !" It was all I could think 
of, but apparently they did not hear me. I heard 
the crash of undergrowth, the drumming of feet 
on the turf, the sound of a body falling heavily 
to the ground—the rustle and rush of panic 
flight—until the sounds died fitfully away into 
the dark woods beyond the river, and all was 
still. 

I struck a match. The first grey glint of 
dawn came stealing over the eastern hills. 
Dartmoor loomed black against the coming day. 
On the floor of the room lay one india-rubber-
soled shoe, two empty beer-bottles, two candles, 
a paper containing some cheese, and a blue roll 
enclosing some dry sticks of macaroni. There 
was nothing else. 

The sun rose bright, flooding the place with 
pink and yellow light. My spirits rose, and 
after making some breakfast I went to have a 
last look at the room where I had lately been 
almost distraught with emotion. 

On the yellow wall was the following inscrip
tion in pencil :— 

We, the undersigned, stayed here all night on the 6th 
of June, 1908, and saw nothing to be afeared of. 

(Signed) O. H U G L E Y , 

W I L L I A M I I . B R E W E R , 
AMOS 

The last signature was incomplete. I think I 
know why, and I should very much like to hear 
the dauntless trio relate the story of their experi
ences at Luffingcott Rectory. 

Vol. xxv.—19. 



SHOW-BOATING. 
BY HARRY HIGH. 

From a} A noted " show-boat "—Price 's " Water Queen. [Photograph. 

It is safe to say that many thousands of our readers, even in the United States, have 
never heard of a " show - boat." Show-boats are floating theatres which, propelled by a 
steamer, travel up and down the great rivers of the Middle West, covering a distance of 
five or six thousand miles every season, and giving dramatic and other performances at the 
towns and villages along the banks. This article, written by an expert, gives a most interest

ing account of a very curious branch of the entertainment business. 

|N writing about the branch of the 
show business which is carried on 
by means of floating opera - houses 
built upon boats, moved nightly 
from one point to another, I am 

dealing with an industry that many people 
have never heard of, while even those who have 
seen the boats know little about the life of those 
on board. 

Having had several years of personal experi
ence as a member of the acting company oa 
one or another of these " floating theatres," as 
they are styled, the writer has gained an inside 
knowledge of the business which enables him 
to speak without fear of contradiction. It would 
be difficult to describe all the things of interest 
that might be told about the " show - boat" 
industry without writing a series of articles, so 
I will merely endeavour to touch briefly upon 
sundry topics that will enable the reader to gain 
a general idea of how the business is conducted 

and the conditions under which the various 
employes perform their individual duties. 

The dimensions of floating theatres vary but 
slightly. The presence of locks upon most 
of the rivers they traverse makes it necessary to 
keep within certain bounds in order that the 
boat may not be too large to be locked through 
during seasons when the water is shallow. The 
average length is about a hundred and seventy 
feet, while the width is perhaps thirty-five or 
forty. An ordinary steam tow-boat, connected 
to the rear of the theatre, pushes it along, all 
the power being on the steamboat, while the 
steering is done from a pilot-house on the front 
boat controlling the rudder of the tow-boat, 
thus allowing the steersman a better view of the 
way ahead. Signalling from the pilot to the 
engineer is done by means of a shrill whistle on 
the steamboat, worked by pulling a cord in the 
pilot-house. The usual tow-boat bell-signals 
are inadequate at so great a distance as that 
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From a] The pilot-house on the deck of the show-boat. 

between the steering-room on fhe auditorium 
and the engine-room, and it is absolutely 
necessary for the steersman to know that his 
signals have reached the man at the lever. 

An idea of the interior of the show-boat, or 
auditorium, is easily obtained by comparing it 
with the average theatre in a small city, the 
seating capacity of which is not over twelve 
hundred. Two boxes, one above the other, 
occupy the front of the house on either side of 
the stage, while a gallery runs along both sides 
and for a con
s iderable dis
tance over the 
rear portion. An 
incl ined floor 
makes possible a 
splendid view of 
the stage from 
any seat in the 
house, and elec
tric fans maintain 
a circulation of 
air. A suitable 
pit for the accom
modation of an 
orchestra of eight 
is provided. The 
stage is usually 
about twenty feet 
in breadth, and 
is p ropor t ion
ately deep. The 
scenery is for the 
most part sta
tionary, although 

much of It is _ from a] 

reversible, and so built 
that almost any common 
scene can be easily set. 
Cur t a ins p ic tur ing 
" s t r e e t , " " g a r d e n , " 
" kitchen," and "woods" 
scenes are usually car
ried, with, of course, the 
necessary furniture. 

Behind the stage are 
the dressing-rooms, few 
in number and tiny in 
size. Over the dressing-
rooms is a space which 
is usually well filled with 
"props" (articles such 
as chairs, books, etc., 
used in the production 
of a play). Some of 
these props become 
dilapidated to an alarm
ing extent, but with 

extreme care they are nursed through many 
summers. The millionaire's parlour, for instance, 
may contain a three-legged table or a couch that 
has long ago lost all appearance of any interest 
in life. 

On the steamboat are the sleeping-quarters, 
the dining-room, cook-house, and last, but by no 
means the least significant, the steam calliope, 
or organ, the unearthly screeches of which 
awaken the countryside for miles around when 
the show-boat arrives at a "stand." High-

\Photog?-aph. 

T h e auditorium of a floating theatre. [Photograph. 
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" T h e millionaire's parlour. 

pressure instruments are used, and the "music" 
from one of them has been heard at a distance 
of nine miles. 

While the men who attend to the workings of 
the fleet are not in any way connected with the 
stage performances, their labours are, neverthe
less, important. The majority of the early show
boat proprietors secured papers which entitled 
them to act in the capacity of captains over 
their own outfits, thus saving the salary of that 
official. Some of them have 
also obtained, through fre
quent trips along the show
boat territory, a pilot's licence. 
The navigation laws, however, 
make it compulsory that a 
boat must carry a man 
licensed to attend to the 
wheel and another one to 
look after the captaincy. The 
engineer (there are often two), 
must see that the machinery 
is kept in proper condition, 
and it is seldom that that 
gentleman is not found busy 
improving the service of some 
part of the boilers, cylinders, 
or shafting. Another useful 
individual is the boat's car
penter. He may have several 
days of rest; then things will 
all go wrong from the bow to 
the fan - tail. Several deck
hands are also necessary to 
keep the steamboat coaled, to " tie-up " when a 
landing is made, and to clean, scrub, and polish 
generally. In the cook-house will be found 
a man and a boy, the latter usually being a 
homeless waif who follows the line of least 
resistance in gaining his living. The "chamber
maid " is often selected from among the 
deckhands; and the ladies of the company, 
as a rule, prefer attending to their own 
limited space to allowing the horny - handed 

to invade the private ate 

The ' chambermaid. 

" chambermaid 
boudoir. 

It is necessary to change the pilots frequently, 
as the steersman is limited to a certain stretch 
of water over which he has become sufficiently 
familiar to be able to pass an examination by 
the Government inspectors and examiners. For 
instance, a man may be well acquainted with the 
channel of the Ohio River between Cincinnati 
and Pittsburg, and may be considered perfectly 

competent to take a "tow" 
over that territory, but he 
may never have made the 
trip from Cincinnati to Evans-
ville or St. Louis, and of 
course it would be folly to 
allow him to steer a boat 
worth thousands of dollars, 
besides risking the lives of 
from forty to sixty persons, 
amid unknown dangers. A 
pilot is licensed only over 
water with which he is well 
acquainted, and as the course 
of the average show-boat may 
take it over some five thou
sand miles in a single summer, 
a dozen or more pilots will 
be employed during the time. 

In dealing with the " acting 
company" it is necessary to 
include the band and orches
tra, for often the bass drum
mer may be the "character 

man," some other instrumentalist may be the 
"juvenile man," and the artist who presides at 
the steam piano may captivate the hearts of the 
female section of the audience by his interpreta
tion of some leading part. The musicians are 
chosen for their personal appearance as well as 
for their professional ability, and everyone 
" doubles," either in the orchestra, on the stage, 
or in attending to the wants of the audience. 
Usually, in the case of a " dramatic show," the 
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From a] The dining-room. [Photograph. 

stage company numbers about fifteen or twenty. 
If the entertainment consists of musical comedy 
the number may be increased. In former years 
the rules of a boat were rather lax, but during 
recent years discipline has improved, and it is 
difficult for the undesirable man to keep his job, 
one "drunk" being sufficient cause for dis
charge. The ability of the performers is usually 
on a par with that of the average small company 
touring towns of from four to twenty thousand 
people, although some high-class talent has been 
seen by the patrons of river shows. 

The free and easy life is the chief charm of 
show-boating. Certainly it is not the salaries 
paid by the managers 
that make the work 
attractive. Packing up 
every evening is never 
thought of on a show
boat. In fact, that act 
is neglected until the end 
of the season, which is 
usually about eight or 
nine months in duration. 
The fact that the per
formers are always at 
their hotel, that baggage 
is never transferred, that 
things left hanging in the 
dressing-rooms are never 
•disturbed, that changes in 
the "bill" are few and 
far between once it is 
running smoothly, and 
the absence of the bump
ing, rattling, and crashing 
that attend railway travel
ling, together with the 
many privileges the per
former is usually granted From a] 

by the management—all these things make 
the show-boater indolent and perfectly satis
fied with life. He is a firm believer in the 
saying that " sufficient unto the day is the 
worry thereof," and he refuses to concern 
himself with the affairs of the future until 
about three weeks before the end of the 
season. Then he realizes what a lazy holiday 
time the past summer has been. He says 
it has been monotonous, that a man is a 
fool to waste his time in that way, and that 
never again will he be guilty of being a 
member of a show-boat company. In the 
spring the manager gets a letter from him 
asking for his old job and an increase of 
salary. If he gets the latter, he considers 
that the manager realizes his worth. If he 
doesn't get it, he decides to go back all the 
same, just once more, for he has saved more 

money during the summer previous than he has 
done on any other engagement at twice the 
wages. So many small towns are visited at 
which no money can be spent that the salary, 
however small, is nearly all profit. 

The style of performances on floating theatres 
varies according to the ideas of the managers. 
One manager, E. E. Eisenbarth, has made a 
large fortune from his floating theatre and has 
always carried a dramatic show. Another, 
W. H. Markle, favours vaudeville, and usually 
pleases his audiences. Another, E. A. Price, 
successfully mixes the drama with the vaudeville, 
having saved a fortune. Musical comedy has 

IIItllii 
The boiler-deck and steam organ. [Photograph. 
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been introduced along the river with some 
success, but as a rule the class of people who 
attend the show-boat performances prefer melo
drama of the ultra-sensational sort. The popular 
and well-known plays that have been used by 
small stock companies for many years find more 
favour than any of the higher-class productions. 
" The Moonshiner's Daughter," " Grit, the 
Messenger Boy," " Fate," " Hickory Farm," and 
such bills keep the house well filled and the 
treasury well supplied. 

The managers of floating theatres usually 
order their people to report about the middle 
of March at some point on the Ohio River not 
far from Cincinnati. As soon as the company 
is filled parts are assigned to the various per
formers, and, as it is generally pretty cold at that 
time, the big stoves in the cabin of the steam
boat are always surrounded by Thespians 
engaged in mastering lines. Within a week or 
two the first performance is given at some small 

town against which the manager has an old 
grudge. After it is over the performers pat 
themselves on the back and say, " It wasn't so 
bad." A week later the manager stops making 
pointed remarks, the life commences to tell, and 
the whole outfit gets lazy. 

The course of the boat takes it up stream 
until the mouth of the Big Kanawha River is 
reached at Point Pleasant, West Virginia. Here 
the performers catch their last view of civiliza
tion for about three weeks, as almost all the 
stopping-places are rough mining towns of from 
two hundred to a thousand inhabitants. It is 

surprising, though, how many human beings cafi 
be brought out of the bowels of the earth by 
using the " calliope " and sending the band out 
to play a few quick-steps. 

After leaving the waters of the Big Kanawha 
and re-entering the Ohio the bow of the show
boat is pointed towards Pittsburg. When that 
city is passed the floating theatre is in the 
Monongahela River, which, like the Big 
Kanawha, flows northward. If possible, the 
people along this river are less civilized than 
those along the Kanawha, for by far the greater 
part of the men employed in the huge steel and 
iron foundries that stretch from Pittsburg to 
Morgantown, West Virginia, are foreigners of 
the low-browed type. Three weeks is sufficient 
time in which to get back out of the " Mon" 
River, when the Ohio offers a straight course 
for its entire length. Playing along it requires 
about seven weeks, and the best cities of the 
cruise are found during that time. Huntington, 

West Virginia; Charleroi, 
Pennsylvania ; Wheeling, 
West Virginia ; Ironton, 
Marietta, and East Liver
pool, Ohio ; Evansville, 
Indiana; Paducah, Louis
vil le , and Henderson, 
Kentucky—these are the 
more important cities at 
which the boats stop. 

Once out of the Ohio 
the boat enters the broad 
Mississippi River and 
heads northward to the 
mouth of the Illinois. The 
country along the Illinois 
is mostly farming land, 
and only a few good-sized 
cities are found, Havana, 
Beardstown, Pekin, and 
Peoria being the best 
places. After turning back 
from the head-waters of 
the Illinois the bow of 
the show-boat is pointed 

towards New Orleans, at which point it was for 
years the custom of the managers to close the 
season. Of recent years several of the boats 
have gone only as far south as Barfield; 
Arkansas, turning back from that point and 
working out the Ohio River until the cold 
weather compels them to cease work. 

There is a pronounced similarity in all 
audiences. Yet each community has its own 
little peculiarities _and characteristics, and the 
appearance and intelligence of the audiences 
vary according to the principal occupation of the 
different sections of the country. Along the 

" T h e big stoves in the cabin are always surrounded by Thespians engaged in mastering lines." 
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Ohio River, where the 
country is generally farmed 
or where the oil-wells are 
plentiful, the audiences are 
more refined and well be
haved. On the Big Kana
wha, where coal-mining is 
the sole industry, the people 
are rough in manner and 
dress, and fights can easily 
be started. The foreign 
element, which forms so 
large a percentage of the 
population of the valley 
along the Mononga-
hela, makes that sec
tion entirely different 
from any other. Here 

' Many fights occur among the audiences.' 

many fights occur among the audiences, and 
arguments are usually carried on with the assist
ance of knives. Money is usually plentiful along 
the " Mon " River, and the managers make their 
greatest profits there, as the cities are remark
ably near each other, a week being often con
sumed in making twenty or thirty miles. In 
justice to the Polanders, Huns, Greeks, Italians, 
and Russians, it must be said that they seldom 
give the boat crew any particular trouble, their 
fights taking place on the banks after they have 
left the theatre. Another, feature of this section 
which strikes the traveller when he sees the 
women and children, attracted from their dirty 
little homes by the appearance of the boat's 
brass band, is the fact that, almost without 
exception, the girl over fourteen years of age is 
already married and a mother. 

After the boat leaves Cairo, Illinois, on its 
way towards the Gulf, an audience of an entirely 
different class is found. Passing through Ken
tucky and Tennessee, the negro begins to 
become quite conspicuous. In those States he 
is principally engaged in the cultivation of 
tobacco. From Memphis south, however, the 

soil is used by cotton-
growers, and cotton is the 
only crop seen, with the 
exception of an occasional 
sugar-cane patch. The 
great t r anspor ta t ion 
steamers on the lower 
Mississippi River furnish 
a most interesting and un
usual spectacle to the 
Northerner who is making 
his first trip towards New-
Orleans. Few people in 
the North can be made to 
believe that these steamers 
are often so loaded down 
with bales of cotton that 
from the river bant no
thing can be seen of the 
boat except her smoke
stacks. The main decks 
are built considerably 
wider than the hull of the 
boat, so that it is possible 
for the five-hundred-pound 
bales, as they come from 
the cotton press, to be 
piled high along the out
side of the boiler-deck and 
the cabin even as high as 
the pilot-house. 

In the neighbourhood 
' of New Orleans, or within 

a hundred miles north of it, 
the negroes use a strange mixture of the Spanish 
and French languages, which is, with them, uni
versal. The writer well remembers the first time 
he appeared before an audience, composed 
principally of these French negroes. He was 
undertaking to do a " character old man " part, 
and the constant hum of conversation all over 
the auditorium annoyed him exceedingly. The 
leading man was likewise affected, and we 
protested strongly because the men in charge of 
the front of the house permitted such incessant 
talking. It transpired that the various groups 
of negroes each had in their midst an interpreter, 
who translated the words as spoken by the per
formers into their own " patois." Those who 
could not understand the words followed the 
pantomime and learned the meanings through 
their more accomplished brothers. 

As may easily be imagined, a season spent 
along the various rivers of the Mississippi and 
Ohio Valleys will develop a great many in
cidents of greater or less interest, and often 
the occurrences, which at the time of their hap
pening appeaf very serious, eventually prove 
amusing enough. 
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The Big Kana
wha and Mononga-
hela r i v e r s run 
through little valleys 
between high hills, 
which, with the in
creasing d i s t ance 
from the river, grow 
into the foothills of 
the Blue Ridge 
Mountains. These 
great bluffs are 
several hundred feet 
in height, and to 
climb them means 
much exertion and 
fatigue. There is 
also a sufficient 
amount of danger 
from falling to add 
zest to the climbing, 
and the monotony 
of the lazy life on 
the show-boat finally 
drives the musicians 

and others on to the banks to secure a 
semblance of proper exercise. The idea of 
scrambling to the summit of the small mountains 
to get the views they offer starts the sport; and 
once started, it appeals to the party. 

Thickly strewn along the somewhat treacherous 
path are boulders of varying sizes and shapes. 
The writer recalls an incident which might have 

" It went bounding and crashing its way down the steep incline." 

resulted seriously 
had not Fate been 
kind. One of the 
members of our 
party, in resting his 
weight on a boulder 
of a few hundred 
pounds weight, man
aged to dislodge it, 
and it went bound
ing and crashing its 
way down the steep 
incline until it was 
lost to the sight of 
the party. As it 
disappeared in the 
distance the awful 
velocity and momen
tum it acquired was 
shown by the path 
of broken trees it 
left. Thoughtlessly 
the members of the 
p a r t y b e g a n to 
amuse themselves 

by starting miniature avalanches and watch
ing the results. Day after day we ascended 
the hills to roll stones. The exercise and the 
child-like sport did us much good physically, 
and often two parties were out at the same time. 
On the occasion I have in mind, three of the 
company had amused themselves in the manner 
stated and were returning to the show-boat when 

'They were stopped by a rather uncouth and fantastic-looking creature." 
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they were stopped by a rather uncouth and 
fantastic-looking creature, who inquired if they 
had been rolling stones down the mountain side. 
Upon receiving a reply in the affirmative^ he 
informed them that he had a cabin in the valley 
into which they had directed their avalanches. 
One great rock had rolled through his fence, 
and another had narrowly missed taking his 
cabin with it. Angrily he announced that he 
meant to have them all arrested. 

This put a serious aspect on the case, and the 
four men employed the 
next hour in reaching a 
settlement. After it was 
made the two acrobats 
and the musician returned 
to the boat minus all 
their pocket-money. The 
incident was religiously 
kept secret by the trio for 
some time. 

On another occasion a 
small party had climbed 
the steep sides of a big 
hill in search of sassafras 
roots from which the 
chef prepared very appe
tizing tea. One of the 
acrobats started to run 
down the hill. When he 
attempted to stop he lost 
his footing, and for the 
next hundred feet he 
executed more eccentric 
leaps, twists, and contor
tions than ever before in 
the course of his acro
batic career. Fortunately 
he was but little injured 
by his ungraceful descent, 
and when he had finally 
removed enough dirt and 
grime for us to see. his 
face, he laughed as heartily and as hysterically 
as did the rest of us when we found him not 
seriously hurt. 

Some of the " towns" at which the show
boats stop consist merely of a warehouse, 
situated near the landing used by the cotton 
transports, a general store which handles a very 
assorted stock of goods for the accommodation 
of the negroes and the few resident whites, and 
a score or so of dilapidated shacks in which the 
people live. We must not, however, forget to 
mention the dogs, for the number of curs is only 
exceeded by the number of piccaninnies. 

As may be supposed, accidents are of more 
or less common occurrence, and they are some
times serious. During the season of 1908, for 

Vol. xxv.—20. 

He executed more eccentric leaps, twists, and contortions 
than ever before in the course of his acrobatic career." 

instance, three show-boats were wrecked and 
one life was lost. The first unfortunate was the 
steamer Columbia, which towed the E. E. 
Eisenbarth floating theatre, and which sank at 
Lock No. 18, on the Ohio River, between 
Marietta, Ohio, and Parkersburg, West Virginia, 
within an hour after the first run of the season 
had been undertaken. Price's Water Queen 
sank in September at Meriodosia, Illinois, on 
the Illinois River, and the " Emerson Floating 
Palace" lost its steam-boat as a total wreck at 

Oceola, Arkansas, on the 
Mississippi River, late in 
the same month, one 
life being lost in the 
accident. The writer 
has experienced two such 
mishaps, and will describe 
the incidents of the 
Eisenbarth misfortune on 
March 28th, 1908. 

There are no more 
superstitious people in 
the world than those who 
follow the water in order 
to gain a livelihood, this 
remark referring more 
particularly, of course, 
to the working crews of 
the crafts. On the even
ing preceding the last 
run of the Columbia the 
engineer and the fireman, 
who had been engaged 
for the season, stood 
talking on the main deck. 
Presently their attention 
was drawn to the efforts 
of a rat which was trying 
to reach the bank over 
some driftwood that had 
accumulated during the 
winter and lay across 

the bow of the steamer. The conversation 
at once turned to the old saying that " rats 
invariably leave a boat before it makes its 
last trip," and so firmly was the old engineer 
impressed with the incident that he refused 
to fill his engagement. The upshot would 
seem to strengthen the belief that the departure 
of the rat was prophetic. Steam was raised 
at four o'clock next morning, and, as all the 
tiller-lines, whistle-cords, etc., had been tested 
the day before, the ropes were at once hauled in 
and the trip commenced. The river was very 
high, owing to the spring rains, and the current 
was very rapid. None of the acting company had 
been awakened by the departure, and all were 
still in bed when, at a quarter past five, the 
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sleepers were startled by a 
loud and continuous crackling 
and the careening of the boat 
to a considerable angle. The 
" old - timers," who had had 
previous experience on show
boats, knew at once that 
something serious was amiss, 
and rushed from their state
rooms without waiting to 
dress. The first - seasoners 
supposed that the crash was 
only an incident of show-boat 
life, and remained in bed until 
they were aroused by the 
excited remarks that came to 
them through the thin parti
tions. The writer ran out on 
the boiler-deck just in time 
to see the bow of the steamer 
disappear under the water, 
and promptly turned to seek 
higher territory. The sinking 
was too rapid to allow passage 
up the narrow companion-
way on the front of the boat, 
and, as self-preservation is 
the first law of Nature, he 
scrambled with considerable 
alacrity up the side of the 
boat to the hurricane-deck. 
There he found several others. 
Still later arrivals were assisted 
to temporary safety, where, clad only in their 
sleeping garments, and heedless of the cold 
March wind, they waited for the foundations 
to be washed from under their feet. When 

' H e scrambled with 
the side of the boat 

the racing waters had reached 
within a few inches of the roof 
of the wrecked steamer, how
ever, the ba t t e red hull 
grounded on the point of an 
island that was at that time 
covered by twenty feet of 
water, and the sinking ceased. 

The entire disaster occupied 
scarcely three minutes of time, 
and when those on the top 
of the wreck looked about 
they found that several of 
their late companions were 
missing. Efforts to discover 
the other unfortunates were at 
once made, and at a transom 
in the roof of the cabin 
appeared the white face of a 
young man. The glass was 
broken and a helping hand 
extended to him, but owing 
to the extreme narrowness of 
the aperture thus made, it 
was difficult to drag him 
through, as he silently refused 
to extend more than one 
hand. Finally, it was seen 
that he carried the form of a 
fourteen-year-old girl on the 
other arm, and assistance 
arrived in time to rescue both. 
The girl's mother was also 

rescued through the same opening. Fortunately, 
those who had been caught inside their state
rooms wereskilfulswimmers, and by divingthrough 
the doors into the icy water were able to reach 

considerable alacrity up 
to the hurricane-deck." 

" Heedless of the cold March wind, they waited for the foundations to be washed from under their feet.' 



SHOW-BOATING. iSS 

4 At a transom in the roof of the cabin appeared the white 
of a young man . " 

life-boats that had been rolled from the hurricane-
deck by the first lurch of the steamer. One of 
the incidents of the shipwreck which afterwards 
appeared quite amusing was the effort of the 
chef, who weighed about sixteen stone, to climb 
into a boat. In spite of his great size the man 
was an expert swimmer, and rapidly made his 
way to one of the half-submerged life-boats, in 
which two other members of the crew had 
already found refuge. In his excitement the 
^/sacrificed caution and made a wild scramble 
to get into the little boat, which promptly sank. 
The three men then swam for another, into 
which they succeeded in climbing safely. The 
cause of the wreck was the absence of 
a signal light over a lock wall which 
at the time was covered by water, 
although not of sufficient depth to 
float a boat having any considerable 
draught. 

Collisions are of infrequent occur
rence, yet they sometimes happen. 
On one occasion a show-boat fleet and 
a tow-boat with eight or ten barges of 
coal were between two bridges at 
Pittsburg, when a strong wind struck 
both fleets broadside. Owing to their 
height show-boats are extremely hard 
to handle in a high wind, and in this 
particular instance, while the steamer 
Vulcan, with her tow, was swinging 
round in a good position to head into 
the locks half a mile below, the show
boat was blown against the end of the 

face 

leading coal-barge with great force, tearing 
off a large section of the guard of the 
show-boat and ripping the end off the 
barge. Severe language passed between 
the pilots in charge of the two fleets at 
the time, and Government inspectors 
investigated the case, their decision being 
that the accident was unavoidable, and 
that each company must bear its own 
loss. 

Frequently slight damage is sustained 
by floating theatres while passing through 
bridges when strong winds are blowing 
off shore. Another accident which is 
quite common, but which has so far never 
resulted seriously, is the breaking of the 
tiller-lines, or rope-cables, which connect 
the steering - wheel with the rudders. 
Whistle-cords sometimes break, also, and 
in such an emergency the large whistle 
is used until the repairs are made. Wind
storms often cause the crew and per
formers of a show-boat some anxious 
moments, although (to the writer's know
ledge) no show-boat has ever been badly 

injured during the progress of a storm. At 
Columbus, Kentucky, on one occasion seven 
lines were broken like cotton strings by a wind 
which came up very suddenly. 

A peculiar accident was sustained by a boat's 
steamer at Wickliffe, Kentucky. At this point 
there is a very large eddy or whirlpool, which 
invariably causes much trouble in landing. One 
of the rudders of the steamer Enos Taylor 
suddenly became loosened, dropped to the 
bottom of the river, and was never found. On 
account of the deceiving whirlpool and the 
crippled condition of the steamer, it was next 
to impossible to effect the landing. 

' He made a wild scramble to get into the little boat. ' 
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Only one show-boat has 
ever been destroyed by fire, 
that one being French's 
Sensation No. i, which was 
burned about ten years ago. 
One of the most imposing 
sights to be seen, however, 
is a burning boat. One 
night, after a performance 
had been given at Mount 
Vernon, Indiana, the mem
bers of the company were 
aroused by the loud and 
fierce crackling of flames, 
and subsequent investiga
tion showed tha t the 
steamer, Anna L., which 
had been moored a few 
yards down stream from the 
floating theatre, had taken 
fire from some cause or 
other and was doomed. 
With a rapidity that cannot 
be realized by anyone 
who has not seen a river 
steamboat burn, the flames 
enveloped every inch of 
the boat above the water-
line. The frantic cries of 
the man who had been 
left to guard the boat through the night 
awakened the denizens of the river front; but 
fortunately, however, he gained the bank before 
the lines which held the fated boat burned 
through. Released from its moorings the 
steamer, a brilliant spectacle indeed, moved 
majestically down stream with the current. We 
watched it for an hour and, as the great blaze 
lessened, the hull disappeared round a bend in 
the river, some two or three miles away, and 
there sank. The next day we lay at Uniontown, 
Kentucky. About the middle of the forenoon 
a solitary charred board floated down and 
lodged against the bow of the auditorium. 

cfyUl'.-ft/iUfio... 

Severe language." 

The value of the show
boat and the accompanying 
steamer totals about twenty 
thousand dollars, without 
estimating the amount of 
wardrobe owned by the 
performers, and the fixtures, 
such as moving - picture 
machines, and so on. The 
knowledge of how quickly 
a boat may be swallowed 
up by either flood or flames 
tends to make the owners 
do as much as lies within 
their power to guard against 
accidents. Enough steam 
is kept up to control the 
boat at any time during the 
day except on the days 
when the boi lers are 
ent i re ly empt ied and 
cleaned'. In order to guard 
as far as possible against 
fires hose is stretched from 
the vicinity of the pumps 
to each of the upper decks, 
so that, should flames be 
discovered before they 
have gained headway be
yond control, a stream of 

water can be played upon the blaze just as soon 
as a connection can be made and the pumps 
started. Patent fire - extinguishers are also 
hung about in conspicuous places, ready for 
instant use. A great stack of life-preservers 
is to be found on the boiler-deck, and one 
is placed in each of the state-rooms, while life-
floats made of wood are to be seen along 
the lower guard. The life-boats are kept on the 
upper deck known as the hurricane-deck, and 
are usually fitted with an airtight compartment 
at each end, making it impossible for the boat 
to sink entirely under water. In case of 
necessity the doors to the state-rooms may be 

(••ArtlTlH* 

" A brilliant spectacle. 
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lifted off the hinges and used as floats, although, 
as in the case of the sinking of the Eisenbarth 
steamer, there may not be enough time to even 
secure a life-preserver before one feels the water 
eddying round one's ankles. 

A man is carried for the sole duty of watching 
over the boat through the night hours, and he is 
often a useful member of the crew. In almost 
every town there will be found a criminal 
element which hesitates at nothing so long as 
it provides them with excitement and means 
damage to someone. Malice also sometimes 
provides a motive for injury to a strange boat. 
During a performance on Price's Water Queen 
at Browning, a little village on the Illinois River, 
in 1905, a few rough and boisterous fellows 
caused much annoyance during the progress of 
the show by their disorderly conduct, and, as a 
result, they were severely reprimanded by the 
ushers. That night a dense fog enveloped the 
river valley, and a gentle wind carried the fleet 
right across the river before the watchman 
discovered that the lines had been cut and the 
boat was adrift. To cut a steamboat's lines is a 
penitentiary offence in most, if not all, States. 

Not many of the performers on show-boats 
care to admit the amount of their weekly pay, 
for it is seldom large. Of course, there is no 
set scale of wages, and there have been a few 
high-salaried people who have put in all, or a 
part, of a season with a floating theatre. 
According to the advance agents of the show
boat managers, their productions cost them a 
small fortune each week; but, as stated before, 
it is not by any means the salary which makes 
such a position popular. The enjoyment comes 
from the complete relaxation from the nervous 
strain which the profession suffers during the 
summer months on land tours, due to excessive 
heat, constant packing and unpacking, hurried 
journeys in uncomfortable railways, and, most 

dreaded of all, the necessity of " dressing up ' 
for the benefit of the public each day. On a 
floating theatre each performer grows to feel that 
he or she is at home, and may, with perfect 
freedom, affect the deshabille of a private house. 
Another feature that goes far towards making 
up what is lacking in the pay envelope is the 
fact that most managers allow their people the 
privilege of using the boats and so on for private 
purposes. Captain Gaches, manager of the 
" Emerson Floating Palace," is probably the 
most generous of the number, and carries a gaso
lene launch, which may occasionally be used for 
enjoyable little trips away from the show-boat 
on picnic or fishing excursions. To the same 
man and to Captain Markle belong the credit 
for furnishing their companies with the best and 
most wholesome food. A poor cook can make 
things mighty monotonous during a season of 
eight or nine months, and long experience in 
every possible variety of hotels makes the average 
performer an expert in expressing his disappro
bation if something is wrong in the culinary 
department. 

The show-boats have become an established 
feature along the rivers of the Middle West; there 
is not a river of any consequence but what has 
seen some of these craft. The Wabash, the Green, 
the Tennessee, the Cumberland, and the Red 
rivers have all been visited by the smaller ones, 
and year by year the class of people who watch 
the performances becomes more desirable. Low-
class productions would not be tolerated, even 
if the management should attempt to put on 
such a show. It is only another instance of the 
"survival of the fittest." Fortunes have been 
made in the show-boat industry, and are still to 
be made, and there can be no doubt that, from 
the performer's point of view, it is one of the 
most pleasant forms of the entertaining business 
that have ever been devised. 

'Something wrong in the culinary department." 



The public sundial at Cuencame, which is practically the only means the 
townspeople have of ascertaining the time. 

From a Photograph. 

|NDER the energetic sway of Presi
dent Porfirio Diaz the Republic of 
Mexico has made wonderful pro
gress. Backward and decaying 
towns have been galvanized into 

new life, ports and harbours constructed, the 
railroad system extended, and many other 
improvements effected. The national tempera
ment, however—the spirit of mana?ta, or 
"to-morrow will do"—remains the same, and 
probably always will do so. Side by side with 
some modern development will be found, quite 
unchanged, typical examples of the primitive, 

SOME MEXICAN 
CURIOSITIES. 

BY GEORGE F. WEEKS, OF CUATRO CIENEGAS, 
COAHUILA, MEXICO. 

A selection of interesting photographs from the 
collection of a traveller wandering through Mexico, 
showing some of the quaint manners and customs 

of the natives. 

semi-civilized conditions tnat prevail, more 
or less, all over the country outside the 
restricted areas where the influence of 
foreign enterprise and foreign capital is felt. 
The Mexican peon is an ultra-conservative 
person; he loathes change of any kind, 
while his hatred for bustle and work is, 
positively intense. He believes in doing 
such things as must be dore in his own 
way and in his own time, with the result 
that the observant traveller sees some 
quaint and curious sights during a 
sojourn in the Republic. The photo
graphs accompanying this article depict 
some phases of life and manners in 
districts off the beaten track. 

The remarkable sundial seen in the 
accompanying photograph stands in 
the churchyard at Cuencame, State of 
Durango, Mexico, a town far from the 
railroad and with no foreign inhabi
tants. The dial is twenty-five feet in 
height, the portion upon which the 
figures and lines for denoting time are 
engraved being a solid stone slab five 

feet in height. The opposite side of this slab is 
also marked and has a pointer for indicating 
time, so that throughout the year, no matter 
what the position of the sun, the correct hour, 
quarter, or half is indicated. This is practically 
the only method the natives of Cuencame have 
for ascertaining the time, as such things as 
watches and clocks are almost non-existent in 
the town.- The entire monument was the gift 
of a young lawyer, Don F. Vasquez del Mercado, 
to the town. He himself worked out the 
necessary calculations to make the dial exact, 
and also wielded the stone-cutter's tools in the 
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and their faith enters into 
their daily lives to a re
markable extent. During 
"Holy Week" the native 
women who are anxious to 
do penance for their sins go 
on their knees from one 
shrine to another, devoting 
hours to the painful task. 
At this time temporary 
shrines are set up, and in 

The " fire-brigade " of Matamoros—The 
donkey is pulling a barrel full of water 
and a labourer with a pail follows behind! 

From a Photograph. 

production of the face, not 
wishing to trust anyone else for 
fear of mistake, as Mexican me
chanics are not exactly noted 
for the accuracy of their work. 

The Mexicans, needless to 
say, are extremely religious, 

Female penitents going from one shrine to another on their 
From a] knees. {Photograph. 

The " fire-brigade " at work—The water was emptied into the pail, 
hoisted to the top of a house, and poured on the fire. 

From a Photograph. 

the remote villages it is no infrequent sight to see 
half-a-dozen parties of penitents travelling in this 
manner over the sharp stones and gravel from one 
shrine to the other, apparently oblivious to the 
burning rays of the sun and the discomforts of 
their progress. Sometimes an attendant spreads 
a serape or blanket before them to protect their 
knees, but this is considered to detract from the 
merit of the penance, and most of the women—it 
is always the females who undertake the task—go 
through with it scorning any such protection. 

It might be thought that such an exciting thing 
as a fire would startle the natives out of their 
habitual indolence, but such is not the case. The 
two amusing photographs reproduced above depict 
a fire scene in the town of Matamoros, Coahuila. 
The alarm was given by the discharge of numerous 
pistols and guns; and the writer hastened to the 
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scene—thinking, at first, that a battle was raging. 
After a long interval—during which the people 
watched the fire with interest, chattering among 
themselves meanwhile—there appeared, placidly 
trundling along the road, the Matamorosan 
equivalent of a fire-engine—a barrel rolling along 
the ground, drawn by a reluctant burro. A 
swivel-pin in each end of the keg permitted it to 
roll freely, and ropes attached it to the animal. 
Behind walked the " fire-brigade "—a solitary 
peon, bearing a bucket. Arrived at the scene of 
the conflagration, the water in the barrel was 
poured into buckets and hauled to the roof of 
an adjacent house, whence it was flung on to 
the flames. Everybody was greatly excited ; the 
calmest thing of all was the fire, which burnt 

steadily on till there was nothing left to con
sume. Then, as the spectacle was over, the 
people dispersed. Everyone was satisfied— 
except, perhaps, the unfortunate owner of the 
house that had been destroyed. 

The Passion Play, as given at Oberammergau, 
has its counterpart in a similar performance at 
the village of Pedricena, in the State of Durango, 
Mexico. Every year the peons of this vicinity 
devote Holy Week to a representation of the 
Passion. Every portion of the sad history is 
given with as close an attention to details as 
possible with such a class of people, and their 
intense devotion and enthusiasm is, indeed, 
affecting to witness. They come from fifty 
miles and more in every direction to participate, 

and at night the ground around the church is 
covered with their sleeping forms. No hardship 
seems too much for them in their enthusiasm. 

The picture reproduced below shows the 
Cross being carried around the plaza, but this 
is only one phase of the performance. The 
capture of Christ by the Roman soldiers is also 
depicted, His trial before Pilate, the parting of 
His garments by lot, and other incidents. One 
of the photographs shows the peons' conception 
6f the Roman soldiers. The third man from 
the left carries a basket, in which are the crown 
of thorns, the scourge, and diminutive repre
sentations of the clothes that were distributed 
by lot among the soldiers. 

Another photograph represents the original 

i 

1 

shaft-house and head-quarters of the rich Santa 
Maria mine, at Velardena, in the State of 
Durango. The opening of the shaft is just 
beneath the upright timbers in the foreground. 
This mine was discovered by the conquistadores 
three hundred years ago, but for many years, 
during the troublous times in Mexico, it re
mained unworked. In the early part of last 
century an Englishman undertook to reopen 
it, and was busily engaged with a goodly 
force of men when a band of Indians swooped 
down on them and murdered the whole party, 
including the Englishman and his family, throw
ing their bodies down this shaft and setting 
fire to the buildings. Three natives escaped, 
having hidden themselves in some tunnels on 

The remarkable Passion Play at Pedricena—The photograph shows the Cross being carried round the plaza. 
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the hillside above. Many years afterwards 
Americans opened the mine, and when the 
shaft was cleaned out great quantities of the 

There are now a number of other shafts to 
the mine. 

In certain remote portions of Mexico very 

From a] Some of the " R o m a n soldiers ' ' in the Pedricena Passion Play. [Photograph. 

bones of the Indians' victims were found and 
received reverent burial. It is almost im
possible to persuade any of the native miners 
to use this shaft, as they declare that it is 
haunted by the spirits of the murdered men. 

curious and interesting survivals of the old 
Aztec ceremonies are to be met with, inter
mingled more or less with latter-day religious 
observances. The picture given on the next page 
shows a remarkable presentation of this kind, 

A haunted mine — A former owner and his labourers were murdered and flung down the shaft, and the Indians believe 
From a] the mine is haunted by the spirits of the slain. [Photograph. 

Vol. xxv. - 2 1 . 
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known as the " Matachina dances." These 
dances take place during Holy Week, and are 
participated in by men and boys, while in this 
particular instance a little girl played a prominent 
part. The performers are arrayed in fantastic 
costumes, and dance for hours at a time— 
sometimes at night, but more frequently in the 

dancers wore masks made of wood and of 
the most horrid design. One represented the 
devil, wore heavy chains, and was closely 
guarded. Just at sundown a large cross, pro
fusely decorated with ribbons, paper flowers, etc., 
was brought out, and the dancers escorted it to 
the summit of the highest hill commanding the 

The extraordinary " M a t a c h i n a Dances ," a survival of some ancient Az tec ceremony. 
From a Photograph. 

broiling hot sun—going through all sorts of 
figures and strange motions. The little girl 
referred to danced continuously for three hours 
one hot afternoon, and then fell senseless to 
the ground and had to be carried away. The 
next day, however, she was on hand as bright 
and fresh as possible. On the last day of 
the performance, Easter Sunday—the dances 
had been going on for a week—some of the 

town, the devil being dragged in the foreground, 
apparently greatly against his will. The cross 
was finally planted on the rocky summit, amid 
the discharge of many boxes of dynamite car
tridges, while the evil one was driven off in 
disgrace down the opposite side of the hill. The 
town was then supposed to be safe from all 
devilish machinations for a year, when the whole 
strange performance would be repeated. 



THE 

Ghost of the Savannah. 
TOLD BY EDWARD AUSTIN AND SET DOWN BY E. J. MURPHY. 

|ANY strange things happen 
on board ships at sea. Some
times such happenings can 
be accounted for, sometimes 
they cannot. When these 

occurrences cannot be explained, the 
vessel concerned generally gets a bad 
name amongst sailors, and is invariably 
put down as being "haunted." They 
fight shy of her, and nothing short of 
starvation will make them ship in her. 

The Savannah was a vessel of the 
above description, and had a very un
canny reputation as regards ghosts and spectres. 
Formerly a man-of-war under the American flag, 
she was one of the ships the Northerners fought 
the Southerners with, at the time of the Civil 
War. She was sunk in an action somewhere 
off the coast of the Southern States, and was 
sold to a German firm of shipowners, who raised 
her and turned her into a merchantman. 

I happen to know one of the crew who served 
in her shortly after she was commissioned as a 
merchantman, and just about the time her 
ghostly reputation was at its height. This 
man, Edward Austin by name—now a quarter
master on the R.M.S. Canada—saw one of her 
ghosts the night after he joined her. This 
particular apparition set the whole of the crew 
in a disorderly panic and nearly caused a 
mutiny, to say nothing of the danger to the 
ship through the men leaving their posts of 
duty. 

A sailor's story of an extraordinary 
affair which happened on board a 
sailing ship that bore the reputa

tion of being haunted. 

I will give the story in Austin's own 
words, just as he told it to me. 

You want to hear that ghost story of 
mine, do you ? Well, it's the only 
ghost I've ever seen; and if all ghosts 
scare a fellow as much as that one 
scared me, I don't want to meet any 
more. 

It was in Philadelphia where I joined the old 
packet about May, 1884, and you can bet your 
last dollar that I wouldn't have signed on in her 
if I could have got anything else. But being 
short of money, and the boss of the boarding-
house talking very pointedly about the big bill I 
owed him, I thought I had better get to sea 
again and chance the ghosts. 

The boarding-house where I was staying 
supplied most of the Savannah's crew. In 
those days the boarding-house boss received 
an advance-note from each man for two 
months' pay, which he drew after the men had 
shipped. In exchange for these notes he filled 
the sailors up with cheap whisky the night 
before they sailed, and was supposed to 
replenish their chests with clothes and the 
necessary articles for a twelve months' voyage. 
All they really got, however, besides a skinful 
of whisky wouldn't clothe a new-born babe. 
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The night before we were to sail the boss 
invited us all down to the bar—almost every 
sailors' boarding-house has a bar attached to the 
premises. He told us to order what we liked, 
but he took good care we didn't order much. 
He had a special brand of whisky for those who 
were going away—a man who could stand three 
glasses of it and still remain sober would be a 
wonder. If it did not have the required effect 
the boss would have your glass "doped" by one 
of his satellites when you were not looking. If 
that failed, you got a tap on the head with a 
sand-bag. 

Well, it didn't take him long to knock us off 
our legs. The majority of us hadn't seen 
whisky, let alone tasted it, for a fortnight, so we 
imbibed as freely as we could to brace ourselves 
up and get ready for the ghosts of the Savannah. 

I think I was about the last to succumb to 
the poison, and I had just a faint recollection 
of his men carrying me out and dumping me in 
a cart along with the rest. From that time until 
we were alongside of the Savannah my mind 
was a blank. 

The ship was lying down below Philadelphia, 
at a place called Point Breeze, loading cases of 
paraffin. We were taken down to her in the 
tug that was to tow us out, and we arrived along
side of her in the early hours of the morning ; 
in fact, day was just breaking. 

We were all bundled together in the stern of 
the tug like a lot of pigs. It was the tug's 
whistle that awakened me, blowing to attract 
the attention of those on board the Savannah. 
I extricated myself from among the arms and 
legs of my future shipmates, and crawled clear 
of them to my feet. 

There were two of the boarding-house boss's 
men with us to look after us and see that nobody 
got away, and I knew they wouldn't hesitate to 
use their revolvers if we gave them any trouble. 

I looked up at the old packet and commenced 
to take stock of her. She was one of the funniest 
old hookers that ever carried masts. Anybody 
with half an eye could see that she had been a 
double-decker at one time or other. The top 
deck had been taken off amidships, the forward 
part being left on for a forecastle head, and the 
after part for a poop. She was one of the 
regular "old-timers," and built of wood from 
truck to keelson. 

We were hustled on board of her, and mustered 
aft to be counted and viewed by the mate. Then 
we were sent forward to the forecastle-head to 
take the tug-boat's tow-line on board. When 
this was fast the old ship was cast off from the 
wharf and we commenced our voyage, the tug 
heading us down the river. 

The mate didn't give us any rest once he got 

us properly started to work, but kept us hard at 
it. He had an idea we knew about the ship's 
reputation for ghosts, so he thought he had 
better not give us any time to think about them 
until we were clear of the river, in case some of 
us took it into our heads to try to swim ashore. 

The captain, chief and second mates, and the 
cook were all Germans. The captain and chief 
mate were exceedingly nice men, and treated us 
excellently. The food, too, was a lot better than 
I had received in other ships, and taking things 
all together I decided I was in a very comfortable 
ship, ghosts or no ghosts. 

The crew—myself and the company who had 
come down in the tug-boat—were the most 
cosmopolitan crowd you ever clapped eyes 
on. I think we represented pretty well every 
nation under the sun. There was only one 
other English - speaking sailor amongst us 
besides myself. His name was Dublin, and 
we immediately chummed up. 

We had signed agreements that the ship was 
to be worked in English—that is to say, that 
English was the language that was to be used 
on board for working the ship. The captain 
and his officers could speak fairly good English, 
as also could the cook, so Dublin and I were 
all right so far as they were concerned. But 
the rest of them ! The different dialects of 
pidgin - English spoken in that ship were 
enough to chase the ghosts out of her for ever. 
Apart from their linguistic drawbacks, however, 
the men were all more or less good sailors, and 
appeared to me to be a rather peaceful crowd. 

It was dark when we towed past Cape 
Henlopen Lighthouse, at the mouth of the 
river. Here we cast the tug adrift, set sail, and 
commenced our voyage in real earnest. 

When all the sails were set taut and trim, 
watches were picked and set. The watch below 
turned into their bunks and slept soundly, being 
too tired to think of such things as ghosts. The 
members of the watch on deck who were not 
doing look-out or wheel duty curled themselves 
up in the cosiest corners they could find and 
also went to sleep. 

Dublin and I were in the starboard watch— 
the one that went below to sleep—so we were 
off duty until twelve o'clock. At midnight we 
were roused out, and the port watch took their 
turn below. 

When the look-out and wheel were relieved, 
and everything about the decks was quiet, 
Dublin and I commenced to scout round for a 
comfortable place to have a smoke and a little 
chat together. We foraged around until we 
came to the carpenter's workshop, which was 
amidships and within easy hearing of the poop, 
where the second mate was pacing up and down. 
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We decided that this was just the place for us, 
for if fhe second officer issued any orders we 
could easily hear him. So we sat down on a 
bench covered with chips and shavings. 

"Now for a comfortable smoke," says I. 
"Hold on," said Dublin; "we had better 

close that door first. If the second mate sees 
the flare of a match here he'll know somebody 
is having a smoke, and he'll come and hoist us 
out of it." 

"All right, then, close it," I said, settling 
myself comfortably on the bench. " I don't 
suppose we shall be required to trim any sails 
to-night; the wind seems pretty steady." 

The wind was from the north-west, and was 
blowing just strong enough for the ship to carry 
the royals comfortably. It was one of those 
cloudy nights with a bright full moon shining 
occasionally in between the rifts. When it did 
shine out it was only for a matter of a couple of 
seconds; then it would cloud over again for an 
indefinite period. 

" I'll only shut the door while we light our 
pipes," said Dublin ; " then I'll open it again." 
So saying, he proceeded to close it. 

The door, like the ship, was old-fashioned. 
It was one of those affairs that slide back in 
the casing of the bulkhead, and the paint of 
many years made it hard to move. 

Dublin, however, managed to close it after a 
lot of trouble ; then he settled himself on the 
bench alongside of me. 

" Got any matches ? " he asked, as he fumbled 
for his pipe and stuck it in his mouth. 

I was about to hand him the box when a 
bright, unnatural light flashed up in the farther 
corner of the shop. It only appeared for about 
half a second, and then vanished. 

"What was that?" asked Dublin, with a 
slight tremor in his voice. " Did you see that 
flash ? " 

"Yes, I did see it," I answered. 
" What did you make of it ? " continued my 

companion. " I could have sworn I saw the 
figure of a»woman. I'm going to get out of 
this; it's too uncanny for my liking." 

I was of the same opinion as Dublin, and I 
can tell you I felt far from being comfortable. 
I had also fancied I saw the figure of a woman, 
but I thought it was just an optical illusion 
until Dublin spoke. 

Neither of us liked to show that we were 
really frightened, yet at the same time we were 
in that nervous state when one likes to yell out 
at the top of one's voice, just to relieve the 
strain. 

" I don't think it was anything much," I said, 
in a very shaky voice. 

" Nor I, either," said Dublin, in a tone a little 

above a whisper. " All the same, I think it 
would be a lot cooler on deck ; it is rather hot 
here." 

He had hardly finished speaking when the 
light flashed up again so vividly as to dazzle our 
eyes for a matter of a couple of seconds. My 
heart seemed to jump up in my throat and a 
cold shiver ran down the spine of my back. I 
gazed spellbound in the direction of the light. 

Dublin just gasped and gripped me by the 
arm with a force that under ordinary circum
stances would have made me yell out with pain. 

We both stared silently at the light, which 
was of a bluish, ghastly colour. As we looked, 
the form of a woman seemed to take shape 
within it. She was ghastly white, and seemed 
to be floating towards us with her arms crossed 
upon her breast. Her eyes appeared to be 
sightless ; her face, arms, clothes, and every
thing about her seemed to be of the same 
unnatural whiteness as the light that enveloped 
her. 

The vision lasted, perhaps, a couple of seconds, 
yet it seemed like an hour to me. When it 
finally vanished the spell that held us transfixed 
to the bench seemed to vanish with it, and with 
yells that could be heard a couple of miles off 
we both sprang for the door. 

I don't know what happened after that. I 
have a vague idea that the pair of us fought and 
yelled like demons in our efforts to get out, but 
the blessed door wouldn't budge an inch. I 
also have an idea that we finally fell on the deck. 
Whilst we were there struggling the door slid 
back—apparently of its own accord. 

Dublin was first on his feet, and he sprang 
out as if there were a pair of springs on his 
heels—to collide very heavily with somebody or 
something as he went. I followed him a fraction 
of a second later. He fell in a heap on the 
deck, and I on the top of him. But we didn't 
stop to find out what we had collided with; we 
were up and off along the deck as though ten 
thousand demons were after us. We ran aft, as 
it happened, and brought up alongside the 
wheel-box, panting and blowing like a pair of 
porpoises. 

"What is the mattaire?" asked the man at 
the wheel, who, by the way, was an Italian. 
" What were all dose shoutings I heard, a few 
minutes ago? Is anybody killed? " 

" Ghosts ! " I gasped. 
Directly I mentioned the word the Italian 

crossed himself and commenced muttering his 
prayers. 

" Where's the second mate?" asked Dublin, 
in a nervous whisper. 

" He went to see what all the yells were about," 
replied the steersman. " Didn't you see him?" 
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so badly shaken that ghosts seemed 
to be lurking all round us. The 
Italian also seemed to be terror-
stricken ; he looked the picture of 
blue funk, and his hands trembled 
upon the wheel. 

Just then the moon sailed out from 
behind the clouds and cast its rays 
over the ship. The pale light cast 
grotesque, ghostly-looking shadows 
everywhere; and the three of us 

grew more scared than 
ever. 

"Come on, Dublin, 
let's get off to the fore
castle," I said. 

"Don't leave me by 
myself," wailed the 
Italian. " I shall go mad 
if you do." 

" No, we didn't," said 
Dublin. 

Something seemed to 
tell me that it was the 
second mate we had 
collided with as we came 
out of the carpenter's 
shop, and I think Dublin 
had the same idea. 

" I'm going to clear out 
of this and get forrard to 
the forecastle," said 
Dublin, with a shiver. 

I quite agreed with 
him, for our nerves were 

' The vision lasted, perhaps, a couple of seconds, yet it seemed like an hour to me.' 
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"You stop there and steer the ship," was che 
unsympathetic answer he got from Dublin. 
"We are going to find the second mate, after 
we have had a consultation with the crowd ; 
then we'll wake the skipper up and demand to 
be taken back to port. I'm not going to sail in 
a haunted ship." And off the pair of us went 
forward. 

The door of the carpenter's shop was on the 
starboard side, so we carefully made our way 
forward to the forecastle on the port side. 
When we arrived there we found the whole of 
the crew awake and out of their bunks, talking 
in whispers like a lot of monkeys, and in several 
different languages at that. 

We were seized upon as soon as we entered, 
and, in excited voices, several of them asked us 
if we had seen the ghost and heard its yells. 

We replied, of course, that we had. From 
what we could gather from their incoherent 
ramblings, one of the watch on deck had heard 
our yells and came aft to see what was the 
matter. When he got to the carpenter's shop 
and looked in the ghost appeared. The man 
immediately made himself scarce, came forward, 
and woke up "the whole of the crew in the fore
castle. We told them our own experience, and 
our ghost tallied exactly in appearance with what 
the other man had seen. 

" Well," said Dublin, addressing the crowd, 
" we will go aft and wake the skipper up, and 
demand that he shall head the ship back to 
Cape Henlopen. W7e're not going to make a 
voyage in this ship and be frightened out of our 
skins every time we go out on deck. Besides, 
it's my opinion that the appearance of that ghost 
is an ill omen, and if we continue on the voyage 
she'll sink with the whole lot of us." 

This little speech of Dublin's was received 
with murmurs and gesticulations of approval. 
Dublin was about to proceed with some more of 
his logic, when the Italian whom we had left at 
the wheel interrupted him by dashing headlong 
into the forecastle, his eyes bulging out of his 
head and his hair standing on end. 

When he fQund his tongue he informed us 
that he had got frightened and left the wheel. 
On his way forward he had found the second 
mate lying dead "outside the carpenter's shop 
and also saw tho ghost—which latter sight 
caused his hurried entrance into the forecastle. 

"Come on, boys," cried Dublin, when the 
tale was told; "let's go aft in a body to the 
skipper. We've had enough of this ship." 

We were about to move out of the forecastle, 
when the ship commenced to stagger and lurch 
dangerously. The sails began to flap about, and 
the masts creaked and groaned ominously. The 
whole ship seemed to be bewitched. 

We halted and looked at one another, fright
ened and dazed • then we huddled back into the 
forecastle like a lot of sheep. All of us felt 
certain our end had come ; and it certainly.v,wo.uld 
have done had not the skipper been a thorough 
seaman and quick at perception. 

The unusual movements of the ship and the 
loud flapping of the sails woke him up. Scent
ing that something was wrong, he sprang out 
of his bunk and ran up on deck, to find no 
second mate on the poop, no man at the wheel, 
and the ship coming up into the wind and 
almost "aback." 

Taking in the situation at a glance, he rushed 
to the wheel and, putting the helm hard over, 
just saved* the ship from being dismasted, which 
would have meant grave danger to all. on board. 

We in the forecastle, in- our sheep-like panic, 
had overlooked the fact that there was nobody 
steering the vessel, and we had put her unusual 
movements and the creakings and flappings 
down to the ghosts. 

However, we went aft when the ship steadied 
herself, and were very much surprised to find 
the skipper steering the ship. 

He asked us, in a very quiet manner, what 
was the matter; and Dublin, stepping forward, 
told him everything. 

" Nonsense ! " cried the skipper ; " there are 
no ghosts in this ship. Take this, wheel, one of 
you, and another of you go and wake the mate 
up. We'll go along and investigate the matter, 
and find out what is the matter with the second 
mate." 

We all trooped along to the carpenter's shop, 
the captain at the head of us, Dublin and I 
following him, and the crowd behind. 

We found the second mate lying flat on his 
back, with the back of his head split open where 
he had fallen backwards on a ringbolt in the 
deck. But he wasn't dead ; in fact, he was very 
much alive—and he let us know it when we 
brought him round. 

" Now, where's this ghost ? " said the skipper, 
after we had attended 'to the second mate's 
injuries and some of the men had carried him 
to his room. " I don't see it anywhere." 

With that he got ready to strike a match and 
enter the shop. He didn't get in, however, nor 
did he strike the match—the ghost prevented 
that by suddenly appearing in front of him in 
all her uncanny splendour. Only for an instant 
did she show herself; then she vanished, leaving 
the shop in darkness again. 

"Gott in Himmel!" he yelled. "What's 
that?" 

" It's—it's the ghost!:> stammered Dublin, 
who was immediately behind him. 

" I'll ghost it! " cried the skipper, recovering 
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" He dashed headlong into the forecastle, his eyes bulging out of his head and his hair standing on end." 

himself. He ran to the pin-rail and, picking 
out an iron belaying - pin, rushed into the 
carpenter's shop with murder in his eye. 

The mate came along at that moment in his 
pyjamas and bare feet, still very sleepy, and 
inquired what all the trouble was about. 

When we told him' he grinned, chuckling to 
himself in his fat, German way. 

Meanwhile the skipper was thumping every 
hole and corner of the carpenter's shop with his 
belaying-pin. 

"Look out you don't damage that figurehead, 
captain," said the mate, shoving his head 
inside the door; "the carpenter only finished 
repairing it yesterday." 

Just then one of the men came along with a 
lamp, and the mate, taking it from him, walked 
into the shop with it. Then, smiling amiably, 
he showed us our ghost—the ship's figurehead, 
which was standing upright in the corner of the 
shop! It had been damaged in port and had 

been taken off to be repaired. We being new 
hands, of course, knew nothing about it. 

The ghostly light was caused by the moon 
shining through a small skylight; directly over 
the figurehead. The moon being obscured by 
heavy clouds, and only visible between the rifts 
for a few seconds at a time, made the ghost 
appear and disappear whenever it shone out or 
was obscured. 

We all grinned very sheepishly when the mate 
laid bare the mystery of our ghost, and some of 
the crowd were beginning to shuffle shamefacedly 
forward when the captain spoke. 

"Come aft, men," he said, "and we'll splice 
the main brace" (which means grog). " It'll 
brace up your nerves a bit. And just remember 
that there are no ghosts in this ship, and if you 
get seeing any more there's going to be trouble." 

I may mention that we never did see any 
more ghosts after that, and a more comfortable 
and happy ship I never want to be in. 



Travel and Adventure on 
African Borderlands. 

By LIEUT.-COLONEL R. G. T. BRIGHT, C.M.G., jgtfGh,.., OF THE RIFLE BRICAHF. 

A party of Bavira women on their way to market—Notice the curious lip " o r n a m e n t " worn by the tallest. 
From a Photograph. 

In these articles Colonel Bright, who has already contributed to " The Wide World " on several occasions, 
relates some of the incidents which befell his party on a recent journey lasting seventeen months, when 

he went out to the Anglo-Congolese frontier at the head of the British Boundary Commission. 

III. 

URING one of our stays at Fort 
Portal we were the spectators of a 
curious semi-barbaric ceremony— 
the coronation of Daudi Kasagama, 
King of Toro. The present ruler's 

father was apparently fond of such functions, for 
he used to be crowned once a month, but 
latterly the custom had fallen into abeyance. 

The three next illustrations are from photo
graphs taken during the ceremony. The king's 
palace stands on a ridge at Kavarole, a short 

Vol xxv.—22. 

distance from Fort Portal, and is surrounded by 
a high fence of reeds. At the entrance to this 
enclosure a canopy was erected and mats spread 
on the ground, while a space in front was kept 
clear by the king's soldiers. Round this 
squatted thousands of the king's subjects. The 
actual coronation took place in the palace, after 
which Kasagama marched to the entrance of 
the enclosure to show himself to his assembled 
people. The procession was an imposing spec
tacle, the chief being preceded by attendants 
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who laid down strips of matting for him to walk 
upon. As he appeared under the canopy and 
presented himself to the natives there was a 
mighty uproar of beating drums and yelling 
humanity. Kasagama was a weird figure, 
dressed in a long, flowing cloak of crimson silk, 
ornamented with gold lacings and tassels. On 
his head was placed a crown shaped like 
a beehive and skilfully ornamented with 
red and white beads, the top being covered 
with red feathers, giving the appearance of 
small flames of fire. The king is usually clean
shaven, but on this occasion he wore whiskers 
and beard. The beard, fashioned out of colobus 
monkey-skins, hung to the chief's waist; and, 
although it was white, I was told that it was 
meant to imitate the mane of a lion. Altogether 
the newly-crowned king presented an imposing 
and picturesque figure amidst his African 
subjects. 

On the completion of the coronation ceremony 
we were invited to a tent, pitched at the bottom 
of the hill on which the palace stands, in order 
to witness a war dance in honour of the occasion. 
There were gathered hundreds of native spear
men, who rushed towards the tents yelling and 
brandishing their spears, shaking them between 

their fingers with such violence that in some 
cases the shafts snapped. The excitement of 
the dancers was amazing. Some of the spearmen 
were literally foaming at the mouth, and it was 
rather surprising that in their frenzy they did not 
hurl their spears into the tents. 

While the dance was in progress oxen were 
slaughtered and the carcasses brought up and 
laid out in rows on the ground, after which 
attendants carved the joints and handed great 
lumps to the dancers. I specially noticed one 
old man, seated just in front of us, who worried 
his little bit of raw beef much in the same way 
as a wild animal. It was carefully explained to 
us that the raw meat was only given to the 
dancers to show us how their labours used to 
be rewarded in the old days, but that now they 
had learnt the custom of civilized nations the 
meat would be cooked before being eaten. At 
the conclusion of a memorable day we bade 
farewell to the king, thanking him for the very 
interesting time he had given us. Kasagama is 
a very intelligent and progressive native, and I 
am much indebted to him for the assistance 
which he invariably afforded the expedition by 
providing porters, guides, and food whenever 
they were required. The king was so pleased 

with the success of his corona
tion that he proposes to have a 
similar function once every year 
—on the occasion of his birthday. 

Another photograph repro
duced shows the first convoy of 
gold being taken out of the Congo 
State. The precious metal comes 
from the Kilo gold-mines, not far 
from the Anglo-Congolese 
boundary. These are said to be 
very rich, and recently consign
ments to the value of forty-eight 
thousand pounds have been taken 

The coronation of the King of Toro—Waiting at the entrance of the palace for the newly-crowned monarch. 
From a Photograph. 



TRAVEL AND ADVENTURE ON AFRICAN BORDERLANDS. 171 

Daudi Kasagama, the King of Toro, in his coronation robes—He is shown wearing his ceremonial crown, with false whiskers 
From a] and beard of monkey skins. {.Photograph. 

through Uganda to the coast en route for Europe. 
As is shown in the picture, each porter carries 
on his head one box containing ore to the value 
of four hundred pounds. To prevent a man 
escaping into the bush with his precious " load " 

the boxes are all chained together, and as a 
further precaution the convoy is carefully guarded 
by an armed escort. So far as I am aware, this 
is the only discovery of gold in that part of 
Africa. 
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From a] A war-dance in honour of the coronation. {Photograph. 

Other photographs herewith were taken in 
the British territory to the west of Lake Albert, 
in a region which until quite recently was but 
little known, and had not often been visited by 
white men. The inhabitants—the Balegga and 
Bavira tribes—are peaceful and friendly people. 
One day I met a numberof Bavira womenwhile the 
caravan was on the march, and, unlike most natives 
who are usually suspicious and really frightened 
of being photographed, they stood quietly, and 
smilingly enjoyed having their pictures taken for 
the first time in their lives. These ladies were 
on their way to market, and carried large baskets 
full of corn-cobs on their heads. Bavira women 
often wear a very disfiguring " ornament " in the 
shape of a round disc of wood, some two inches 
in diameter, with a design painted on it. This 
is inserted in a hole cut in the upper lip, in the 
manner seen in the heading. When the lady 
opens her mouth the disc flops up and down in a 
grotesque manner, and must be a source of much 
inconvenience, both in speaking and eating. 

On the same morning that we met these 
natives we passed a couple of female elephants 
accompanied by their calves, and it was interest
ing to watch the mothers playing with the small 
ones, stroking and fondling them with their 
trunks, quite oblivious of our presence. Perhap? 
they knew that the hunting of female elephants 
is rightly prohibited in British territory. 

Farther northwards along, Lake Albert the 
swamps cease and the waters of the lake lap on 
a sandy shore. The weather was misty, render
ing the opposite shores invisible, and but for the 
intense heat one could almost imagine oneself 
walking along the seashore in England. The 
illusion was dispelled, however, when we saw 
hippopotami and crocodiles basking in the water. 
The former of these animals is a positive danger 
to navigation in the lakes and rivers of Central 
Africa. One of our officers who, while travelling 
in the mountains, had slipped and injured one 
of his legs decided that, as the country was very 
rough and difficult to ride through, he would 

From a] 
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cause of the disaster was soon- apparent: a 
hippopotamus had risen underneath one of the 
canoes and capsized the frail craft. A couple 
of men who were clinging to its bottom were 
rescued, and some of the other occupants had 
swum to the shore, but, unhappily, two soldiers 
sank as the canoe turned turtle and were 
drowned. It was found, after the 
canoe was righted, that all its con
tents had gone with the exception 
of a valise containing the officer's 
blankets and the bayonet of one 

Frot. On the shores of Lake Albert. [Photograph. 

avail himself of the lake and cruise down it in 
canoes. The journey was not without incidents. 
Every night the paddles had to be carefully 
guarded to prevent the canoes being taken away 
during the darkness, and every morning it was 
found that nearly all the men forming the crews 
had deserted and fresh ones had to be found. 
One morning the officer in question was paddling 
along in his canoe, at the head of his flotilla, 
when he suddenly heard screams, and on looking 
round saw that one of the canoes had been upset 
and its occupants were struggling in the water. 
With considerable difficulty he made his men 
(whose only desire was to reach terra firma) 
paddle back to the scene of the accident. The 

\PJwtogtaph. 

of the drowned men, which were jammed under
neath the narrow thwarts used by the paddlers. 

We now entered the mountainous Lendu 
country bordering the western shore of Lake 
Albert. We had no sooner crossed into this 
region than one of our mail men was mur
dered. He was only a very short distance 
behind the rear-guard and not far from our 
camp when he was set upon by natives and 
killed. He was stripped of the letters he was 
carrying and of his clothing. It was not until 
several days afterwards that I heard of this out
rage, and nothing could then be done to avenge 
the murder. 

A group of Lendu is shown in the next 
illustration. They are a treacherous people, 
and it was with them we had the most difficulty. 
On the day on which the photograph was taken a 
long palaver had been held. All the chiefs who 
could be collected were solemnly warned that 
the killing of the Government's men would not 
be tolerated, but that if they remained quiet and 
well-behaved they had nothing to fear, while, on 
the contrary, if our men were molested they 
would be severely punished. Towards the end 
of the meeting the sub-chiefs, or headmen, of 
the villages were led by the hand by an elderly 
chief and introduced to us. In spite of the warn
ing, they gave us considerable further trouble. 

file:///PJwtogtaph
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They killed several of our men 
and caught two unlucky letter-
runners, whom they cruelly 
maltreated. One of them 
reached camp minus his letters, 
which had been stolen, and 
almost minus his tongue, which 
had been nearly cut out by his 
captors simply because he was 
carrying letters for us. One 
of our convoys was treacher
ously attacked while crossing 
a small stream in this country. 
The party was accompanied by 
some unarmed guides, who 
pretended to be friendly. While 
the escort was resting and 
drinking at the stream, the 
soldiers composing it were sud
denly set upon by the guides, 
who attempted to seize their 
rifles. Their treachery then 
became evident, as it was seen 
that there were hundreds of 
native spearmen concealed in 
the grass, only waiting until the 
soldiers'rifles had been secured 
before they rushed the convoy. 
Happily their plan failed, and 
they were driven off with some 
loss. 

The soldiers of the King's 
African Rifles, who acted as 
the escort, always behaved very well. Their 
duty, more especially in the mountainous 
countries lying to the south-east of Lake George 

Lendu chiefs being introduced to the members 
of the Commission. 

Fro7it a Photograph. 

and on the west of Lake Albert, 
while acting as escorts to the 
porters and cutting tracks 
through thick elephant grass in 
countries where the natives 
were lying in wait for small 
parties, was arduous and often 
dangerous. The escort had 
also to provide guards and 
sentries for the various camps 
and stores where reserve sup
plies were kept; and right well 
they did their task from begin
ning to end. The expedition 
now retraced its steps along 
Lake Albeit and returned to 
Fort Portal. Some months 
later a small party went along 
the eastern side of the lake, 
and it was during that trip the 
two photographs on the next 
page were taken, one of a typical 
village just south of the sleep
ing sickness area. The district 
of Bugungu, lying near the 
Victoria Nile and formerly 
thickly inhabited, is now being 
depopulated by that fatal 
scourge. The Uganda Protec
torate Government is making 
every endeavour to combat the 
disease, and its efforts are 
being crowned with success, 

but drastic methods are required. The Govern
ment is making arrangements to remove all the 
surviving inhabitants of Bugungu, numbering 

The expedition cutting a track through the jungle towards the boundary. {Photograph. 
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From a] A typical village to the south of the "sleeping s ickness" region. {Fhotcgraph. 

some four thousand men, women, and children, most important village on Lake Albert and the 
from the infected zone and to place them in an 
area free from sleeping sickness. 

centre of the salt trade in this portion of Africa. 
From there canoes laden with this commodity 

We next camped at Kibero, the largest and ply to all parts of the lake. To cross the lake 

From a] The salt workings at Kibero. {Photograph. 
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in an open canoe is a venturesome proceeding, 
for it is wider than the English Channel between 
Dover and Calais and is often very rough, so 
the voyage across in open canoes is not without 
some risk. 

It was an extremely hot and close day on 
which we reached Kibero, but in the evening, 
as the sun was sinking and it became cooler, I 
paid a visit to the salt workings. The place 
resembles the excavations of ancient ruins. The 
salt springs bubble from the rocky cliffs, and the 
water is so hot that it hurts to even dip a finger 
in it. The air smelt strongly of sulphur, and 
steam arose continually from the springs. The 
water is led off by small channels and irrigates 
the earth, which is then scraped up and filtered 
through large earthen jars. This process is 
continued till the water is very strongly impreg
nated, when the salt is obtained by allowing the 
water to evaporate in the sun. The salt is quite 
white, but tastes very bitter. 

I left Fort Portal in July on my return 
journey to England. We followed the fairly 
good road (about twelve feet wide) leading to 
Entebbe, and completed the journey of about 
a hundred and eighty miles in twelve marches. 
En route we met large gangs of workmen con
structing a track for motors, which have now 
been introduced into Uganda and are proving 
very successful. The chiefs supervise the con
struction of these roads and admirably perform 
their share of the work. 

The last illustration is of the practical termina
tion of the expedition, and depicts the porters 
reaching the Victoria Nyanza, near Entebbe, 
the capital of Uganda. Here several large 
Baganda canoes were ready ; they were quickly 

save native or game tracks, and at times not 
even those. It was hard work for the Swahili 
porters, carrying their loads up and down steep 
hill-sides. Most of these carriers had been 
engaged at Mombasa," and throughout they 
worked well and were always cheerful and 
willing. They are a careless and happy people, 
who during their journeys look forward with the 
greatest expectancy to enjoying a real good time 
on reaching their homes at the coast. Only a 
small proportion of their wages is paid to them 
during their engagement, and thus on their 
home-coming they are literally full of money, 
which they spend in a few days in reckless 
extravagance. That is their idea of extreme 
happiness. After they have spent all their 
money they live on their friends till they feel 
inclined for another journey. 

The end of the expedition—Porters reaching the Victoria Nyanza at Entebbe, in Uganda. {Photegrnph. 

loaded, and in a few hours the porters and 
stores had been paddled across the bay. 

It was a little over seventeen months since we 
had left Entebbe, and during these months.we 
had travelled many hundreds of miles. 

The country we had traversed was moun
tainous, and there were no roads in many parts 

After spending a few days at Entebbe I 
crossed the lake by steamer to Port Florence, 
and thence travelled down to the coast by the 
Uganda Railway. The porters and servants 
were paid off at Mombasa, and thus ended the 
expedition—my fifth boundary mission on the 
Dark Continent. 



A trader's battle with hostile savages and a 
young schoolmistress's adventure with robbers. 

THE SIEGE OF T H E 
STATION. 

BY H. W, MARTIN. 

[Bgg^gwl N 1906 I was elephant hunting on 
EjflwFfPI the southern bank of the Ruvuma—a 
B f f l l l O river dividing German East Africa 
. K p ^ j | | from the Portuguese territory. One 

day, while following a wounded 
elephant, I noticed a German askari, or native 
soldier, on the north bank waving a paper and 
beckoning me to cross. As I knew the natives 
in the vicinity were expected to rise in rebellion 
before long, I was rather surprised to see 
the man, but crossed the river and asked him 
what he wanted. He handed me a typewritten 
document in German, but as I could not read 
that language I asked him in his own dialect 
if he knew the contents of it. He replied that 
it was a warning to any Europeans who 
happened to be in the neighbourhood of the 
Ruvuma, requesting them to go up to the 
Weidhaven fort at Amelia Bay, on the north
eastern shore of Lake Nyassa. The reason given 
was that the Germans had decided to burn all 
the villages on their side of the river after ten 
days had elapsed if the natives did not pay 
their hut-tax in the meantime, and reprisals were 
feared. 

This intelligence greatly disconcerted me, for 
I had a store of nearly two tons of good ivory 
in my camp, which was situated about two 
days' journey south of the river. There was 
apparently nothing to do, if I wished to secure 
my ivory and camp equipment, but to go straight 
back and take it across to German territory. I 
at once commenced the journey, but to my 
surprise, on reaching the site of my camp, found 
that my ivory and tent had disappeared, while 
the grass huts which had been occupied by my 
carriers had been burnt to the ground ! 

My grief at discovering that all the fruits of 
Vol. xxv.—23. 

Mr. H . W. Martin, the Author of " T h e Siege of the Station." 
From a Photograph. 

three years' hard work at hunting and trading 
in tropical Africa were gone was intense and it 
was some moments before I fully realized the 
extent of my loss. Feeling utterly dejected I 
sat down with my head resting on my hands. 
I had remained in this position for some 
moments when I felt a slight touch on my 
shoulder, and, looking up, saw Manuel, my 
native cook, standing beside me. He was very 
frightened, and told me that when I arrived he 
had been hiding in the bush, but would not 
show himself, fearing that I might shoot him, as 
he and his wife had been left in charge of the 
camp. He then described what had taken 
place during my absence. 

Early in the morning, two days previously, he 
went out of his hut, and saw a large tmpi, or 
native regiment, some three or four hundred 
strong, making directly for the camp. Owing 
to the fact that every man was fully armed, he 
suspected that something was amiss, and calling 
to his wife—who was still sleeping in the hut—-
to hide herself, he ran to my tent, got my old 
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four-bore and about twenty cartridges, and then 
concealed himself in the bush. His wife, how
ever, was not quite so quick, and was seen by 
the approaching impi and taken prisoner. The 
natives then went to my tent, took everything 
they could lay their hands on, and finally the 
tent itself. They were in too much of a hurry 
to strike the tent properly, so they cut the ropes, 
bundled it up, and took the whole lot—ivory, 
goods, tent, and Manuel's wife—to the head
quarters of their chief, Mataka. All this my 
boy could see from his hiding-place. 

Now Mataka was the most powerful native 
chief in Portuguese Nyassaland, and I knew it 
would be quite useless to follow the impi with 
the idea of regaining my belongings. Even if 
I succeeded in reaching Mataka's stronghold, 
there was little chance of securing my goods, 
but a far greater one of encountering the 
assegais of the natives. I thought the matter 
over, and decided that if we wished to escape 
with our lives the best thing we could do was to 
make tracks for a trading-station about eighty 
miles away, on the northern bank of the Ruvuma, 
kept by an old Greek trader named Kapsopolis. 

We arrived at the station about thirty-six 
hours after leaving the ruins of my own camp, 
only to be told by Kapsopolis's native cook that 
his master had left a week previously for Amelia 
Bay. There were, however, some provisions 
and a change of clothing at the station, and I 
accordingly helped myself. 

The cook also gave me the cheerful informa
tion that the natives in the vicinity were already 
up in arms and that it would not be safe to 
attempt to get to Amelia Bay, as we should 
have to pass through the country held by the 
rebels before we could reach our destination. 
After telling me this he cleared out, being 
evidently terror-stricken. As there was no other 
settlement we could make for, I decided that 
it would be best to remain where we were. 
Fortunately, the place was surrounded by an 
extremely strong stockade, made of wooden 
poles about sixteen feet high. I therefore told 
Manuel to collect all the provisions, bedding, 
and clothing, and put them in the strongest hut. 
When he had done this we went on a tour of 
inspection round the stockade, patching up one 
or two places that looked rather insecure. There 
were about two hundred pounds of flour, three 
hundred pounds of maize, fifty pounds of sugar, 
and ten pounds of tea and coffee in the huts, 
and as, in addition, there was a small stream 
flowing through the station, we had no fear of 
running short of provisions in the event of a 
prolonged siege. 

We had not long to wait for an attack, for the 
rebels arrived in large numbers early the follow

ing morning and quickly surrounded the station". 
The first intimation I had of their presence 
were the reports of several blunderbusses, and 
presently a piece of telegraph-wire whizzing 
through the grass roof. Few people have heard 
of telegraph-wire being utilized as ammunition, 
but when the natives ran short of ordinary sup
plies they were in the habit of pulling down 
some of the trans-Continental telegraph-wires, 
and, after cutting them up in small sections, 
using the pieces as slugs. The firing continued 
for about an hour, but as we could see no 
natives we did not retaliate, being too short of 
ammunition to waste a single round. I only 
had a hundred and twenty cartridges for my 
•303 rifle, and the boy twenty for the four-bore. 

Complete silence reigned for two hours after 
the natives ceased shooting ; but about 10 p.m. 
one of their number came out of cover, pre
sumably to find out if we were killed. He crept 
to within twenty yards of the hut we were 
occupying, and then, being evidently satisfied 
that we were both dead, stood up. I promptly 
raised my rifle and fired, and he dropped 
instantly. On seeing this the other rebels 
attempted to rush the place, firing their blun
derbusses as they came, but the stockade was 
very strongly constructed, and resisted all their 
efforts to break through. Meanwhile the boy 
and I fired at every warrior who showed his 
head above the stockade, and hit several of them. 

The rebels next endeavoured, by digging with 
pointed sticks, to prise up the poles of the 
stockade, but as these were buried five feet 
deep in the hard, sun-baked ground, they soon 
found they would require something stronger 
than pointed sticks, and gave up the task. 
Finally they retired, shouting defiance at us from 
safe retreats in the bush. 

They did not molest us again until about two 
o'clock, when they changed their tactics. This 
time they tried to set fire to the thatch of our 
huts by shooting burning arrows. Lumps of 
dry grass, dipped in boiling beeswax, had been 
previously fastened on the arrows and lighted. 
It would have gone very hard with us had many 
of these arrows kept alight until they reached 
the thatch; but, luckily, the majority of the 
burning tufts went out. There were, however, 
two which set the roof alight, but they did very 
little damage, and we were soon able to put out 
the flames. The discharge of these arrows con
tinued for nearly two hours, but, finding thai 
no damage was being done, the natives at 
length desisted. 

We were compelled to keep a close watch 
during the night, in case the Snemy tried to 
surprise us under cover of darkness ; but nothing 
happened, and at sunrise Manuel prepared me 
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some coffee, which 
I was greatly in 
need of. As there 
was still no sign 
of an attack, I 
told Manuel he 
could sleep until 
midday, a f t e r 
which he agreed 
to keep watch 
until sunset while 
I obtained some 
verynecessaryrest. 
The rebels remained quiet during the remainder 
of that day and the ensuing night, but about 
eight o'clock the following morning we noticed 
them working very hard a little way up-stream. 
I allowed them to go on for about a couple 
of hours without molestation, but at length, 
guessing they were up to some mischief, I 
thought it was time to make an attempt to stop 
them. I brought my rifle into requisition again, 
and had the satisfaction of seeing one of their 
number fall. We subsequently found that they 
were trying to dam up the stream and divert the 
water, which they would have succeeded in doing 
had I not interfered in time. Without water we 
should soon have been compelled to capitulate. 

After this we had a rest for two days, but the 
bodies of the natives who had been killed just 
outside the stockade began to decompose, and I 
realized that if they were not promptly buried 
or taken a good distance away there would be 
trouble. We accordingly went out and dragged 
away as many bodies as we could to a safe 
distance. It was very hard work, and our task 
took us a considerable lime. There were twenty-
one bodies in all; we succeeded in dragging away 
nineteen of these by daylight, but, thinking it 
was unsafe to continue any longer, owing to the 
approaching darkness, we decided to take the 
other two inside the stockade and there bury 
them. We managed to get one inside safely, and 

" The other rebels attempted to rush the place." 

had just reached shelter with the remaining body 
when suddenly a report rang out, and Manuel 
staggered forward inside the stockade, where he 
fainted right away. He had been shot in the 
back of the neck. I finished dragging the dead 
body inside myself. 

My troubles were now considerably increased. 
I had two dead bodies that it was necessary to 
bury, and Manuel to attend to, in addition to 
watching the movements of the enemy. As the 
poor boy remained unconscious for a long time, 
I poured some water down his throat, and in 
the course of a few minutes had the satisfaction 
of seeing him open his eyes. He seemed to be 
in great pain, and did not speak for quite an 
hour after recovering his senses. When at last 
he did open his lips he said he thought the 
missile was rubbing against the vertebra. I knew 
very little about surgery, but I probed for the 
bullet with the blade of my penknife—the only 
instrument which I possessed—and found it 
buried over half an inch in the boy's neck. 
After about an hour's manipulation I was 
successful in extracting the shot. It proved to 
be a beaten iron bullet of native manufacture, 
about three-eighths of an inch in diameter and 
about three-quarters of an inch long. 

After this I had one of the toughest times 
that could befall any man. Manuel's neck 
swelled to an enormous size, and for forty-eight 
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hours he was delirious, calling continually for 
his lost wife. What with nursing him, doing all 
the cooking, and keeping an eye on the enemy, 
I secured very little rest. Fortunately for me, 
the Germans were harassing the natives to the 
north-west, near Weidhaven, and the rebels were 
having quke enough to do for a time dodging 
the soldiers without bothering about me. 

This state of affairs lasted a fortnight, and 
one can easily imagine my predicament during 
this period. Manuel did not seem to get any 
better, and the lack of proper rest was beginning 
to tell on me severely. 

Many of the Germans were by this time 
suffering from malarial and blackwater fever, 
and they therefore ceased operations for a while, 
and this gave the rebels another opportunity of 
turning their attention to me. Once more they 
surrounded the station in large numbers, and 
the various attempts to capture the stockade 
were again gone through. All sorts of missiles 
were aimed at my hut, including the lighted 
arrows again, but, although the latter caused 
one or two conflagrations, I had little difficulty 
in putting them out. This sort of thing con
tinued for several days, but they did not effect 
an entrance to the station, although towards the 
end I began to feel I could not hold out much 

longer. I had become thoroughly worn out, 
and if a determined effort had been made by 
the rebels at this juncture to force a way in, I 
doubt very much whether I could have repulsed 
them. But the Germans were again on the 
move, and a day or two passed without my 
either hearing or seeing anything of the natives. 

I have only a very hazy recollection of what 
followed. Malarial fever took hold of me, and 
the next thing I remember is awakening from 
what seemed to be a very long sleep to find a 
German officer bending over me. The officer, 
who was also a doctor, was attached to a native 
battalion officered by Europeans, and he told 
me afterwards that when his men arrived at the 
stockade they heard someone moaning in the 
main hut. This proved to be Manuel, who was 
very ill indeed, and so weak from pain that he 
could not move. I was lying close beside him, 
in a semi-unconscious state. 

Soon after this the rebels were completely 
routed, and submitted to German rule, coming 
in freely with their cattle to pay taxes. I was too 
ill to be removed for quite a fortnight after the 
advent of the troops who rescued me, but when 
able to travel I was taken by hammock to 
Weidhaven, where 1 received the best of treat 
ment from the Germans. 

"Manuel staggered inside the stockade, where he fainted right away. 
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A N UNEXPECTED VISIT. 
BY MISS L. MACDONALD. 

IN the spring of 1905 I was engaged to teach 
school in a country district about five 
miles from the little town of N , in the 
province of Saskatchewan, 
Canada. I had secured the 
position through one of 
the agencies at Winnipeg, 
and, being a stranger in 
the West, knew nothing 
about the place I was going 
to or the people I should 
have to live with. I found 
the latter all foreigners— 
a mixture of Germans, 
Poles, Swedes, a n d 
Galicians, and scarcely 
any of them could con
verse in English. Their 
houses were all built on 
the same plan — divided 
into two apartments, one 
used as kitchen and 
dining-room, the other as 
the common sleeping-
room. In my boarding-
house the same order of 
things was preserved, I 
being generously given 
a bed to myself in the same room as the family, 
which consisted of father, mother, two grown-up 
sons, and a daughter. 

There was not even a curtain dividing the 
beds, nor a screen to hide one from curious 
eyes. However, seeing I could not remedy the 
evil, nor better myself in any of the other 
houses, I had to content myself where I was 
for the time being. 

When I was introduced to the school-house 
I noticed that two rooms had been built at the 
back of it for the accommodation of a former 
teacher, who was married and had his wife with 
him. I immediately decided to take possession 
of them myself, and in a very short while I had 
them furnished comfortably enough, and had 
privacy that I could not enjoy before. 

I thought I should have no difficulty in 
getting one of the little school girls to remain 
with me at night, but when I approached them 
on the subject, they all expressed the greatest 
fear, and not even the promise of liberal pay 
would induce them to come and stay with me, 

Miss L. MacDonald, who cleverly outwitted a couple of 
desperadoes who attempted to rob her at night in a lonely 
. From a] school-house. {Photograph. 

and I was finally obliged to " bach" alone, 
with not even a dog for company. 

I must confess I felt a little nervous at first, as 
I was alone in the middle 
of the prairie, my nearest 
neighbour being two miles 
away; and the school 
grounds being surrounded 
by trees added to the 
loneliness of the place. 

I had been there about 
four months when the 
secretary, a German, 
notified me that he had 
received a cheque for 
salary due to me since 
the beginning of the term, 
amounting to two hundred 
and fifty dollars, and that 
if I would come into the 
town I could have it 
cashed at the bank. I 
accordingly went in on 
the following Saturday 
and drew the money. 

As I was coming out 
of the bank I chanced 
to meet a gent leman 

with whom I was acquainted, and he stopped 
to speak to me. After conversing for a few 
moments he laughingly remarked : — 

" I believe you are well worth robbing 
to-day." 

" Why, how did you discover that ? " I asked. 
"Oh," he said, " I happened to be down in 

the pool-room at the hotel a little while ago, 
when Mr. G——, your secretary, was telling 
the fellows what a brave little ' schoolern' 
(teacher) they had out at his school, living all 
alone and not afraid of anything or anyone. 
He added that you had been in town to-day for 
your money, and named the amount. I must 
say I thought it very imprudent of him to speak 
of the matter publicly in a place like that, 
especially as there were several strangers present 
at the time. You had better provide yourself 
with a six-shooter if you intend taking your wad 
out with you to your shack to-night. The 
people about here look on anything over one 
hundred dollars as quite a fortune." 

I left the town about four o'clock, and while 
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walking out 
could not help 
feel ing dis
t u r b e d and 
vexed at the 
stupidity of the 
secretary in making my 
affairs a topic of con
versation in a public 
pool-room. 

I reached home about 
six o'clock, just as it was . 
beginning to rain, and 
the night promised to 
be a dark and dreary one. I felt too tired and 
worried to get supper for myself, and sat down 
to read some letters which I had received that 
day. About nine o'clock I heard the sound of 

I remained motionless, afraid 
he might detect my 

wheels passing the 
school-house, and, 
as the road was 
seldom if ever 
used, was natur

ally surprised. 
Turning down the light, I 

went to the window and saw 
that a covered buggy had 
stopped a few rods down the 
road. Presently, to my horror, 
I saw a man get out and creep 

through the wire fence surrounding the school 
grounds and approach the window where I was 
standing. I drew back hastily, but from where 
I stood I could see him standing with his head 

even to breathe, fearing 
presence." 
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bent close to the glass as though listening for 
sounds from within. I remained motionless, 
afraid even to breathe, fearing he might detect 
my presence, and fully expecting him to raise 
the window ; but, evidently not seeing any light 
or hearing any sound, he must have thought I 
had not yet returned from the town, so he went 
back through the fence and sprang into the 
buggy, which was then driven farther down the 
road. 

It did not take me long to decide that the 
man had come for no honest purpose, or he 
would not have crept so stealthily to the window. 
What was I to do ? I felt certain that the man 
—or men, rather, for there were two of them in 
the buggy—would come back later on and effect 
an entrance. 

It was impossible for me to go to the nearest 
farmhouse, as it lay in the same direction as the 
buggy had gone, and I might possibly run right 
into trouble. At last my eyes lit on the trap
door or ventilator in the ceiling of the room 
where I stood. It was only a small aperture, 
but I thought I could manage to squeeze 
through it; and 
as the door 
fastened down 
tightly, anyone 
not knowing it 
was there would 
never detect it. 

I lost no time 
in placing my 
table under the 
trap-door, and, 
standing a chair 
on the top of it, 
climbed up and 
raised the door-
flap. I t h e n 
proceeded to 
collect all my 
money and be
longings, even 
the coverings of 
my bed, and 
stowed them 
away up in the 
attic. I even took the key out of the door, so 
no one would have any suspicion I was in the 
house. 

After I had arranged everything up in the 
attic I squeezed through the opening myself, 
and drew the chair up after me, leaving only the 
table which, however, I managed to move away 
from under the trap-door by pushing it with the 
chair-legs. I then fastened the trap into its 
place, and, wrapping myself up in my blankets, 
lay down very carefully—I was not sure whether 

From a] 

the upper floor was made to bear any weight or 
not—and waited events. 

In spite of my fears and cramped position I 
dozed off several times. At last I was sure I 
heard the sound of wheels again, and listened 
intently. Yes; that was the buggy returning! 
It stopped, and I could hear nothing for a few 
minutes; then there came a loud knock at the 
door. I could hear talking, and knew there 
must be more than one person outside. After a 
while a voice called out, " I s there anyone in 
there?" and then I heard more low talking. 

After trying the windows, which were fastened 
inside, my nocturnal visitors set to work to file 
off the lock, and at last I heard the door open, 
and knew they were inside. They came through 
the kitchen into my bedroom, which was directly 
under me. I tried to look through the crack of 
the little door, but it fitted too tightly, and so I 
had to content myself with just listening to 
them. I knew they were examining every inch 
of the house—looking, no doubt, for me or the 
money they had come after. At last they gave 
vent to their disappointment and rage at not 

finding either. 
" N o o n e 

here !" said one 
of them, angrily. 
"I bet she never 
•left the town." 

" I saw her 
walking away 
from the town 
a b o u t f o u r 
o'clock," replied 
the other one. 
"But no one 
has been sleep
ing here lately; 
the bed has got 
nothing on it. I 
believe that old 
gas-bag was only 
yarning this 
afternoon; no 
woman would 
stay out here 
all alone. I 

shouldn't care to do it myself, I know that. 
Anyhow, it's plain we have had all our trouble 
for nothing. I think we owe' that old Dutch 
fool a hiding, and if ever I get a chance at him 
I'll make things hum round him. Let's have a 
look for something to eat, if we can't find 
anything else." 

I had a quantity of canned goods in my 
cupboard, besides bread, cake, and fruit in 
boxes; these they routed out and were soon at 
work demolishing everything they could find. 

The school-house where this adventure happened. {Photograph. 
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After what seemed to 
me an interminable time 
they began moving round 
again, and I knew they 
must be getting ready 
to leave. 

" W e h a d 
better fix things 
as we found 
them," said one 
of the men, "so 
if she comes 
back to-morrow 
her suspicions 
w i l l n o t be 
aroused. We will 
make it our busi
ness to inquire 
whether she is in 
town to-morrow 
or not; we may 
yet get a chance 
at her little wad." 

" I don't be
lieve she stays 

" I climbed up and raised the door-flap.' 

here at nights at all," replied 
the other one. " We might 
find out from one of those 
farmers along the road and 
make sure." 

They spent some time 
fixing the lock on the door 
again, but at last I heard 
the trap drive off, though I 
did not dare to move from 
my position all night, for fear 
they might come back to 
make a further search. 

Needless to say, I was very 
glad when daylight came. I 

— had some little difficulty in 
getting down from the attic; 
but I accomplished it at last, 

and set to work to pack my trunks, having made 
up my mind I would not spend another day, much 
less a night, in that place. About ten o'clock 
I walked into the town and notified the police. 

They were all astonished at my tale, and rather 
inclined to be incredulous. I sought out the 
friend who had warned me the day before, and 
he told me he had been uneasy all night, think
ing what might happen to me all alone out on 
the prairie. 

He went down to the hotel after speaking to 
me and told the story to a number of men 
collected there. Of course, such incidents are 
fairly common in some parts of the West, 
robberies being quite frequent; but the idea 
of a girl outwitting robbers was something new. 
All the men expressed their indignation at the 
cowardice of anyone going to attack a lonely 
woman, and expressed their intention of helping 
to arrest the guilty parties. 

There were two strangers among the listeners, 
who had come to the hotel a few days before, 
and had been engaged to work at a new bank 

then in process of being erected. 
The proprietor was surprised to 
find their room vacant at supper-
time, and no one saw a sign of them 
afterwards. Of course, suspicion 
rested on them at once, and as a 
freight train had passed through the 
town that afternoon it was supposed 
they had boarded it and got nicely 
away. However, I had the satis
faction of knowing they had heard 
how I had outwitted them. 

I did not go back to my school 
again ; my friend brought in my 
trunks, and I terminated my en
gagement, glad to return to a more 
civilized part of the world. 



THE . . 
ENCHANTED 
ISLANDS. 

BY BEATRICE GRIMSHAW. 

So popular did Miss Grimshaw's account of her 
travels " In Unknown Papua" prove, that we have 
commissioned her to write for us an account of 
her further cruise, in the Government steam-
yacht " Merrie England," among the innumerable 
islands that dot the Papuan Seas—the Trobriands, 
D'Entrecasteaux, and the Louisiades. Miss Grim
shaw describes this unique journey in her own 
captivating style, telling of fairy-like islands where 
no white man has ever trod, of painted and 
befeathered cannibals who are really nice fellows, 
of fortunes to be made by the settler, and many 

other strange and curious things. 

I. 

HE dawn is welling up in the east 
like an awakening volcano — low, 
lurid, and orange—under masses of 
copper - black cloud. You might 
swear, only to look at it, that our 

course lies near to the Equator. And you 
would swear rightly, for we are in latitude nine 
south.. 

When the dawn comes, it is nearly time to 
think about getting u p ; for they hose the decks 
at six. But one may lie just a little while longer 
on the mattress spread on deck, with the wind of 
the ship's passage in one's hair, to watch the 
Southern Cross and its diamond pointers turn 
pale above the curving bulwark, and enjoy the 
cool that comes with the breaking day. Even 
here, under the sky, it has been hot all night. 
On the bridge deck above, white, silent figures 
lie scattered like corpses upon a battle-field ; 
farther aft, seamen, firemen, and woolly-headed 
natives, cast down in easy and uneasy attitudes 

Vol. xxv.—24. 

From a An island belle. {Photograph 

all over the deck planking, add to the haunting 
delusion of some sudden massacre or disaster. 
The sharp yacht bow ripples as we run steadily 
through the oil-smooth water, but the ship her
self is soundless as a sepulchre. 

As the sunrise steadily broadens, and the 
stars go out, a dark blue mass of land begins to 
show up on the port beam against the yellow of 

, the morning sky. Wave after wave it rises, like 
a tempestuous sea, flinging its mountain billows 
to anv incredible height among the clouds. Far 
out as we are, there is no mistaking the character 
of that range. Only the Alps, the Himalayas, 
the Andes could match it. It is the main range 
of the huge island continent of New Guinea, 
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and we are running along the eastward coasts 
in the Government steam yacht Merrie England, 
on our way to the Trobriands, D'Entrecasteaux, 
and the Louisiades, the enchanted islands of 

. my narrative. 
As late as 1875 the whole south-eastern coast 

of New Guinea was unknown. No one had 
seen where the immense island ended, or sailed 
along its north-east shores. The maps were 
filled in with tentatively dotted lines. To-day 
the coast has been marked out and charted— 
every bay and river is known. There is a tiny 
town—Samarai—on an island close to the main
land, and plantations have been cleared and laid 
out in several places. Yet still, as the Merrie 
England slips silently along the endless coast, 
day after day, night after night, you may look 
inland to those wonderful blue ranges, and ask 
" What lies behind ? " knowing that no one can 
answer—for no one has been to see. In spite 
of its two towns, its settled Government, its 
Lieutenant-Governor, its armed native police 
controlled by District Magistrates, its score or 
two of miscellaneous Government officials, its 
mines and plantations, its regular mail steamers, 
and indefatigable Government yacht always 
running up and down the coast and rivers, 
British New Guinea (now known as Papua) 
remains in great measure unexplored. 

The sun is up now and so am I, away to my 
cabin to exchange the informal costume of the 
night for the inevitable clean dress of 
every morning. White or khaki 
is the universal wear on 
board ship—for the 
most part white. 
The Merrie 
England 

wherever brass can be put, bulwarks of dark 
ornamental woods, a white-and-green dining-
saloon, with a punkah swinging over the well-
covered table—and a rack of twelve brown 
rifles, standing stiffly against the enamelled 
bulkhead. For we are at the ends of the earth, 
after all! 

An oasis of civilization comes, in the shape 
of Samarai, twenty-eight hours out from Port 
Moresby, the capital. These two are the only 
towns in the length and breadth of Papua. 
Neither is more than a handful of tin-roofed 
bungalows and offices, one swept together in the 
curve of a mangrove-bordered bay, the other set 
daintily and precisely a'mong.neat walks bordered 
with ornamental shrubs, on a tiny islet that 
almost exactly fits it, leaving only a rod or two 
of coral pathway, shaded with palm, to make up 
the balance. 

Samarai done with, the bowsprit is turned 
eastward yet again, and now we are fairly off 
into the wilds. Along the many hundred miles 
of coast and island that we shall traverse during 
the next few weeks, not half-a-dozen white men 
will be met, save in the one island of Woodlark, 
a few hours from Samarai, where there are gold
mines, and a population of a few dozen miners, 
working out all that is left of a once valuable 
field. We shall pass by island after island on 
which no white man's foot has ever trod; some 
of them we shall visit ourselves, and some we 

shall find without a sign of human 
habitation. We shall see beauty 

of scenery beyond all 
power of pen to 

descr ibe , as 
utterly un

known to 

From a] Samarai, perched on its little islet, one of the only two towns in Papua. {Photograph. 

herself is white—a beautiful vessel of nearly 
two hundred tons, clearly yacht-built to the 
most casual eye, with star - pointing, tapered 
masts, a graceful bow, and a small smoking 
funnel that scarcely mars her beauty. She 
is fitted with a luxury that comes upon one 
almost with a shock in such a far-away corner of 
the Southern Seas. Pier-glasses, dainty silk 
curtains and soft carpets, a bedroom and a 
study for the Governor; sparkling brass fittings 

the travelling world as the other side of the moon. 
We shall converse familiarly with painted and 
feathered cannibals, who are really the best 
fellows in the world and quite pleasant to meet. 
We shall see strange beasts, birds, and insects, 
many of which are unknown to science; hunt 
alligators up the river estuaries, buy wild parrots 
for a stick of tobacco, and send our valets 
catching turtle for our breakfasts by moon
light. A voyage, in fine, not at all like 
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From a\ The native rubber of Papua. 

anything you can do with a Cook's ticket and 
a conductor. 

I have been asleep in my cabin—one passes 
many stray hours after this idle fashion in 
these dreamy tropic seas—and am awakened, 
some twenty hours after leaving Samarai, by the 
stopping of the screw and the roar of the 
anchors plunging home into the deep. We are 
at Woodlark, or Murua. 

Murua, as marked on the map of New 
Guinea, is a mere speck among other specks 
scattered over the ocean south and east of the 
great mainland. In reality, it is an island over 
thirty miles long, rather flat in surface, very 
heavily wooded, and distinguished by the heaviest 
rainfall in Papua. 

Until the gold rush of 1895 the place 
was seldom visited, and scarcely known 
beyond the coasts. With the discovery 
of alluvial gold, however, numbers of 
miners flocked up from New Zealand 
and Australia, many ill-provided with 
money, although food and labour were 
both costly. Living as they did, in 
insufficient tents, with poor-food and 
no precautions as to health, the death-
rate from malaria among these unlucky 
pioneers was very high, and Murua 
became notorious as a place where gold 
was won at the cost of human lives. 
Now, fifteen years later, the fields are 
partly worked out and the rush has 
gone elsewhere; conditions of living 
are better, and the health of Murua 
Island is good on the whole. 

Truth to say, Murua is not inviting 
at first sight. Still, it is fascinating— 
intensely fascinating — in a ghostly, 
ghastly, Dore-and-Edgar-Allan-Poe sort 
of way, hard to reproduce in print. 
Landing at the boat jetty, after a row 
of more than a mile from the steamer 
across the shallow lagoon, one passes 
at once from hot, white sunlight into 
shadow that is strangely sobering and 
appalling — suggestive almost of the 
last, darkest shadow of all. The trees 
of Murua are tall as cathedral spires, 
and massed at the summits into one 
unbroken gloomy roof. Through the 
dark of the vaulted space below long 
white trunks rise like attenuated pillars, 
incredibly tall and thin, and a raffle of 
old-ivory-coloured limbs and branches, 
fallen from above, shines out like 
scattered bones on some long-forgotten 

[Photograph. battle-field. In the poisonous black-
water swamps among the roots alligators 

luxuriate in the mud and slime; long black 
snakes glide in and out, hideous millipedes 
crawl in myriads. Here no other life flourishes ; 
no breeze stirs, the stark white branches 
glint unmoved among the shades; the water 
gleams like a witch's mirror of black glass. 
Yes; an evil place, but a beautiful, never
theless. 

Landing close to the little bark boat-house, 
where the Resident Magistrate's boat is kept, 
we walk up to the settlement, some ten minutes 
away. Still the shadow goes with us, vivid 
green this time, hot as though a hidden volcano 
were spouting emerald-coloured fire down upon 
the densely-spreading palms and pandanus and 
paw-paw trees that overhang the track. And 
through the shadow and the heat and the 
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brooding moisture of the air comes wave after 
wave of intoxicating scent, almost too sweet, too 
heavy—the breath of those great clusters of 
creamy flowers that droop from the broad green 
fronds of the paw-paw tree, of the starlike frangi-
panni blossoms, of dimly-seen white lilies looking 
out from the safe refuge of the tangled under
growth. There is thunder in the air; there 
always is in Murua unless the rain is falling, as it 
falls almost every day, in crashing, purple sheets, 
turning the tracks to water-courses, blotting out 
all sight of the harbour, and darkening the sky 
at midday till one can scarcely read a printed 
page in the broad light of an open veranda. 
We are lucky if we get up to the magistrate's 
house without a drenching, near though it is. 
And when we are seated on the veranda, pro
vided with the always acceptable "lime drink," 
we realize that the heat and heaviness of the air 
have drenched us in a bath of moisture, even in 
that short ten minutes. 

A council meeting was held at the Resident 
Magistrate's house during the morning, so by 
and by I wandered off to Kulumadau gold
mines, and left the business of the country to 
work itself out in peace. 

Papua, it may be explained, is governed by a 
Lieutenant-Governor, assisted by an Executive 
Council composed of six officers of the Territory, 
and a Legislative Council, which consists of the 
Governor, the Executive Council, and three 
non-official members. The meetings are usually 
held in Port Moresby, the seat of government, 
but quite as often in various odd corners of the 
possession where the Government officers may 
happen to be travelling. 

The country is divided into seven districts, 
each administered by a Resident Magistrate (with 
an assistant in most cases), and guarded by a 
small force of armed native constabulary. The 
work done by these white men is one of the 
wonders of the Southern Hemisphere. Mere 
boys in many cases, they undertake the enor
mous responsibilities of their districts with a 
light heart, and carry them through with a pluck 
and an adaptability that only a Britisher could 
show. They are law-givers, doctors, military 
commanders, explorers, builders, road engineers, 
and half a hundred other things to districts 
thousands of square miles in extent. They 
patrol through absolutely unknown country, 
with half-a-dozen police and a few bags of rice 
for all preparation ; they see things never seen 
before by white men's eyes, and scarcely credible 
even to people who know the territory ; they go 
out at the head of a force you could pack into 
a British omnibus to find and punish fighting 
tribes in the far interior. And they do find and 
punish them, all by something which might 

seem a miracle if it were not repeated twenty 
times a year. Some of these officials had 
been keeping Government books in comfortable 
offices in Sydney or Melbourne before they came 
to Papua, some of them had been helping to 
manage sheep or cattle stations, and one here 
or there had seen a little service in South Africa. 
One and all, however, they drop into their work 
with astonishing ease, and do the impossible 
and incredible as a matter of routine, most 
days of their lives. But, if one comes to that, 
so does everyone else, for Pa'pua is, above all 
things, the country of the impossible. 

It is well known that New Guinea is the 
home of cannibalism, and that the natives have 
murderous tendencies of a pronounced kind. 
Yet it may honestly be said that the life of the 
ordinary settler or traveller in Papua is rather 
safer than in Sydney or Melbourne. You could 
not, in Sydney or Melbourne, sleep on your 
veranda, in a house that has no doors to speak 
of and windows that are never shut. You 
could not, if you are a woman, wander 
alone at night in solitary places, secure 
from all annoyance. You could not spend a 
day in the sole society of leg-ironed convicts, 
and find them good company, decidedly polite 
and obliging. Yet you may do all these things 
in Papua the impossible. 

When I started to walk to the gold-mines, 
a mile or two away, I went along a solitary 
bush-track removed from all sight or sound of 
life, through dense tropical forest inhabited by 
snakes, tarantulas, scorpions, and centipedes; 
across marshes where alligators are known to 
lurk, hidden in the mud and slime ; I passed 
natives on the track who had murdered and 
eaten women and children of their own tribe, 
and had in all probability joined in the plot 
to kill and drive out the whites, which was 
organized in Murua some eight years ago ; and 
yet there was not the smallest risk from any one 
of these apparently dangerous animals or human 
beings. The snakes and other creeping things 
rush out of sight at one's approach. The 
alligators never venture out to attack an able-
bodied human being walking on dry land or on 
a bridge—they may snap up dogs and stray 
babies on land and will take anyone in the 
water, but they know the odds too well to take 
useless chances. As for the natives, we " passed 
the time of day" in pidgin-English, and they 
begged for tobacco and asked me where I was 
going. I gave the usual pidgin-English answer, 
" I- go walk-about," and we went on our several 
ways. The natives are not scrupulous people. 
They have no moral objection to murder— 
which, indeed, they consider rather a credit
able and plucky action—but they do not 
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waste their energies nowadays on attacking 
white people, who have the greatly - feared 
and respected Government at their back. 
"Government he wild !" is the Papuan way of 
expressing displeasure on the part of the powers 
that be, and they understand very fully the con
sequences of putting the Government into that 
undesirable state. A large number of Papuans 
have done a turn in prison for native murder or 
sorcery (which is usually connected more or less 
with murder), and in days gone past many were 
hanged for killing white men. But nowadays, 
in all the districts where settlement is in 
progress, there is no risk at all from native 
attack—the Papuans have learnt their lesson too 
well. The kindness and justice with which they 
have been treated of recent years have had much 

exception. Whatever I had expected (I think 
it was something compounded of Bret Harte,-
Tom Tiddler's Ground, and Aladdin's Cave), it 
was not what I saw—a large, ugly mill, with a 
noise-filled engine-house, a few dirty, wet shafts 
reminiscent of coal workings, a mountain of grey 
refuse called tailings, and a dozen or so work
men, in grey shirts and khaki trousers, doing 
nothing in particular about the engine-house 
and on the little tram-line. 

The mine, it seemed, was not working just 
then, and there was rather less than usual to see. 
I could go down the shaft if I liked; it was 
three hundred feet deep and very wet, and I 
should see a good deal of rock or clay at the 
bottom—nothing more. The gold was not 
visible at any time; it was in the rock, and had 

From a] An island beach. [Photograph. 

to do with this. No land in use by natives is 
ever taken up by the Government, and the 
waste lands are honestly surveyed, bought, and 
paid for, wherever the natives wish to sell them. 
If they do not wish to sell they are not forced to 
do so. Further, the newer laws of the Territory 
protect and favour the plantation labourers, and 
remove any source of trouble that might arise 
from unkind or unjust treatment. It would be 
untrue to say that a white man's life is safe in 
all parts of this great country, but in any place 
where the average settler or traveller is likely to 
go, risk is a thing of the past. 

But to return to Kulumadau and the gold
mine. Everyone who has ever seen a gold-mine 
confesses to disappointment, and I was no 

":v l£ to be got out with 
chemicals. I could see 
the stamps with which 
the rock was broken up, 

and I could examine the mountain of dirt 
outside, and I could come into the manager's 
office and see him take out of his safe a lump 
of grey slag the size of a penny bun and 
try to believe that that was gold—or the 
very next thing to it, needing only one more 
process. And I could have some tea, and tell 
the latest news from Port Moresby, and hear 
that the Kulumadau field, also the Busai field 
farther on, and a third of less importance, had 
only taken out five thousand pounds' worth 
among them in the last year. The gold on 
Murua had been alluvial at first—that was, it 
lay on or near the surface, and could be got by 
washing out. There had been some interesting 
finds in those days. Murua, as I knew, was 
almost composed- of upheaved coral rock, with 
the holes and caves still in the coral, hidden 
under a thick growth of bush. Well, a good 



IQo. T H E WIDE WORLD MAGAZINE. 

deal of the gold was obtained right in the coral, 
run into it in lumps and chunks. That was easy 
to get at and worth getting, but it was all worked 
out now, and most of the gold in the rock and 
soil was worked out also. There might be new 
finds, but prospecting was costly because of the 
necessity of clearing off the heavy bush, and no 
one had much money on Murua now. Was I 
going on to Busai ? 

No, I was not. I did not think gold-mines 
interesting. I would go back to the landing-
place and take a boat up the river and try to 
flush an alligator—if that was the correct 
expression. 

The rest of the afternoon I spent, therefore, 
gliding stealthily up a wide, winding,-green-tea-
coloured river, with no banks at all, only walls, 
a hundred feet high, of dense, green, shining 
foliage, stooping over and sweeping into the 
water. Creepers of every kind knotted and 
linked the brandies of the trees together—ferny 
creepers, feathery creepers, green-snaky creepers, 
green-berried creepers, pale-green-and-white-
flowered creepers. 

We went as silently as possible, trying to 
flush our shy game, though what the " boys " 
and I meant to do with it when found it would 
be hard to say, since we had no gun with us. 
The coxswain said he would try to kill it with a 
knife, as he came from the country where men 
walked into marshes and caught alligators by 
the tail, and he was not afraid of them. But he 
was not called upon to prove his boast, for never 
a brown snout showed or a webbed paw stirred 
above the water or among the mangroves. So 
we turned back to the ship. 

Late that afternoon, when the lagoon was 
aglow with the wonderful copper hues of a 
Papuan sunset, someone pointed out to me a 
long dark streak moving swiftly across the water 
two or three hundred yards away, and in the 
streak just the slightest speck of black. It was 
an alligator at last ! 

"Now you see why you can't go swimming in 
the lagoon," I was told. " They are worse than 
sharks. They don't show themselves and give 
you a chance; they just come underneath you 
and pull you down—and that's all you, or any
one else, know about it. They don't eat you at 
once ; only hold you under water till you are 
drowned, or half-pulled to pieces, and then 
store you somewhere under a bank or in a hole 
till you are 'high ' enough to be savoury—just 
as you would do with a pheasant, you know. 
He's a knowing beggar, the alligator; the shark 
isn't in it with him for brains and savvy." 

The next day we left Murua and steamed 
pleasantly along over a sea of glass towards the-
next island we intended to visit—Navani. 

Papua is the land of the absurd as well as 
the land of the impossible. Perhaps that is why 
the most annoyingly prosaic comparisons kept 
drifting into my mind, in the midst of scenery 
that was an epic poem.. 

That day, as we ran under mountain peaks 
shaped like tossing breakers, and coloured like 
the misty purple bloom on a grape or the green 
in a wave when the sun shines through—as we 
passed islet after islet, and cape after cape, all 
set in the flawless crystal of a perfect summer 
sea, the only comparison that haunted my mind 
was, " How like stage scenery !" 

It really was. Even the yacht herself, with 
her dainty brasses and fancy woods and plate-
glass windowed cabins and the long chairs and 
little tables on deck and cheerful white clothing 
of the passengers, was almost painfully like the 
stage yacht, as she appears just after the curtain 
is lifted, and you are permitted to gaze on 
" Scene Three : The Governor's yacht, on the 
day of the Revolution ; off the coast of X " 
What with that impossibly glass-like sea and the 
palms on the shores, and the very bow of the 
Merrie England herself pointing up into a sky 
that seemed made of bright blue paint, one only 
wanted the orchestra to make it complete. 

Papua, indeed, is almost all stage scenery of 
the most vivid kind, with the colour liberally 
splashed on and a picturesque chorus always at 
hand. To anyone who has travelled much in 
this intensely - coloured, sharply-cut type of 
scenery everything else must always remain 
tame and flat by comparison. 

It is worth while to study the chart, while 
going round the long outer end, or tail, of New 
Guinea. This tangle of islands, large and small, 
off East and West Capes and beyond, does not 
look much, glanced at casually and taken with 
the scale of the great continent itself. But let 
us make a. few comparisons, and then we shall 
understand a little better what the possession of 
Papua really means. 

These little islands, scattered in an uncon
sidered handful off the coast—what are they 
like? Ferguson Island, for instance, along 
which we are now running, under high-
shouldered blue and green mountains, cut 
into deep, rich valleys, and laced by long 
silver threads of waterfalls dropping down many 
hundreds of feet to the sea—what size is it, 
relatively speaking? 

It is a good deal more than twice the size of 
the Isle of Man—and there is not a white person 
on it. Ferguson Island is not a good place to 
stay at ; the natives, though small, are mis
chievous, and a good deal too handy with their 
spears. But there will come a day when it will 
be valuable to the country. In the meantime, 
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Papua can afford to riegiect and put aside an 
island of this size—yes, and such an island as 
Normandy, too, not far away, which is nearly 
seven times the size of Malta; and Goodenough, 
which is two or three times as big as the Isle of 
Wight. They are very wonderful and interest
ing places, but, for the present, best left to the 
patrolling visits of the Resident Magistrate from 
Samarai, until time and that infallible power the 
Government shall tame them down. Are there 
not a dozen or two of islands nearly as big 
here and hereabouts which are being exploited 
already by the busy planters, and are quite 
ready for any man to settle down on with his 
wife and family provided he does not mind 
loneliness and a heavy annual rainfall ? We 
can well afford, in Papua, not to be stingy or 
covetous over our land. 

Before we are out of sight of Ferguson, let 
me just tell an anecdote to show the sense of 
humour possessed by the simple savage of these 
parts. 

A year or two ago the Resident Magistrate of 
the division went out with his police to find and 
arrest a native who was " wanted" for slaying 
some of his fellow-villagers. The magistrate 
wanted a guide for the trackless mountain wastes 
over which his hunt would lead him, and he 
thought himself fortunate in obtaining the 
services of an intelligent native who came to 
offer himself for the job. The man spoke 
English, was most anxious to help the Govern
ment, and proved himself quite a pleasant 
companion during the day or two of chasing 
and searching that followed. He was always 
ready with suggestions as to where they might 
look next, and seemed very desirous of the 
glory of capturing the murderer, who, he said, 
was " plenty bad boy, no good, no good—more 
better you kill him." When the magistrate 
began to despair of catching the fugitive, the 
guide encouraged his employer, telling 
him the man was sure to be taken. 
" I think, master," he remarked, 
" you plenty wild along-a that 
fellow, when you catch him." 
This saying seemed to please 
him, for he repeated it with 
variations, now and again. 
"' Government, he plenty 
wild along-a that fellow, 

by'mby." A day or two later the full inward
ness of the guide's remark became quite 
apparent. He disappeared, and the magistrate 
went back without his prisoner — for the 
offender turned out to be no less a person 
than that very guide who had been indulging 
his peculiar, sense of humour by leading the 
magistrate on a will-o'-the-wisp chase after 
himself! 

By and by we are cruising about the 
D'Entrecasteaux group, passing island after 
island, rich and green and palmy, spired with 
tall hills, and girdled with white coral beaches. 
Most of them are inhabited by natives—peaceful, 
harmless folk, many of them Christianized. 
Some of the islands are uninhabited and un
wanted, so far as can be guessed. A few have 
been made use of. Navani, where the Merrie 
England cast anchor one brilliant morning, was 
in use once as a Government station, and is now 
privately leased; the owner, however, does not 
live there, but leaves the place in charge of a 
native caretaker. 

The island is small; one can walk all round 
it in half an hour. It is planted partly with 
cocoa-nuts, part being uncleared bush. Lime-
trees, laden with golden fruit, cast largesse 
upon the unheeding earth; towering forest-trees 
scatter nuts, more than anyone cares to pick up, 
upon the little white coral pathways. The 
cocoa-nuts, planted in 
shady arcades, are laden 
with bunches of huge 
green and brown fruits 
as big as a man's head. 
You must have the great 
nut husked and cracked 
for you by one 
of the 

Curious visitors to the Government steamer. 
{Photograph. 
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boys before you can drink—it does not grow 
just as one finds it on the counter of the 
London greengrocer—but when the rough ivory 
globe is cleared of its tough enveloping husk, 
cracked at the top with a skilful blow that makes 
a cool and refreshing sound, what a drink for the 
gods it is ! The green cocoa-nut is one 
of the few luxuries of the tropics that 
will not carry; it is therefore unknown 
outside the palm-growing countries. 

All these small islands of the D'Entre-
casteaux, Louisiades, and, farther on, the 
Trobriand groups are beautiful beyond 
possibility of description. No one who 
has not seen something of the wonders 
of colour in these Southern seas could 
be made to understand the rainbow 
brilliancy of water, sky, and land about 
the coral islands. The beauty of the 
under-water coral gardens themselves is 
a wonder beyond telling, and every 
island is surrounded with acre on acre 
of this loveliness, flowing away under 
the keel of the boat in quivering rain
bows of violet, rose, chrysophrase, green, 
and gold—fans, garlands, sponges, toad
stools, sprays, and flowers, all of the 
many-coloured coral, with fish of blue 
and emerald, striped and spotted yellow 
and scarlet, gliding like birds in and out 
of the glowing lights and velvet shadows. 
Much of this splendour, one must allow, 
is a mere trick of water reflection. The 
coral flowers are not so beautiful when 
you remove them from their native 
element, and truth compels me to say that 
they smell appallingly after an hour or two in 
the sun. 

Navani is an excellent example of the sort 
of island that can be profitably taken up by 
white settlers. It is rich in soil, beautiful, 
healthy, safe, and not as hot as the mainland. 
It embodies in itself the dream that so many 
men have had of an island paradise far away in 
the South Seas, where the omnibus and the 
office are as visions of some hideous former 
existence, and the trail of the " At-Home " and 
the card-case poisons the path of life no more. 
There is nothing whatever to prevent the 
realization of this dream by anyone who chooses 
to make inquiries from the Government Secretary 
at Port Moresby as to the islands available for 
ninety-nine years' lease (land is not sold outright, 
but at present it is leased rent free), and to set 
up his bark-and-thatch house among the 
D Entrecasteaux and Louisiades. Money is 
wanted, as it is wanted everywhere. You can
not start a plantation without capital; you 
cannot even live without cash to put up your 

h o u s e , 
b u y a 
cutter, feed 
and pay native ser
vants, clothe and keep 
yourself. And you must 

Building a planter 's house. 

From a Photograph. 

be very sure that you are 
the kind of person who 
will be able to en
dure the 
1 o n e 1 i-
ness and 
isolation 
of island 
life be
fore you try it ; and, furthermore, it is well to 
consider whether a settlement on the main
land, within touch of calling steamers, would 
not be wiser and better. But there is a type 
of man who hungers for islands, and nothing 
but islands. For his benefit I will tell of a 
settled island not very many miles from Navani, 
and the life thereon. 

The Conflict group is a coral atoll about 
fifteen miles long—an atoll being a coral reef of 
a circular, or partly circular, shape, enclosing an 
inner lagoon. Sometimes it is all above water, 
and takes the form of an island shaped like 
a huge green wreath or garland. Sometimes, 
as in the case of the Conflicts, it is mostly under 
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water, and only emerges now and then in the 
shape of separate small islands. There are 
twenty-eight such islands in the little Conflict 
group, some only a few yards across, some as 
much as five hundred acres. Twenty-seven of 
them have been taken up by a small Australian 
syndicate, and one member of the syndicate 
lives, with his wife and 
child, on the largest 
island, and looks after 
the management of 
the cocoa-nut planta
tion. 

Five hundred acres 
have been planted— 
some as long ago as 
seven years, others 
but recently. Those 
planted seven years 
ago are now in bear
ing, and will increase 
in productive power 
for about five years 
more. At present, 
about fifty tons of 
copra (dried cocoa-
nut) a year is pro
duced. This sells at 
twelve pounds a ton, 
making the present 
receipts about six hun
dred a year, which 
sum will probably 
treble within the next 
few years. T h e 
expenses of labour 
run to about a hun
dred and fifty yearly. 
To this must be added 
the cost of living. It 
is easy to see that this gives a very satisfactory 
return for the money originally invested, if one 
reckons the cost of clearing and planting at 
four pounds- an acre. And one must add that 
this group of islands is not among the best places 
for the cocoa-nut, much higher returns being 
obtained in other islands, or-on the mainland. 

Copra-planting is, of course, not a gold-mine, 
but there are not many safe ways in the world 
of making five thousand pounds capital produce 
an income of six hundred pounds after seven 
years, with the added certainty that the income 
will more than double itself in a few years to 
come. The cocoa-nut, in Papua, seems to be 
singularly free from the various plagues that 
destroy the trees in Ceylon and other countries. 
It is also safe from the devastating hurricanes 

A cocoa-nut plantation in the Conflict Islands. 
From a Photograph. 

that have ruined so many planters farther south. 
Practically no skill is needed in running a copra 
plantation. The nuts are planted in holes dug 
in the soil, and then left alone, beyond weeding, 
for six or seven years. When the trees begin to 
bear the nuts are picked up as they fall, split 
open, husked, and dried in the sun by the 

natives. There is no 
fine work of any kind, 
and nothing compli
cated. At least eighty 
years is the life of the 
tree. 

As we walk over 
the largest of the 
planted islands, see
ing gleams of blue 
sea every now and 
then down the long 
arcades of plumy 
palms, the manager 
tells us of all the 
wonderful and curious 
things that his little 
island home furnishes 
beside cocoa-nuts. The 
paw - paw, a sort of 
tree-melon, grows wild 
all over Papua, and 
there is plenty of it 
here. Limes and 
oranges grow for the 
asking. Pineapples 
spring up wherever 
one throws down the 
head of the last that 
one has eaten. There 
is a l i t t le island 
altogether given up to 
vegetables, and various 

unnamed fruits and nuts grow in the uncleared 
bush. There are dye-woods there, too, and 
drugs, and many other gifts of liberal Nature. 
Fish are, of course, very plentiful in the shallow 
lagoons, and they have more turtle than they 
can use. Much of this is the valuable hawksbill 
turtle, from which tortoise-shell is obtained. A 
good two hundred a year is thus added on to 
the profits of the little estate by the sale of 
shell. There are fine sponges in plenty as well, 
but at present there is some difficulty in finding 
a market for them. On the whole, it is a 
possession well worth having. 

We go away from the Conflict Group early in 
the morning, and all that day and the next 
luxuriate on the turtle that our boys have been 
out to catch for us in the lagoon at night. 

Vol. xxv.—25. 
{To be concluded.) 



From a] A long line of oil-derricks. {.Photograph. 

This amusing story forms a striking illustration of the difficulties and uncertainties attending the 
leasing of lands in a territory known to be oil-bearing. Prospecting for oil, as the author shows, 
is largely a matter of luck. Fifty feet from a hole abandoned as worthless the driller may strike a 
" hundred-barrel gusher " that will make his fortune. " The story is absolutely true," says Mr. 

Bullen, " but I have disguised the names of the parties concerned*." 

I should say here that Rumble, though of no 
very great renown, had at least achieved a fair 
measure of success. He was considered by 
many to be " well up " in high finance, and to 
my own knowledge he had promoted several 
companies and pulled through quite a number 
of creditable schemes. 

As you may well imagine, then, it was with no 
small interest that I greeted him on his arrival. 

"What in the name of all that's wonderful 
are you doing down in X ? " I gasped. 

" Thought you'd be a bit surprised," he said, 
smiling. 

" Surprised !" I ejaculated. " Astounded, you 
mean. I thought you were pursuing the evasive 
dollar in Baltimore—or was it Washington ? " 

" Perhaps it was New York," he answered. 
" But, to tell you the truth, I saw by the papers 
that things were decidedly on the move up in 
this direction, and, as you ought to know by 
this time, Jack, wherever there is action, always 
in the midst of it is your friend Albutt Rumble. 
But let's get to work," he continued, with his 
characteristic energy, notwithstanding the fact 
that he had only arrived twenty minutes or so. 
" Has opportunity come your way? " 

" If it has I've seen no traces of it," I 

|N 1904 the oil-fields of Petrolea, 
Ontario, were the scene of the 
greatest excitement. There had 
been a big strike on Lot 4, Con
cession 18, and many operators 

were of the opinion that a new territory had 
been discovered. The big " gusher " had been 
struck at a depth of four hundred and sixty feet, 
a fact' which had caused no little surprise 
among oil men, as the vein in the old territory 
was seldom found at less than four hundred and 
seventy-five. 

In a week's time the new well had made for 
its lucky owners a profit of no less than fourteen 
hundred dollars. No wonder, then, that men's 
heads were turned or that excitement ran fever-
high. Farms were leased all over the country, 
and drilling began in earnest. Never a week 
passed but news was circulated of another 
strike. Leases that you could formerly have 
obtained at an eighth royalty now fetched the 
hitherto-unheard-of fourth, and in less than six 
months fifty drilling rigs were pounding away 
day and night. In plain words, oil was boom
ing with a vengeance. It was precisely at this 
critical moment that my friend Rumble appeared 
in X . 
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answered. " It's true that I might have got a 
lease or two at the very beginning, but I had 
my own ideas of the new well. 
It seemed most probable to me 
that the drillers had just hap
pened to stumble upon a pocket 
in the rock, and " 

"Mighty big pocket," inter
rupted Rumble. 

"Yes, it was, as subsequent 
events have proved," I admitted. 
" But at the same time you must 
admit that the development of 
the new field has been rapid 
beyond description, and, as it 
turned out, most of the ground 
had been leased before the test 
well was sunk, by agents of 
F . So, you see, there 
wasn't so very much oppor 
tunity, after all." 

" Delay—fatal delay," grunted 
Rumble; " but cheer up, we 
shall see what we shall see, my 
boy. We shall see what Albutt 
Rumble can do." 

" True," I replied ; " we shall 
see what Albutt Rumble can do." 

On the following day my 
friend went to see one of the 
chief operators of the place, to 
inquire concerning the pro
spects of the new field. He 
returned at dinner-time, and to 
my question, " What luck ? " he 
replied, " There is just a chance 

that we may do something, but it's one chance 
in a thousand. It seems that there is one farm 

still unleased." 
" What lot ?" I asked. 
" Lot 9, Concession 18," 

he said, with a chuckle. 
" My good man ! " I 

gasped. "Why, that must be 
close to the Pont farm, where 
they've got a well pumping 
twenty barrels a day !" 

" N e x t d o o r," s a i d 
Rumble, laconically. 

"And right in the heart 
of the territory," I went on, 
excitedly. 

"And right bang in the 
heart of the territory," he 
finished, calmly. 

For a few moments we 
sat and looked at each other; 
then, as the mad excitement 
gripped us, we began to 
speak in jerky sentences. 

" R u m b l e , 
old man, we'll 
have a shot at 
that lease." 

"Jack, my 
boy, we'll get 
that lease." 

" R u m b l e , 
oldman,there's 
a fortune in 
that lease." 

From a\ A big "gusher." [P holograph. 
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" Jack, my boy, if we get that lease, we'll go 
for an extended trip round the world." 

I mopped my face. " Let's get out in the air 
and calm down." 

" Here, we're getting childish," said Rumble, 
presently. " Come for a walk." 

" Right," said I. 
And go for a walk we did. 
Next morning at 5 a.m. Rumble hauled me 

out of bed. 
"Wake up, you lazy ruffian!" he cried. 

" We've a seven-mile drive ahead of us." 
" I know," said I, sleepily. " But why go at 

this unearthly hour?" 
" You blockhead ! " roared Rumble. " Don't 

you realize that every man jack in the place is 
after that lease? We've got a race against time 
as it is." 

I saw the sense of these remarks. 
" N told me," he went on, "that to his 

certain knowledge fifty men were after it, not 
including himself. He also expressed his will
ingness to come in with us on the deal, and 
offered to lend his horse and sleigh to save the 
expense of hiring them. Though, as he himself 
said, there's precious little chance of talking the 
Macgregors round." (The Macgregors were 
the owners of the lease.) 

We both went round to N 's to receive 
final instructions. 

" Offer the Macgregors almost anything in 
reason," N told us. " Try a seventh 
royalty to begin with, and tell them you're 
willing to put down a couple of wells' and that 
I would have the rig moved on to the farm by 
next Tuesday. And, by the way, gentlemen, I 
suppose you are all agreed that I shall take over 
the management of things if you can obtain the 
lease ? My son would be willing to take a fourth 
share; this would make a nice little syndicate 
of four and would also lessen expenses." 

" I have no objections myself," said Rumble; 
"and I think I can say the same for Mr. Bullen. 
But we must lose no time. What is the best 
way to get to Macgregors' ? " 

"Take the main road for seven miles to the 
west till you come to the town line; cross the 
line and proceed till you come to the fifteenth 
farm on the right. That is Macgregors'. The 
horse and sleigh are waiting for you at my 
stable. Take my advice and put on a heavy 
overcoat." 

In ten minutes Rumble and I had started on 
our momentous journey. 

" What's the time now ? " shouted Rumble, as 
the wind whistled past us. 

" Nine-twenty ; we ought to get there by ten-
fifteen at the latest," I answered. 

" Yes, I should think so," Rumble remarked. 

-s credit, he "There's one thing to old N-
does keep good horses." 

The road led through a flat, uninteresting 
country for the first five miles; but very shortly, 
indications of the new oil territory came into 
view. Here and there on the fields the tall, 
boarded-in derricks showed plain and ugly 
against the sky. 

" Not much oil in this place," said Rumble, 
pointing to a farm on the left. " You can tell 
by the soap-stone beds and the absence of 
derricks that they've only struck a few dry 
holes." 

"Yes," I assented, "but it's all streaks and 
veins around here. You might get a dozen 
' dusters' and then strike a hundred-barrel-a-day 
gusher with the thirteenth." 

"By Jove !" observed my friend, presently. 
"Just look ahead; there's competition in dead 
earnest, if you like ! " 

Right in front of us, facing each other on 
either side of the road, were two drilling rigs, 
one of them pounding away with a dull, in
cessant thudding, the walking-beam of the 
second moving up and down slowly and silently. 

" They must have brought in a big well, here 
on the right, at some time or other, and these 
beggars on the left have lost no time in fetching 
the rig up to try and tap them," said Rumble. 

We passed other farms showing signs of con
siderable development, and my friend remarked 
how prosperous the new jerker lines, tanks, and 
derricks looked, compared with those of the old 
territory. 

At the fifteenth farm beyond the town line 
we drew up, entered the gate, and drove up to 
the house. 

"Is this Macgregors' farm?" I shouted to a 
man who came slowly towards us from the barn 
buildings. 

" Yes, gentlemen," he replied, slowly. " Windy 
< weather, ain't it ? Near two feet of snow since 
yestiddy. Would you be wantin' to lease the 
farm ? " 

"Well," replied Rumble, cautiously, "we 
happened to be driving past your place, so we 
thought we might as well drop in and see if you 
wanted to lease." 

" No, sir, it ain't for lease. There's bin 
dozens after it, but Bob an' me's decided to sell 
or nothin'. You two gentlemen run in by the 
stove an' get warmed up, while I puts the horse 
in the barn." 

Rumble and I moved toward the house. 
" He's a shrewd beggar," said I, in an under

tone. 
" You bet," returned my friend. " Keep your 

wits alive, and don't go and put your foot in it." 
We opened the door and walked in. 
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" Fine day, gentlemen," said a thin, wiry 
individual, clad in a black shirt, dirty blue jeans, 
and leather top-boots, who was seated before 
the stove. " Did you see my brother Jim ? " 

"Yes; he's putting the horse in the barn," 
I replied. 

Macgregor looked exceedingly grave and 
solemn. " Come about the lease ? " he asked. 

" We thought we'd see what your terms 
were," said Rumble. 

" It's no good, gentlemen. The place ain't 
to lease ; we wants to sell out." 

Rumble extracted a tobacco-pipe and pouch 
from a capacious pocket. 

" Care for a pipeful ? " He tossed the pouch 
to Macgregor. 

" What might your terms be, gentlemen ? " 
pursued the farmer. 

" We'd give you a seventh royalty and put 
down a couple of wells," said Rumble. 

Macgregor's face slowly took on a pitying 
expression. 

" And a twenty-barrel well right across the 

fence ? " he inquired. " You're wastin' yer 
time, gentlemen, talkin' like this." 

Rumble cleared his throat and puffed 
vigorously at his pipe. 

" Let us consider this thing," he said, taking 
a pencil and a piece of paper from his pocket. 
" How big is the farm ? " 

" Fifty acres, and rich soil at that." 
" What kind of buildings ? " 
" You won't see better between here and 

" Now wait a bit," said Rumble. "Putting 
the value of land at fifty dollars an acre, so as to 
allow for buildings and implements, you get a 
total of two thousand five hundred dollars. Add 
in one thousand dollars for oil rights; that 
comes to three thousand five hundred dollars. 
I tell you what, Macgregor ; we'll make it an 
even four thousand dollars and take the farm." 

" I can see you givin' a thousand dollars for 
oil rights ! " shouted Macgregor, derisively. 
" I'll tell you, gentlemen, the plain gospel truth. 
Just as soon as you put a well down on my 

' Ten thousand dollars buys my farm, gentlemen, an1 nothin' less." 
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place you'd strike a gusher that 'ud pump you a 
thousand dollars a week, and no doubt about it. 
Ten thousand dollars buys my farm, gentlemen, 
an' nothin' less." 

I looked at Rumble. 
"We'll give you a sixth royalty and put a 

couple of wells down right away," I said. 
" McTosh offered me a quarter only yestiddy, 

and promised to drill five wells with his own rig. 
I tell you there's a one-hundred-barrel well right 
on this here fifty acres. Just look what they're 
gettin' on the Pont place, across the fence! 
Twenty barrels a day, or I'm a liar, and just 
frothin' out of a two-inch pipe. Put on your 
coats, gentlemen, and I'll take you over to it. 
Seein's believin'." 

We went outside, and together with Macgregor 
Number One, who had joined us, walked 
awkwardly over the frozen furrows of ploughed 
land, in the direction of the little temporary 
pumping rig that had been hastily erected close 
to the big well on the Pont farm. 

"She pumped a clean ten barrels the first 
twelve hours they pitched her on," explained 
Macgregor. " McTosh, the driller, was against 
'em puttin' a shot down—thought it 'ud plug 
the vein up, I guess. But they put- in thirty 
quarts of glycerine and blew her up to .twenty a 
day, and that's what she's pumped ever since. 
No, sir, nothin' less than ten thousand dollars 
gets this place. Chance has come our way, an' 
we're goin' to take a hold of it—you bet your 
bottom dollar on that. Twenty-eight years ago 
Jim an' me started to cut the trees down and 
blow the stumps out on this here place, which 
was all bush then, an' all we've got put by in 
the bank to-day is three hundred dollars, and I 
can show it you in the account-book. Chance 
has come our way, as I said, after thirty years, 
and it wouldn't be fair to our old mother, to 
say nothin' for ourselves, if we went and let the 
farm when we can sell it for a big price." 

We listened to this in silence. Crossing a 
deep ditch and climbing a high fence, we came 
immediately upon the Pont well. It was being 
"jerked" at about twenty to the minute, and 
had a foot stroke. Macgregor led the way to 
the tank. Lifting the lid, he disclosed to view 
a big two-inch lead line that was pouring forth a 
soft, frothy, liquid stream of crude oil, which 
fell into the tank without the vestige of a sound. 
Putting his hand underneath, Macgregor filled 
it with the fluid and stirred it around with the 
first finger of the other hand. 

" Nearly pure oil," he said. " There's scarce 
a drop of water coming with it. She's pumping 
forty dollars a day for 'em, and doing it week 
in and week out ; and she's only fifty feet from 
my fence, gentlemen. Put a hole down, dead 

opposite, on my side of the fence, and you'll 
tap 'em. The oil travels from the west and has 
to come through my place to get to them." 

He turned towards the tank again, as though 
the discussion was at an end. 

Rumble gave me a terrific nudge in the side. 
" By Jove! Jack, it's the solemn truth; there's 
oil on Macgregors'," he whispered, hoarsely. 

" Make them a good offer while you have the 
chance, then," I suggested. 

Presently we began to walk back to the house. 
Macgregor pointed to a drilling rig about sixty 
yards away. 

" They're expecting to bring in another well 
next week," he said. " If they get another 
crackerjack, the price of my place goes up 
accordin' !" 

Rumble caught my eye. " I'll make you a 
good offer, Macgregor," he said. "I 'll put 
down five wells in three months, give a sixth 
royalty, and grant you a bonus of one hundred 
dollars for every ten-barrel well we strike; with 
an additional hundred dollars for every extra 
ten barrels." 

"I ' l l talk it over with my brother," said 
Macgregor, thoughtfully. " Will you be coming 
down this way again soon ? "* 

" Well—we might be able to get down here 
to-morrow," answered Rumble, trying to appear 
indifferent. " Anyhow, you think it over till we 
see you again." 

We drove back to X highly excited and 
gave N glowing accounts of our progress. 
He, however, appeared to take a very different 
•view of things, and advised us not to be too 
confident beforehand, as he knew these old . 
farmers only too well, having had dealings with 
them for nearly forty years. In his opinion they 
were as changeable as weather-cocks; he believed 
no one could fathom their true thoughts. 

N thought that Rumble's offer was not 
too extravagant, and he was also of the opinion 
that it might not be at all a bad plan to buy the 
place outright—say, for seven thousand dollars. 
Finally he told us that we could never be sure of 
getting the lease signed until we actually had the 
Macgregors in a lawyer's office in the town. 
He advised us, if we found them willing to sell, 
to drive them straight back with us in the sleigh 
and settle the deal right away. 

The next morning saw us down at the farm 
again. The Macgregors seemed surprised to 
see us. 

"Thought you gentlemen wouldn't be drivin' 
past this way so soon,.! " said the elder. 

We kept silent. 
" Terms is up," he continued, smiling. 
" W h a t ! " cried Rumble. "They haven't 

struck another on the Pont, have they?" 
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From a] A typical scene on the Petrolea oil-fields. [Photograph. 

" Not yet," responded Macgregor. " She's 
due on Thursday. Read this." He took a 
letter from the window-sill by the stove and 
handed it to Rumble, who. read it aloud : — 

MESSRS. M A C G R E G O R , — I understand that your farm, 
Lot 9, Con. 18, is not yet leased. I am willing to put 
down, as a test, five wells within three months. Should 
these wells produce oil in paying quantities, I would then 
drill a further seven wells, and at the end of the year 
would either buy the farm for ten thousand dollars or give 
up the lease, giving you the option to buy the pumps, 
paraphernalia, etc., before pulling them up. I would 
give you a seventh royalty, the total amount of which (in 
the event of my buying the farm) would come off the 
purchase price. Kindly let me know by return.—Yours 
truly, H.R . 

" What are you going to do about it ? " asked 
my companion. 

"Jim an' me was thinkin' it the best offer 
we've had as yet." 

" Best offer ! " echoed Rumble. " The 
craftiest, if you like. Why, man alive, don't 
you see what would happen if you leased ? 
They would put down their five wells as they 
say, and if they got good paying ones, why, 
they'd just pocket the money, giving you a 
seventh part. If they got bad ones, they would 
just clear off the place, leaving you nothin' but 
a few dry holes. On the other hand, supposing 
the farm turned out trumps and they got a 
thundering good production, then, at the end 

of the year, they would just give you ten 
thousand dollars for it, when very likely it 
would have produced three times as much as 
that amount during the year, to say nothing of 
the royalty, which comes off the purchase price." 

Macgregor scratched his head. " It's strange," 
he muttered. " I hadn't thought of that." 

Rumble laughed uproariously. " You would 
have been in a nice fix if you had leased it," 
he said. 

There was a tinkle of sleigh-bells outside, and 
a cutter took a swift curve from the main road 
through the farm gate, stopping abruptly at the 
back door of the house. Macgregor rose from 
his chair to open the door. 

" Mr. M and his secretary," said Rumble, 
mentioning a well-known oil-operator ; and 
then, in a low, quick whisper to me, he 
added : " We'll have to be on the look-out, for 
they're after the Macgregors. We mustn't let 
them get a word in edgeways. Come to the 
door and engage them in conversation. Any 
topic but oil—you understand ! " 

I nodded. Together we walked to the back 
door. 

Mr. M and his secretary were muffled up 
in rich furs and looked quite capable of buying 
fifteen farms such as Macgregors', as indeed 
they were. 
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" We stood on the doorstep in freezing weather, chatting to the new-comers on every conceivable subject but oil." 

For thirty minutes Rumble and myself stood 
on the doorstep in freezing weather, chatting to 
the new-comers on every conceivable subject 
but oil. At the end of that time Mr. M — , 
seeing that we were evidently there for the day, 
drove off, shouting as he did so, " Don't do 
anything, Macgregor, until I see you again." 

At ten o'clock that night, after hours of most 
fatiguing argument, the Macgregors appeared to 
be satisfied with our last offer of seven thousand 
dollars down. It was decided that they would 
come up to town on the morrow and sign the 
lease at the lawyer's. Rumble and I drove back 
like the wind, with the snow presenting a brilliant 
scene under the moonlight. 

Though it was very near midnight, and the 
temperature not much above zero, yet we did 
not feel the cold. Our blood was hot with 
excitement, and our brains teemed with the 
wildest and most exhilarating visions. ' 

"Jack, my boy, we have seen what we were 
going to see," said Rumble, boastfully. 

" T o think that we of all people have 
succeeded," I replied, as I vigorously thumped 
Rumble on the back. 

"Ah, my boy, it takes a financier to do these 
things," he chuckled. 

Neither of us slept much that night, for our 
fancy roamed free, and many plans for the future 
were made—many castles built in the air. 
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In the morning we were all seated in N 's 
office punctually at nine o'clock, expecting the 
Macgregors. 

After waiting till twelve, however, we began 
to think they were not coming after all. Our 
surmise proved to be correct. 

Once again Rumble and myself hied us over 
the seven miles of snow to the farm. 

The Macgregor brothers were sorry that they 
could not come, they said, but their mother had 
been ill and they had had to go for the doctor 
to Norden, the nearest place. 

"It 's a beastly hoax," Rumble growled in my 
ear. " If we don't settle them now we never 
shall." 

The Macgregors promised faithfully to come 
to X—•— in the morning, and there we had to 
leave it. 

They kept their promise, but brought the 
unexpected news that the drillers had "struck 
another crackerjack " on the Pont, and that the 
new well was pouring out oil at the rate of fifteen 
barrels a day, while at the bottom of the farm, 
on the Homes property, they had just struck the 
biggest well in the territory, a hundred-and-fifty-
barrel gusher. Also that Flynters and Dodd, 
an American dompany, had made them a very 
good offer. 

Sadly Rumble and I made our fifth journey 
to the Macgregor farm. 

We went- and watched the new well on the 
Pont farm. It had been drilled about a hundred 
and fifty feet from the original gusher, and was 
a sight that literally made one's mouth water, if 
such an expression can be used with reference 
to oil. Rumble's enthusiasm passed all reason
able bounds. Then and there he offered 
Macgregor what to me seemed the most extra-
vagant terms. When we had walked on a little 
farther, however, and had come upon the 
Homes gusher, which was pouring from a two-

inch pipe in one great stream,; and when I 
fully realized that it was only fifty feet from 
Macgregors' fence, and that in all probability 
we could tap it—well, then, for a few moments 
my feelings overcame me and I could have 
shouted with excitement. 

The Macgregors expressed themselves quite 
satisfied with Rumble's last offer, and when we 
got back to the farmhouse asked us to stop to 
tea. During the meal they handed us a basket 
of apples, saying, " Here, gentlemen, have an 
apple off your own farm." All of which we took 
to be very good signs. 

The Macgregors' last words to us were a 
faithful promise to the effect that they would 
sign the lease in X on the morrow. 

It is, perhaps, needless to say that we waited 
for the Macgregors on the morrow in vain. 
Later in the day the whole of Petrolea heard the 
news that the Macgregor brothers had leased 
their farm to a driller named McTavish for six 
hundred dollars down and a second-hand buggy, 
in addition to advantageous terms with regard to 
royalties, bonus, number of wells, etc. When 
Rumble heard the news he expressed his 
opinion of the oil industry and everything in 
connection with it in very forcible language. 
And in spite of all I could do, he left by the 
night train for Baltimore. 

There is only one thing more to be said. 
The Macgregor brothers put down five wells 
on their farm, all of which turned out to be the 
driest of "dusters," and to myown knowledge they 
have never pumped a pail of oil off the farm yet. 

When Rumble next came down to Petrolea, 
he, N • and his son, and myself met together, 
and for one whole solid afternoon we drank each 
other's health and smoked the pipe of peace and 
contentment, thanking our stars that we had 
not been fortunate enough to get the Macgregors' 
lease. 
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A NEAR THING. 

TH E R E was no sign of the lion, so I strolled towards 
an ant-hill. Suddenly I heard a grunt and a thud 

about twenty yards behind me, and, swinging round 
rapidly, I saw him charging right on me. I fired and 

hit. He stopped for a second and then came on again. 
I let him have another with the same result, but now I 
could see that he was dragging his front paw. I had 
been retreating every time he stopped, and now I got in 
another shot, and then he seemed to make one last 
desperate rush at me. I had only one charge left, so I 
tried to dodge him round the ant-hill. He was right 
over me, and, realizing it was now or never, I fired my 

P 
A PICTURESQUE MONARCH. 

iRINCE NICHOLAS OF MONTENEGRO is 
the most picturesque of living Sovereigns. Keen 

on the preservation of national characteristics, his apparel 
is gorgeous. H e wears a white surcoat, over which is 
a sleeveless jacket of black silk stiffly embroidered with 
gold ; a scarlet undercoat covers his broad chest, also 
rich in gold - work ; a multi-coloured sash holds the 
inevitable revolver, and wide trousers are gathered at 
the knee into a pair of patent leather boots .—FROM 
"TIT-BITS." 

CUTTING THE HORNS OF JAPANESE SACRED 
DEER. 

TH E big stag then came under the influence of the 
High Priest's eye, or some equally potent motive 

power, and charged down upon the group at full speed. 
The five-pointer and four men lay directly in his path, 
but with one single splendid jump he cleared the lot. 
That sealed his doom. A combined effort penned him in 
a corner from which there could be only one exit, and 
soon he rushed forth hornless and conquered to join an 
unsympathetic family. I witnessed the reunion, which 
was brutal, to say the least of it. His wife merely sniffed, 
then turned her head. His son gazed in childish and 
unfeigned wonder at the extraordinary transformation 
which had taken place in the appearance of his usually 
proud and unbending parent, and then bolted. I was 
not allowed to buy the horns. It would have derogated 
from the dignity of the temple ; but I gave an offering 
to the shrine, and the High Priest very kindly 
presented them to me as a souvenir ! — F R O M " COUNTRY 

LIFE." 

CANADIAN INGENUITY. 

TH E photograph below, which is of the Toronto 
Free Hospital for Consumptives at Weston, 

Ontario, shows the only hospital in the world where 

last shot, the end of the rifle being close up to him. He 
reared upon his hind legs and then fell back dead. It 
was a very near thing and a lucky escape for me, as I 
merely had time to put the gun to his head and fire.— 
FROM "AMONG THE LIONS IN BRITISH EAST AFRICA," 
IN "FRY'S MAGAZINE." 

disused tramcars are used as living apartments for 
patients. One man resides in each car, and thereby 
obtains plenty of fresh air while still living indoors. In 
the foreground is the vegetable garden, which is tended 
solely by the patients. — MR. c. J. GILSON, IN " T H E 
STRAND MAGAZINE." 



Odds and Ends. 
" T h e Ploughing Ceremony "—A Curious Letter—Tibetan "Prayer-Rags," etc. 

grain are put before them. They are carefully 
watched, because of whatever kind they eat most 
there will be a scarcity during the coming 
year, while that of which they eat little will yield 
abundantly, so the superstitious Siamese believe. 
The accompanying photograph shows the plough 
being driven by the Minister of Agriculture, 
followed by the four women carrying the conse
crated rice in baskets. 

On the next page is a photograph of a dis
tinctly quaint postman who carries His Majesty's 
mails in the Kuruman district of Cape Colony. 
" Our roads," writes the reader who sends us 
the picture, " consist mostly of tracks through 
heavy sand, and all posts are conveyed either 
in ox-carts or by pack-oxen. The distance to the 

VERY ancient Siamese custom, -
which takes place annually in May, 
is the ploughing ceremony, when 
the first rice of the year is sown. 
A patch of land is selected by 

Brahmin astrologers, and in a shed, built on the 
spot, the Minister of Agriculture, accompanied 
by two priests, performs a variety of symbolic 
rites over a pair of oxen, to prepare them for their 
task. The oxen, decorated with flowers, are 
next fastened to a plough, which the Minister 
drives over the field for about an hour. When 
he has finished ploughing four elderly women of 
the King's household sow the ground with con
secrated rice, leaving the grain uncovered. The 
oxen are then liberated and several kinds of 
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nearest railway station 
is a hundred miles, 
and it is over six hun
dred miles to the near
est port. The post
man here shown travels 
from the seat of magi
stracy to an out-station 
forty-five miles away, 
covering the distance 
in thirty-six hours." 

The photograph next 
reproduced was taken 
in the Bay of Matsu-
shima, Japan , the 
shores of which are 
lined with villages of 
f ishermen. T h e s e 
toilers of the deep 
set about their busi
ness in various ways. 
Some use large sailing 
sampans, while others set traps made of bamboo-
poles, arranged in labyrinthine patterns, into 
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A quaint South African postman. 
From a Photograph. 

which the fish wander, 
but from which they 
are not clever enough 
to escape. Yet an
other method is illus
trated in our photo
graph. The solitary 
fisherman sits all day 
on-the elevated perch 
depicted, in the illus
tration, while below 
him is a hammock-
shaped net, which he 
sinks below the level 
of the water. Then 
he squats down cross-
legged, with a thatched 
roof over his head to 
keep off the burning 
rays of the sun, until 
a sufficient number of 

^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ finny victims have 
gathered unsuspectingly over the meshes. 
Then, with a dexterous jerk, he pulls the net 
up, landing, if he be lucky, quite a number of 
fish. Our photograph shows the fisherman 
letting down his net again after taking out a 

A curious method of fishing used in the Bay of Matsushima, Japan. 
From a Photo, by Underwood "&* Underwood. 
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More quaint " English." 

The quaint specimen of " English" here 
reproduced was sent by a Chinaman to an 
Englishman in the Malay Peninsula. " I was 
tempted to give this fellow a billet," writes the 
sender. " It is not often one meets an applicant 
for work who is so refreshingly candid as to 
admit that he is not a smart man, but stupid, 
and that what he wants is an easy job." 

The venerable-looking old man shown in 
the picture next given is an Indian yogi, or 
religious mendicant. The extraordinary bundle 
seen hanging from his head is nothing more or 
less than his hair, which has never been cut ! 
The hair, owing to long years of neglect, has got 
matted together in a fashion more easy to 
imagine than to describe, and certainly could not 

be brushed out. It is of very great length, and 
when allowed to hang down trails on the ground. 
The old man has no home, and goes from place 
to place begging. " One night," writes the 
correspondent who sends us the photograph, 
" he was sleeping under a tree, when a snake 
wormed its way into his tangled coiffure, and he 
had quite a difficult task to get rid of it in the 
morning." 

The remarkable " Siamese twin " trees shown 
in the picture at the top of the next page are 
one of the landmarks of Nevada County, Cali
fornia. They stand near the junction of the old 
mining roads to You Bet and Deer Creek. A 

An Indian religious beggar—The bundle seen hanging Irom his 
head is his hair, which has never been cut. 

From a Photograph. 
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large branch of one of 
the trees—both of which 
are black oaks—has 
grown over and into the 
other tree, forming a 
complete union. 

A ,monster shark of 
the man-eating variety 
has been c a p t u r e d 
and killed in San Pedro 
Bay, California, by two 
Greek fishermen. This 
creature is claimed to be, 
without exception, the 
largest shark that has ever 
been caught. After being 
killed and drawn out on 
the beach, the monster 
weighed fourteen thou
sand pounds. It measured 
thirty-two feet from tip to 
tip, and the circumfer
ence of the body just 
forward of the huge dorsal 
fin measured fifteen feet: 
Across the fearful mouth, 
h o r i z o n t a l l y , when 
opened, it was two and a 
half feet, while from the 
tip of the snout to the 
point of the lower jaw 
was three and a half feet. 
While the two men were engaged 
shark became entangled in the im 
some fifteen hundred feet long. 
At first the monster cut the net
ting into strips, but could not 
ex t r ica te itself. The more 
frantically it strove to escape, 

Remarkable " Siamese Twin " trees. 
From a Photograph. 

in fishing this 
mense netting, 

the more the shark 
became enmeshed. The 
strings and strong netting 
were wound around and 
around its gills during the 
creature's furious efforts 
to get away, until finally 
the powerful monster was 
held fast, a hopeless 
prisoner. Its anger knew 
no bounds, and the sea 
was lashed into foam by 
its struggles to escape. 
Then followed a long and 
desperate combat be
tween the finny prisoner 
and the two resolute 
captors. The fight was 
waged furiously for more 
than an hour, during 
which time the men had 
many very narrow escapes 
from the fearful jaws of 
the monster, which had to 
be harpooned many times 
before it was kil led. 
Finally the creature gave 
up the ghost, and was 
later, with great difficulty, 
stranded. When cut open 
its huge stomach was 
found full of fish, for it 

was engaged in robbing the net when it became 
entangled — a victim of its own voracity. 
Several years ago a very large shark was captured 
by fishermen under similar circumstances at 

A monster shark, believed to be the largest ever c a u g h t - I t measured thirty-two feet in length, and weighed 
J rom ai fourteen thousand pounds. {Photograph. 
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Port Los Angeles, near San 
Pedro Bay, and was then 
considered to be the largest 
shark ever killed. It was 
twenty-two feet long—just 
ten feet shorter than the 
one now reproduced, which, 
after being killed, was care
fully skinned, stuffed, and 
placed on exhibition at 
Los Angeles. The 
photograph gives an 
exact picture of the 

great creature just as 
it appeared when 
stuffed—with the two 
youngsters sitting in 
its open mouth. Efforts have been made to 
purchase this specimen and have it placed on 
permanentexhibition at oneof the large museums. 

The next photograph reproduced was taken 
on the borders of India and Tibet, where the 
people acknowledge the Grand Lama of Lhasa 
as their spiritual head, and where the popular 

Tibetan prayer-rags "—These rags are 
fastened to lofty poles, and their flutter
ing is supposed to keep evil demons away. 

From a Photo, by 
Underwood <S° Undo wood. 

r e l i g i o n i s 
strongly tinted 
w i t h b e l i e f 
in the super
natural and the 
existence of all 
kindsofdemons 
and evil spirits. 
Trees, rocks, 
and rivers all 
have their guar
dian demons, 



2 0 8 T H E WIDE WORLD MAGAZINE. 

From a] Kaffirs enjoying themselves on a fete-day—Notice the ridiculous attire. {Photograph. 

many of whom are supposed to be malignantly 
antagonistic to human beings. In order to pro
pitiate the demons "prayer-rags "—fragments of 
coloured cloth—are attached by the faithful to 
trees and poles, the waving of the rags in the 
breeze automatically making intercession for the 
depositor. Our photograph shows a number 
of these curious " prayer-rags " attached to lofty 

poles. So numerous 
are they that one is led 
to suppose that the 
natives in this locality 
are either particularly 
devout or that they are 
afflicted by an excep
tionally malevolent type 
of demon. 

When the South 
African Kaffir has a 
" day off," and sets 
about enjoying himself, 
one of his greatest 
pleasures is to dress 
himself up in some 
extraordinary fashion 
and generally play the 
fool. The little snap
shot here reproduced 
shows a group of Rho-
desian natives enjoying 
themselves in this way. 

The/2/<?-day umbrella and sundry curious forms 
of headgear have been brought forth, while one 
impudent fellow is pretending to read his master's 
paper. Another holds up a candle, although it is 
daylight, to show how civilized and up-to-date 
he is becoming. Crude musical instruments — 
anything that will make a noise—are greatly to 
the fore on such occasions as these. 

CAPTAIN Î O YD EN'S 
ADVENTURE 

AMONG THE 
j UNKNOWNTI^IBES 
f 4>v r\ 

T H E MACCft\EGORSr 
L E A S E 

V i r 

$>tf0W-B0AT,INO 

SOME MEXICAN 
CURIOSITIES 
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A QUAINT KINGDOM 

THE ENCHANTED ISLANDS I 

The map-contents of " T h e Wide World Magazine," which shows at a glance the locality of each article and narret;1 

of adventure in this number. 
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FROM THE EDITOR'S CHAIR. 
RESULT OF OUR THIRD PRIZE COMPETITION. 

Some Attractive Features in the July Number. 

The Three Prizes offered in our April issue are 
awarded this month to the senders of three curi
ous photographs. The First Prize of Five Dollars 
goes to Mr. C. H. Wimpress, 1617 Millard Ave
nue, Los Angeles, Cal., for photograph and de
scription of a remarkable: 

Perpetua l Motion Advertiser. 
"The inventor who erected this wheel over one 

of the streets of Los Angeles,"' writes Mr. Wim
press, "has offered $1,000 to anyone who can 
prove that the wheel does not run by the motive 
power of the visible brass balls. Certainly it does 
run, and interested crowds gather to watch it and 
to discuss the question of perpetual motion. 
Spaces on the spokes and frame are being rented 
for painted advertisements, and several similar 
machines have been ordered. The heavy brass 
balls.roll out along the tangents to the periphery 
and weigh the wheel down on one side while on 
the other they roll in toward the hub, thus de
creasing their leverage. No additional motive 
power is discoverable, though some wiseacres 
suspect a hidden motor in the framework." 

Perpetual Motion Solved? 
From a Photograph. 

The Second Prize of Three Dollars has been 
awarded to Mr. H. S. Bowen, 7 Young Place, 
Utica, N. Y., for a photograph of the one-time 
famous: 

"Dizzy l o u s e " of Herkimer , IS. Y. 
"This house," says the competitor, "was partly 

thrown over by the ice and flood that covered the 
village of Herkimer to a depth of several feet last 
February. The primary cause of this calamity 
was the ice jam in the Mohawk River, which 
broke its banks, covering the town with ice and 
water. Ten cents admission was charged to go 
into this house, and as this included a delightful 
'thrill,' caused by the building 'heaving' on the 
mixture of ice and water, a great number of in
terested visitors cheerfully parted with their 
dimes." 

The Third Prize of Two Dollars has been sent 
to Mr. Allen F. Brewer, 31 Newbury Street, Bos
ton, Mass., for a photograph of a: 

Curious Wrecking" Shed, 
belonging to the T. A. Scott Wrecking Company, 
New London, Conn. "Mr. Scott," writes our 
correspondent, "has preserved the name plates of 
every vessel he has wrecked in the Long Island 
Sound, and these weather-beaten plates now 
adorn the front of one of his sheds. About the 
entrance of the building may be seen the twisted 
iron-work and ventilators from some ill-fated 
ship. A lifeboat, which lies near the shed, is one 
from the steamer 'City of Columbus.' " 

The Wreck of the "3ionterey." 
We have received a highly interesting letter 

from Dr. J. A. Moran Hemmeon, of Seattle, 
relative to the article published in our April issue 
entitled "The Life Savers of Newfoundland." 
xAiter pointing out that the photograph of the 
"Monterey" is, he believes, really that of the 
"Dakota," a ship of the Great Northern Rail
road S. S. Co., Dr. Hemmeon says: 

"The 'Monterey,' a C. P. R. liner, formerly an 
Elder Dempster ship, ran ashore on the Southern 
coast of the French Island Miquelon, off New
foundland, in July, 1903. She was bound from 
Montreal to some port in Great Britain, I am not 
sure which, and carried, besides a general cargo, 
many cattle and but three passengers. A very 
few days after her loss I sailed from Quebec on 
the C. P. R. Ship 'Lake Erie,' commanded by the 
well-known and beloved Captain Carey, Senior 
Commander of that service. We had on board 
the: 

Three Unfortunate Passengers 
who had been on the 'Monterey.' Two were 
ladies, whose names I do not now recall, while 
the third passenger was Mr. Chalmers. 

"Mr. Chalmers gave us very graphic accounts 
of the loss of the 'Monterey,' stating that the 
ship ran, during a heavy fog at night, on a sandy 
shore on the Southern coast of Miquelon not 
above one-quarter of a mile from a lighthouse, 
and that they could neither see the light nor hear 
any fog horn. He had remained on the ship, 
which lay on an easy keel, assisting in dealing 
with the natives, who were all French, as Mr. 
Chalmers understood that language well. 

"He told many interesting stories of: 
Saving- the Cattle 

by dropping them into the sea and allowing them 
to swim to shore. The natives stole many of 
them at night and drove them to remote parts 
of the island. He beguiled our voyage down the 
St. Lawrence River and across the Gulf of St. 
Lawrence until we drew near the location of the 
wreck which was in the path of the outward 
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bound ships taking the Southern route. Captain 
Carey, wishing to please his passengers, left his 
course slightly in order to : 

Enable Us to See t h e Wreck, 
and on a Sunday morning we approached the 
shore so closely as to be able to take photographs 
of the 'Monterey' and her surroundings. The 
cattle were plainly seen on the hills near the 
shore. The ship herself seemed to float, so even
ly did she lie on the sandy shore, and a wrecking 
tug from St. John's, and a C. P. R. Co., tug with 
officials, were standing by to try to salve the 
ship. 

The "Dizzy House" at Herkimer. 
From a Photograph. 

"It is amusing to remember that Captain 
Troupe of the C. P. R. Company, in command 
of the salving work, signalled the 'Lake Erie' to 
stand by and sent out the majority of the crew 
of the 'Monterey' whom we conveyed to their 
home port of Liverpool. The Captain was much 
chagrined that his curiosity or good humor had 
got him into this position as: 

Every Minute of Our Wait 
kept us that much longer on our voyage and at 
that time the 'Lake Erie' carried mails. I have 
in my possession a fine photograph which I made 
of the 'Monterey' at that time." 

Among the many interesting and fully illus
trated articles which are scheduled to appear in 
the July Wide World will be one on: 

The Esk imos of Labrador 
by the Rev. W. W. Perritt, of Nain, Labrador. 
Mr. Perritt gives a remarkably graphic account 
cf the manners and customs of those hardy dwell
ers in the Arctic wilds—the Eskimos—among 
whom he has worked as a missionary for upwards 
of thirty years. 

It does not fall to the lot of every young lady 
to shoot a wild elephant and perhaps it is just as 
well, seeing that the work is rather more strenu
ous than healthy. Miss Mary Bridson is a well-
known hunter of big game and her description 
next month of: 

H o w I Shot My First E l ephant 
will be found of exceptional interest. 

Mr. Bart Kennedy is a frequent contributor to 
this magazine and his articles always command 
attention. He has penetrated into most of the 
out-of-the-way places of the world and in the 
early days of Galveston, Texas, at a time when 
the place enjoyed the reputation of being some

what "tough" Mr. Kennedy "looked in" there to 
see what was doing. In an article entitled: 

My Vis i t to Galves ton 
he describes his reception, and after reading the 
account of his experiences our readers will be 
inclined to agree with him that he certainly found 
things "a bit interesting." 

So serious have the crimes of the "Black Hand" 
become that the American Government has been 
moved to take drastic action, and employ the 
Secret Service officials in an attempt to discover 
the headquarters and the leading spirits of this 
murderous fraternity. In an article entitled: 

I n Conflict W i t h t h e "Black H a n d " 
Mr. William Lord Wright, of Bellefontaine, 0., 
relates how one clue led the officers to the little 
city of Bellefontaine, and what happened after
ward. "The facts only are stated," he writes. "I 
participated in the local raids, and have had op
portunities to interview Government officials upon 
this important question." 

The manners and customs of the quaint little 
Mediaeval: 

Republ i c of Andorra , 
the tiny independent State which lies sandwiched 

in between France and Spain, have scarcely 
changed an iota during the last twelve hundred 
years. Little has been written about it and there
fore the article which Mr. H. E. Browning con
tributes to the July W I D E WORLD will possess 
added interest. I h e Andorrans will not tolerate 
such things as railways, telephones, or cameras 
and their laws and methods of life are distinctly 
peculiar. The pictures illustrating this unique ar
ticle were taken with the utmost difficulty with a 
small "detective' ' camera disguised as a gourd. 

Many Other Contr ibut ions . 
Other stories and articles include "The Lonely 

Grave," a story of the West Australian goldfields; 
"Among the Unknown Tribes"; "The New 
Process," a story of New York financial life; 
"Our Caravan Tour," by Mrs. Fred. Maturin; 
"An Amateur Witch Doctor"; "A Night in a 
Cave"; "The Enchanted Islands," (and many 
others. The number will be an excellent one with 
not a dull line in its entire makeup. 

Mr. Scott 's "Wrecking Shed." 
From a Photograph. 

Don't forget to turn to our advertisement sec
tion and take a look at the contents of the : 

J u n e Strand Magazine . 
It is one of the biggest and best numbers we 

have ever issued, and the fiction is just the kind 
which will go down well during the hot days. 

T H E E D I T O R . 



THE WIDE WORLD MAGAZINE 

1 

Four Beautiful Pictures 
(IN COLOR,) 

^^0 every reader of this magazine who loves nature and 
^ , animals and out-door life we will send, without 

charge, these four beautiful pictures, which retail 
a t 50 cents eac.i. They are printed on heavy art paper, 
without lettering, and are wonderful examples of the art 
of color photography. Framed at moderate cost they will 
make excellent decorations for your home, or they can be 
used just as they are. Size 1C% x7% inches. 

W h y W e M a k e T h i s Offer 
We send these pictures to advertise our STANDARD 

LIBRARY OF NATURAL HISTORY, whichhas just been 
completed after years of labor and at enormous expense. 
It contains over 2,000 illustrations from actual photo
graphs,—secured in many cases by special expeditions to 
foreign lands. It is the only thoroughly readable and 
entertaining work of its kind in existence. 

NO O B L I G A T I O N 
Your application for the pictures imposes no obligation 

to purchase the Library. We will forward the pictures, 
together with a description of the books, by mail postpaid. 
You will not be bothered by agents or canvassers; this 
Society transacts all its business by correspondence. 

As an evidence of good faith, enclose 10 cents (stamps 
or silver) for postage and wrapping. This will be refunded 
if you request it after examining the pictures. Mail the 
accompanying coupon promptly, as the supply of pictures 
is limited. 

T H E U N I V E R S I T Y S O C I E T Y 
7 8 F i f t h A v e n u e , N e w Y o r k C i t y 

HHH^HHHI C O U P O N • H H B H 
THE UNIVERSITY SOCIETY, New York 

PLEASE send me, postpaid, the four pictures you offer, with a de
scription of the "Standard Library of Natural History." I 

enclosi 10 cents for postage and wrapping, which you agree tore-
fund if I am not perfectly satisfied. It is understood that the 
sending of this coupon does not in any way bind me to buy anything. 

Wide World, 6-'IO 

Name-

Address.. 

NofE; Mention of T H E W I D E W O R L D MAGAZINE insures special attention from advertisers. 
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The country's future is written in the faces of the 
young men. They are clean-shaven faces. In the 
store, the counting-room, the classroom, the office 

—in work and sport out of doors—the men who do 
things shave for the day jus£ as they dress for the day. 

The use of the Gillette Safety Razor is almost a 
universal habit with men of affairs. It is not solely a 
question of economy—though it means a great saving. 
It's a matter of comfort, of cleanliness, of time. 

The Gillette is a builder of self-respect. The man 
who doesn't care how he looks does not care much 
about anything else. 

G I L L E T T E SALES C O M P A N Y , 76 W . S e c o n d S t r e e t , B o s t o n 
N e w York, Times Building Chicago, Stock Exchange Building Gillette Safety Razor, Ltd., London 

Eastern Office, Shanghai, China Canadian Office, 63 St. Alexander Street, Montreal 

NOTE: Mention of T H E W I D E W O R L D MAGAZINE insures special attention from advertiser*. 
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The Gillette is a builder of regular habits. 
Own a Gillette—be master of your time—shave in 

three minutes. No stropping, no honing. 
You don't have to take a correspondence course to 

learn how to use it. Just buy it and shave. 
Thirty thousand dealers sell the Gillette. If there is 

no one in your neighborhood send us $5 and we'll send 
the razor and twelve double-edged blades by return mail. 

Write and we will send you a pamphlet—Dept. A. 

G I L L E T T E S A L E S C O M P A N Y , 76 W. Second S t r e e t , B o s t o n 
Factories: Boston, Montreal, Leicester, Berlin, Paris 
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Three Cheers! It's Really True! 
$3,000 to $10,000 Yearly 

Give 

Your Fortune's Waiting. Listen Sharp—Hear the Wonderful 
News. You Can Now Own a Private Monopoly Easily Worth 

N e w b u s i n e s s , g i g a n t i c s u c c e s s , c a u s i n g g r e a t e x c i t e m e n t . M a d race for 
terri tory. N o W o n d e r ! T e n people a c t u a l l y g e t $32 ,000 .00 . Orders ! 
Orders! Orders ! M o n e y c o m i n g fast; e i g h t out of ten h o u s e s b u y i n g . 

Reader, wake tip! See the b i g o p p o r t u n i t i e s k n o c k i n g a t y o u r door—seize it. 
yourself a mighty boost—quit plodding; change from wage-slavery to 

BIG EARNINGS, WAGE FREEDOM, OWNERSHIP AND P R I V A T E MONOPOLY. 
Costs nothing to investigate. Don't ignore the one great opportunity of your 

- career to acquire financial independence. L,et us give you a private monop
oly worth *3,000 to 8(110,000 yearly—the exclusive selling r ight in your 
locality on our quick-selling household invention—THE ALLEN PORT
ABLE BATH APPARATUS. 

See what others are doing—the fortunes heing made with the real 
winner. Sounds too good to be real, yet absolutely true. We prove it by 
sworn statements, orders, letters—by your investigation. 

"Sold $3,313 worth in two weeks. Not one .dissatisfied user," write 
Korstad and Mercer, farmers, of Minn. Zimmerman, farmer, Ind., sees great 

opportunity—starts—succeeds—sells farms—result: 

ORDERS, $ 3 , 8 5 6 . 0 0 in 3 9 D a y s . 
"My sales $1,680 in 73 days," writes C. D. Rasp, agent of Wis. 

"Canvassed 60 people—got 55 orders; sold $320 in 16 day s," writes W. 
H. Reese, carpenter, of Penn. "Enclosed order for $115—first 
day's work. Best thing I ever worked," writes L. H. Langley, 
liveryman, of N.D."Every body thinks the apparatus the finest thing. 
sold 15 one afternoon," writes Miss Eva Edwards, of Nev., after 
ordering 73. " I averaged $164.35 weekly for three months ; un
doubtedly bestline onmarket," writesJ.W. Beem,of Kan. "Enclosed M> G_ STONEJIAN n photos-
order for $364.50—only three days 'work. No trouble to sell. Ap- rapier,' of Nebraska, whose 

pealstoeverybody," writes J. Strahm, farmer, of Kan. sworn-to sales in less than 3 
" I m a k e S l O O daily," writes J. Sevegne, tele- yen™ on partial time total 

grapher, of N. Y. "It's great! Lucky I an- *«,o©0- His biggest month 
swered your ad. Showed it to 44 people ^ i J ^ l t t V , b£g%o$l 
—have 39 orders. Sold 17 one day. Again sold $8oo worth in eight 
S e l l s o n S i g h t , " w r i t e s A . P . L o d e w i c k , days: Says: "Best thing ever 
solicitor, of Maine. "Sold 17 one day ; J°J* no\ o n e -complaint from 

, ,.„ , , • . ,„ „ r m 3,000 customers." 
send 60 more," writes Weathers, of Tex. 
No wonder J. B. Cashman, of Minn., 

"See it 
Energize" 
Sectional View. 

writes: A man who can't sell your goods COULDN'T SELL BREAD IN A FAM-
INE. Send 48 more." 

CAPTION—The Allen Portable Bath Apparatus 
is protected by four patents—others pending. No one 
else can make, use or sell a flexible receptacle or re
ceiver under these patents without making themselves 
liable to prosecution as infringers. Make sure you 
get the genuine and only practical apparatus by 
placing your order with us—the originators, sole 
manufacturers and original patentees, Onr reg
istered trade mark appears on every genuine Allen 
Portable Bath Apparatus. Look for it. 

Readers, there's nothing like it. Not sold 
in stores. Wonderful, but true; this inven
tion gives any home that long desired blessing 
—a modern bathroom for $6.50. Operates 
wherever water exists—in any room—no wat
erworks—no plumbing—not even a screw to 
insert. Does same work as bathroom cost
ing $150. Think of the millions waiting for 
this to happen—and it has happened. Really, 
could anything be more popular, so near to 

the irresistible, so easy to sell ? Can't you actually see in this 
A FASCINATING, HIGH-GRADE AND SURE BIG-PAYING MONOPOLY? 

Isn't it just what you have been looking for? Just think ? This invention, by a really No'rtrf'cartiink "whosê JaiM 
wonderful yet simple combination of mechanical and liquid torces, gives all the standard for one year total over $5,000, 
hygienic baths for men, women, children—cleansing, friction, massage, shower, hot or never sold goods before joining 
cold. Makes bathing 5-minute operation. Cleanses almost automatically. So energizes , ,s- Took IG orders in three 
water that one gallon does more than tub full old way. Used by U. S. Government, ! , 0 , l r 8 ; He writes: "ion can't 
famous Battle Creek Sanitarium, and hundreds of world-renowned people. 100,000 SSnESiSi SA^SOF'tI 
already sold. Millions needed. See how simple, easy, convenient: To bathe just do everyone. Never hid it con" 
this: Place combination metallic fountain and heater on wall or shelf, fill with water, demned by anyone yet." 
touch a match, turn screw—that's all. Thereafter it works automatically. 

What a pleasure ! Could anything be more perfect ? No tubs, 
bowls, buckets—no washrags or sponges,no dirt, odor, splashing 
or muss. 

LET Us Give You aPrfvate Monopoly Worth Easily $3,000 to $10,000 Yearly. 
WE WANT MORE AOENTS, SALESMEN, MANAGERS; either sex, at 

home or traveling, all or spare time ; to fill orders, appoint sup
ply and control sub-agents. EXPERIENCE UNNECESSARY Almost 
sells itself. How easy!—just show— money yours. Simply supply 
enormous demand already made-that's all. Every customer anx
ious to boost your business. Fascinating business—new patent 
-exclusive territory—our co-operation and assistance-almost 75 
per cent proflt-and behind von an old reliable $50,000 house. 

CREDIT GIVEN-SEND NO MONEV_only your address on a postal to-day 
tor our great offer, valuable booklets, credit plan—ALL FREE. Costs nothing 
to investigate. Meet us that far anyhow. CAUTION—You mav not see this ad 
again. Prove that $3,000 to $10,000 yearly Interest, vou°by mailing postal now. 
Don t let someone get rich by seizing an opportunity which you neglected 
Mark this prediction : Act now and the name "ALLEN" will forever after remind you 
of money made. J 

ALLEN MFG. CO.. ,7$S&te»s«*iP* 

C. A. MILLER, n minister, 
of Nebraska, who sold and 
purchased o v e r §700.00 
worth after working but a 
few days. Never sold goods 
before, "so far as we know. TOLEDO, OHIO 

31. JUELL, a telegrapher, of 
Canada, who started on spare 
time and later excluded every
thing for the bath business. 
Not a regular salesman, yet 
sold about $6,800 worth In 
about 18 months. 

NOTE: Mention of THE WIDE WORLD MAGAZINE insures special attention from advertisers. 
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When the Boss 
"Wants to Know" 

WHEN the boss consults you on some important matter you don't have to "guess," "suppose," 
"think," or "believe," but you can tell him instantly what he wants to know if you have the 

training such as the International Correspondence Schools can impart to you in your spare time. 
And, after all, it is the ability to furnish the right information at 
the right time that raises your salary and wins you promotion. 

IF your present position is one that does not call for expert knowledge or does not hold out any chance 
of advancement, the I. C. S. will train you for one that does—and in the line of work you like best. 

The I. C. S. will go to you whether you live ten or 
You will not have to quit work or buy any books. 
ten thousand miles away, and will train you right 

S in your own home for a better position, more 
J g money—SUCCESS. Mark the attached coupon 

I and learn how the I. C. S. can do it. 

I
'THHAT an I. C. S. training is real, helpful, 

A SALARY-RAISING, is proven beyond doubt, 

by the monthly average of 300 letters VOLUN

TARILY written by students reporting MORE 

MONEY as the direct result of I. C. S. help. The 

number heard from during March was 302. 

^ i 

Can You Read and Write? 
TF you can but read and write the I. C. S. has a 
* way to help you. Mark the coupon and learn 
how. Marking the coupon entails no expense or 
obligation. Its purpose is that you may be put-

in possession of information and advice that 
I will clear the way to an I. C. S. training, no 
| h t matter how limited your spare time or 
^ ^ means may be. 

International Correspondence Schools, 
Box 8 1 ? , 8CBA.HTON, P A . 

Please explain, without further obligation on my part, 
how I can qualify for the position before which I have 
marked x. 

Bookkeeper 
S tenographer 
Advertising Man 
Show Card Wr i t e r 
Window Tr immer 
Commercial Law 
I l lus t ra tor 
Designer A Craftsman 
Civil Service 
Chemis t 
Text i le Ml l lSupt . 
Elect r ic ian 
ISlee. Engineer 
Concrete Engineer 

Mechanical UraUsman 
Telephone Engineer 
Elcc. Light ing Supt. 
Mechaii. Engineer 
Plumber & Steam Kittel 
Sta t ionary Engineer 
Civil Engineer 
ItiiUdlns Contractor 
ArchUec'l Draftsman 
Architect 
S t ruc tura l Engineer 
I t ank lng 
Mining Engineer 
Pou l t ry F a r m i n g 

Street and No._ 

City_ 

NOTE. Mention oi T H E W I D E W O R L D MAGAZINE insures special attention from advertisers. 
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in 

AGENTS 
Phenomenal opportunity to make big money quick. G e t 
a n a p p o i n t m e n t . It will make you independent—you 

jwill always have abundant money, pleasant position, and 
[your time will be your own. N o E x p e r i e n c e N e c e a -
] s a r y . Honesty and industry is all we require. 

I C T C N E d w - McGough.Ohio, says:"Made 
L I O I C I N I $160 last week. Easiest thing in 

I the world. Everybody buys. Everybody satisfied—me 
Ibest of all." E. J. Dirr, Mich., says: "Never dreamed 
I ol anything selling so easily. 18 orders one day—profit, 
I $22.50. N o trick at all. Just show and take the money." 
I T h a t ' s t h e w a y i t g o e s — e v e r y m a n c o i n i n g m o n e y . 
I F. J. Baughman, Ohio, says: "Sold 15 first day. Going 
I fine, fine, F I N E , ship 250 at once. Hurrah for more 
I business." L . C . Gordon, Ind., telegraphs: "Ship 150 to-
I day. All sold out. Everybody wants to buy." W o n d e r -
Iful o p p o r t u n i t y . W e o f f e r h o n e s t , a m b i t i o u s 
I m e n a c h a n c e t o m a k e t h o u s a n d s o f d o l l a r s . No 
I matter where you live, write at once. Don't delay. Ter-
Iritory going fast. O. R. Joy, 111.: "Started out 10 a . m . , 
| sold 14 by 3 o'clock." You can make 

$4000.00 
Jthis year selling the U . S. Fire Extinguisher to homes, 
Jfactories, schools, stores In your territory. Amazing 
I invention. Marvelous combination of mechanical and 
I chemical forces. Kills fi re in the wink of an eye. A b s o 
l u t e l y g u a r a n t e e d . Sells on sight. New field. Every-
Ibody needs it. Saves life, property, insurance. Stupen-
Idous money maker for agents, general agents and man-
lagers. Exclusive territory, protection, co-operation, as
s i s t a n c e . 166 2-3 percent profit. N o R i s k . Fascinat
i n g . Permanent. 
J You need absolutely no experience. W e teach you 
|how to make one-minute demonstration that surprises, 

artles and amazes everybody. We want a good man in 
every territory to fill orders, appoint, supply, control 
sub-agents. Get an appointment at once. 

S E N D N O M O N E Y . Only your name and ad
dress on a postal card for complete information, of
fer and valuable statistics on fire losses F r e e . In-

\ vestigate. W r i t e a t O n c e . Give name and county. 
Address THE UNITED MFG. CO., 

155 Mill St., LEIPSIC.OHIO 
Reference, Bank of Leipsic. Capital, $1,000,000 

AN INVESTMENT. 
One cent for Fou r Miles. 
Can you get cheaper t ranspor ta t ion? 
Vigor and Enjoyment . 
Rushing- t h rough the cool air furnishes 

jus t enough exci tement to s t imula te t h e 
circulation and thr i l l t he ne rve centers . 

Balanced on two wheels , wi th a throb
b ing motor ca r ry ing 3Tou a long at a merry 
clip, you experience t h e enjoyment of 
t h e horseback rider, the motorist and the 
pedestr ian, all in one. 

You can see t h e country wi thout f a t igue 
and W I T H O U T E X P E N S E . 

T h e cheapes t GOOD MACHINE on the 
marke t to day. 

50 niles per Hour. Yon don't have to take any
body's dust if you ride an M. M. Quiet—Smooth 
running—Easy to operate. 

Write to-day for our motorcycle^ magazine 
"Sparks." 

AMERICAN HOTOR COMPANY, 
7o8 Centre Street, Brockton, flass. 

1910 

ORBIN 
Full Jewelled 

(All ball-bearing) 
Corbin Cars represent six years of 

study and test of a Corbin Institution 
and are of Corbin Quality. 

Back of them is an organization 
that has for over half a century stood 
for high ideals in manufacture, a vast 
engineering force, and a fixed policy 
that everything should be done right. 

Every vital part of the Corbin Car 
is manufactured in our own plant— 
a positive guarantee of the best ma
terials and workmanship. 

The 1910 car is a continuation with 
certain minor refinements of the 1909 
car that proved so satisfactory that 
the demand far exceeded the supply. 

30 H.P., 5-Passenger Touring Car, 
$2,750.00. Fully equipped, includ
ing Cape Top, Prestolite Tank and 
Bosch Magneto. 

Write for descriptive Catalogue 

The Corbin 
Motor Vehicle Corporation 

N e w Britain, Connecticut 

Licensed under Selden Patent 

NOTE: Mention of T H E W I D E W O R L D MAGAZINE insures special attention from advertisers. 
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Keeps the skin soft, smooth and velvety, so that healthy Summer tan 
only adds to the natural attractiveness of a Milkweed Cream Complexion. 
The peculiar properties of Milkweed Cream keep freckles away, relieve sore
ness and smarting due to sunburn. 

The first requisite for beauty is a healthy skin. Spots and blemishes, no 
matter how small, disfigure and mar the complexion. Loose skin, crow's feet 
and wrinkles (due to unnecessary rubbing) are also serious complexion faults. A 
sallow or colorless skin, as well as undue redness, are Nature's danger signals. 

MILKWEED CREAM 
gives relief from these and all other complexion ills. For a decade it has been recognized 
as the best face cream and skin tonic that skill and science can produce. 

Milkweed Cream is a smooth emollient, possessing decided and distinct therapeutic properties. 
Therefore, excessive rubbing and kneading are unnecessary. Just apply a little, night and 
morning, with the finger tips, rubbing it gently until it is absorbed by the skin. In a short time 
blemishes yield to such treatment and the skin becomes clear and healthy; the result—a fresh 
and brilliant complexion. 

To prove to you the advisability of always having Milkweed Cream on your dressing-table, 
we shall be glad to send a sample free, if you write us. 

F. F. INGRAM CO., 79 Tenth St., Detroit, Mich. 

IMPROVES BAD COMPLEXIOINS-PRESERVES GOOD COMPLEXIONS 

NoTETMention of T H E W I D E W O R L D MAGAZINE insures special attention from advert isers . 
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BRASS BED 

B I S H O P (GRAND R A P I D S , H I C H . ) se l l s t h i s 
b e a u t i f u l g e n u i n e a l l = b r a s s ($40.00) B e d , Co lon ia l 
s t y l e , D i r e c t t o y o u fo r $ 1 9 . 5 0 , r e t u r n a b l e a t o u r 
e x p e n s e a n d y o u r m o n e y r e f u n d e d if n o t f o u n d 
s a t i s f a c t o r y a n d w o r t h d o u b l e o u r p r i c e . Or , w e w i l l 
s e n d t h e B e d w i t h g u a r a n t e e d s p r i n g s a n d C o t t o n -
fel t M a t t r e s s c o m p l e t e for $ 2 9 . 5 0 ( w o r t h $60.00). • 

I t is a full-sized double Bed 4 ft. 0 in. w ide by 6 ft. 4 in 
long, wi th heavy 2 inch cont inuous Pillars—your choice 
of br ight or " s a t i n " finish, both guaranteed for 10 years . 

B i s h o p ' s Book of C o r r e c t S t y l e s conta ins colored 
plates of ar t is t ical ly furnished rooms in "pe r iod" and 
modern designs, i l lustrates and describes over 1,00) 
styles of dependable furni ture , price one-third .below 
o rd ina ry re ta i l values. 

S e n d 25 c e n t s in s t a m p s for the book on approval 
(we credit this amoun t toward your first purchase) . "We 
will refund the postage If you do not find i t a correct 
a n d valuable guide to furni ture buying. 

W e ship on a p p r o v a l and p r e p a y f r e i g h t to all points 
east of the Mississippi River and no r th of the Tennessee 
Line, al lowing freight t ha t far to points bevond. Wri te 
to-day. References, any Grand Rapids Bank. 

BISHOP FURNITURE CO., 17-39 Ionia St., Grand Rapids, Mich. 

IMPORTED 
• f rom FRANCE 

THEM BEFORE PAYING! 
These Gems are chemical white sapphires. 
Can't be told from diamonds except by a n 
expert. Stand acid and fire diamond tests. 

i>So hard they can't be filed and will c u t g lass . Bril
liancy guaranteed 25 years. Allmountedinl lKsol ld 

rgold diamond mountings. Will send you any style r ing .p i a 
or stud on approval—all charges prepaid —no money in advance . 
jft.y Write for F ree i l lustrated booklet, special prices and r ing 

.measu re . WHITE VALLEY GEM CO., 7 2 3 Holiday Bldg., Indianapolis, Ind.. 

^ BASSETT $1.00 ADDER 
Capacity 8999,999,99.- M o s t 
simple, Accurate, Durable. 
Rapid, Practical Adder and 
Subtracter a t the price. Ex
actly fits your Han d, Pocket, 
Purse and Needs. Get money 
back i£ not as represented. 
Send $1. today. Agents wanted 

J. H. BASSETT & CO., Dept. 27, 5021 Indiana Ave., Chicago, III. 

No. 602 "ULERY" Pocket Knife Tool Kit. 
M a d e i n A m e r i c a 

E v e r v o n e h a s u s e for a Knife, 
Reamer, File, Saw, Chisel, Cork Puller 
o r Screw Driver. T h i s out f i t i s 
p r a c t i c a l , y e t so s m a l l , being-
c o n t a i n e d in a Leather Pocket Book 
4% x 3% i n c h e s , i s , b y c a r r y i n g 
i t in y o u r p o c k e t , a l w a y s a t 
h a n d for i m m e d i a t e u s e , 
w h e t h e r Camping, Boating, Team
ing, Driving, in t h e Shop, Factory 
Office, Store, Warehouse, Automo
bile, on t h e Farm, Bicycle, o r 
a r o u n d t h e Home. 

A n y Tool f i rmly a t t a c h e d o r 
d e t a c h e d t o t h e Pocket Knife in 
a s e c o n d . 

Sent Post Paid on receipt 
of price $2.25. 

Use it five days and if not satis
factory return it and we will refund 
your money. 

U J . U L E R Y CO., 
2 5 ^ R Warren St., New York, N. Y. 

. - B 

gE£JE2 Steel Fishing Rods 
F L Y R O D S , 8 o r 9% fee t . . . - $ 1 . 0 0 
B A I T R O D S , 5i/2, 6y2 o r 8 fee t - - - i . 2 5 
C A S T I N G R O D S , 4K. 5 o r 6 f e e t - - 1 .50 
C A S T I N G R O D S , w i t h A g a t e G u i d e a n d T i p , 2 . 5 0 
C A S T I N G R O D S , ful l A g a t e M o u n t i n g s - 3 . 7 5 

Trout Flies 
For Trial — Send Us 

18c d°olaRe\su?aTpdrSp^ Quality A Flies 
3 0 C dOorzfRe1ularepdri^em6P0c! Q « a l i t . V B F l i e S 

60c iZ^T^t^st. Quality C Flies 
6 5 C ^ e g l f l a ^ ^ ^ e t 2 6 " - B a S S F H e S 

ORIGINAL a n d G E N U I N E 

OLDTOWN CANOES 
In t roduced* a n d m a d e f a m o u s b y u s . 

16 t o 19 ft. 

The H. H. Kif f e Co. B^hk 
I l l u s t r a t e d C a t a l o g u e f r ee o n a p p l i c a t i o n 

fcH0RSE POWER COMPLETE. 1 
h,2&3Cylinders,3to36H.P 

Absolutely Guaranteed! 
by a Responsible! 
concern. L, 

1 these high grade motors are built inTl 
I the LARGEST PLANT IN THE WORLD devoted exclusively to the manufacture of I 

2-oyole motors. G R A Y M O T O R C O . , 6 5 L e i b S t . , D e t r o i t , M i c h . m 
Try K e r o s e n e Eng ine 

30 Days Free 

Gasoline Prices Rising: 
Y o u c a n ' t r u n a f a r m e n g i n e p r o f i t a b l y on g a s o l i n e 

m u c h l o n g e r . P r i c e of g a s o l i n e g o i n g s k y h i g h . K e r o 
s e n e is f u t u r e fuel a n d i s now 6c. to 10c. a g a l l o n c h e a p e r 
t h a n g a s o l i n e . T h e A m a z i n g " D e t r o i t " i s t h e o n l y e n g i n e 
t h a t u s e s i t p e r f e c t l y . R u n s on g a s o l i n e , t o o , b e t t e r t h a n 

a n y o t h e r . B a s i c p a t e n t . O n l y 
3 m o v i n g p a r t s . W e ' l l s e n d a " D e 
t r o i t ' on f r e e t r i a l to p r o v e a l l 
c l a i m s . M o n e y b a c k a n d f r e i g h t 
p a i d b o t h w a y s if n o t t h e b e s t 
e n g i n e y o u e v e r s a w . D o n ' t b u y 
t i l l y o u g e t o u r c a t a l o g . 2 t o 14 
h . p . P r i c e $29 50 u p . E n g i n e s 
s h i p p e d r e a d y t o r u n a n d b a c k e d 
b y o u r g u a r a n t e e . S p e c i a l d i s 
c o u n t on first ou t f i t so ld in e a c h 
c o m m u n i t y . W r i t e n o w . 

The Amazing 
" D e t r o i t " 

D e t r o i t E n g i n e W o r k s , 207 Be I lev ue A v e . , D e t r o i t , f l i r t i . 

NOTE: M e n t i o n of T H E W I D E W O R L D M A G A Z I N E i n s u r e s s p e c i a l a t t e n t i o n f r o m a d v e r t i s e r s . 
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P.S. HARRiS, Pres. Harris-Goar Co. 
The House that sells more Elgin 
Watches than any other firm in 
the world. 

0 N 

Sent Prepaid on Free Trial 
SPECIAL WHOLESALE PRICES THIS MONTH. 

Let me send you 
this 17- Jewel Elgin 

G. M. Wheeler 12 or 16 Size 
Thin Model at our Bed-Rock 

Wholesale Price on Approval 

No Money Down 
Its the one watch without an equal—the kind you have always admired— 
adjusted to Three Positions, Temperature and Isochronism—finely fin
ished and fitted in a Double Strata Gold Case, Hand Engraved and 
GUARANTEED FOR TWENTY-FIVE YEARS. 

You Assume No Risk Whateverty
dtfZ^\el\lTZteh^wIt2^9 Afl ft M o n t h 

right in your own hands and let it do its own talking and if it suits, you may pay 1|J mm • W W II I ¥ I V I I 1 1 1 cash or take advantage of our Easy Payment Plan ranging from $5.00 amonth down to 
Ufa lift, H A ( i i . n v i t u Aitfl RIA InlavAof'—-l'llst *> lain honesty among men. Our Elgin Watches are so well known and our 
H e HSft NO O e C U n i y a l i a HO llHBlGdl CREDIT PLAN so easy, that no matter where you live or how small your wages, WE 
WILL TRUST YOU, SO that you and every honest man and woman can own a High-Grade Elgin watch in a beautiful Guaranteed 25-year 
Gold Case and wear it while paying for i t in such small payments that you never miss the money. WRITE TODAY FOR OUR BIG 
FREE WATCH CATALOC. I t tells all about our easy credit plan and how we sell Elgin 19-Jewel B. W. Raymond and 21 and 
23 -Jewe l Elgin Veritas everywhere on Free Trial without security or one cent denosit, Positively GUARANTEED to pass any 

MWon. H A R R I S - G O A R C O M P A N Y , , 1543 Walnut Street, Kansas City, Mo. 

CALIFORNIA 
Listed Exchange 

OIL STOCKS 
We make a specialty of dealing in Cali

fornia oil stocks (listed Exchange only), rep
resenting every oil field. Good listed ex
change stocks can be sold any day the 
investor wishes to realize. Good California 
oil stocks are listed on the San Francisco or 
Los Angeles Oil Exchanges as soon as they 
are on a producing, dividend-earning basis. 

These seasoned securities can be bought to
day at prices earning dividends of one per cent 
or more a month (payable monthly) from the 
day of purchase. Many assure much greater 
returns as development progresses. Many of 
these stocks are advancing in price, point by 
point, as the oil industry grows daily. 

We will furnish to those interested, without 
charge, a list of all the California oil stocks which 
are listed and paying dividends, together with 
photographs and maps of the various fields. We will 
furnish without charge, a report on any California oil 
company. A postal card request will bring much 
valuable information and a copy of our publication, 
"The Oil Book,"withoutcharge. 

Lincoln Mortgage & Loan Co. 
149 Whit te l l Building, San Francisco; 622 Citizens National 

Bank Building, Los Angeles, Cal.; 537 Henry Building, 
N e w York Office: L inco ln S t o c k & Bond Co. 

946 Marbridge Building, Hera ld Square . 

HOTEL CUMBERLAND 
NEW YORK 

S . W . C o r . Broadway at 5 4 t h Street 
N e a r 50 th S t . S u b w a y and 53d St E l e v a t e d and 

accessible t o a l l surface; l i n e s 

Ideal Location 
Near Theatres, 

Shops and 
Central Park 

New and Fireproof 
Strictly First Class 

in Every Respect 

All Outside Rooms 
No Carpets 

All Hardwood 
Floors and 

Oriental Rugs 
European Plan 

Transient rates, $2.50 with bath, and up. 
Restaurant Unexcelled. Prices Reasonable. 

Send for Booklet 
Harry P. Stimson R. J. Bingham 

Formerly with Hotel Imperial Formerly with Hotel Woodward 

NOTE: Mention of THE WIDE WORLD MAGAZINE insures special attention from advertisers. 
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REGAIN 
YOUR EYESIGHT 
A Remarkably Successful Home Treat

ment That Seldom Fails. 

Costs Less Than a Single Fee of a 
First Class Specialist. 

If you have any eye disease or your eyesight is weak 
you should lose no time in investigating " Actina." We 
can supply you with all the evidence the most skeptical 
persons could exact, that the " Act ina" instrument, in
vented and patented by Prof. W. C. Wilson, has cured 

many stubborn forms of eye disease 
of ten to fifteen years ' standing even 
after prominent'specialists had pro
nounced them as being incurable. 
Not only has it done this, but it has 
strengthened the eyesight so that 
spectacles in many cases have been 
abandoned. 

"Actina " is so simple in construc
tion and so logical in application that it at once appeals to 
th ^ common-sense mind as well as to the most scientific. 
One of our noted expert chemists states "Act ina is an 
up-to-date method of treatment; cannot possibly doharm, 
but can only prove beneficial." 

So confident are we that the " A c t i n a " is capable of 
relieving or curing the different forms of eye disease or 
strengthening the eyesight so that spectacles may be 
abandoned, we will gladly send you one on trial with full 
directions, which you can thoroughly test for two weeks. 
If at the end of that time you are willing to part with it, 
send it back and no charge will be made. Here is an 
opportunity of testing a reliable treatment, sold by a re
liable concern without any cost to you, if the t reatment 
does not appeal to you. 

Permit us to send you a copy of our 64-page book, which illustrates 
and describes the cause and relief of diseases of the eye, ear, nose, 
throat and head. It Willi merest you and it is fully worth the postal 
card that willbringit . Address Actina Appliance Co., Dept. 2T, 811 
Walnut St., Kansas City, Mo. 

Superfluous Hair Cured 
A Lady will Send Free to Any Sufferer 

The Secret Which Cured Her 
From childhood I was distressed and 

humiliated by an unwelcome growth of hair 
on my face and arms. I tried all the depila
tories, powders, liquids, creams and other 
rub-on preparations I ever heard of, only to 
make it worse. For weeks I suffered the 
electric needle without being rid of my blem
ish. I spent hundreds of d o l ^ s i - vain, un-

_ til a friend recommended a simple prepara
tion which succeeded where all else failed, in giving me 
permanent relief from all trace of hair. I will send full 
particulars, free, to enable any other sufferer achievethe 
same happy results privately at home. All I ask is a 
?c stamp for reply. « Address MRS. CAROLINE OS
GOOD, 046 J, Custom House St., P rov idence , R. I . 

Bright's Disease and 
Diabetes 

Under the Auspices of the Cincinnati Evening Post 
Five Test Cases Were Selected and Treated 
Publicly by Dr. Irvine K. Mott Free of Charge. 

Irvine K. Mott, M.D., of Cincinnati, Ohio, well and 
favorably known in tha t city as a learned physician 
—a graduate of the Cincinnati Pulte Medic a 
College, and afterward received clinical instruc
tions abroad, believes he has discovered a remedy 

to successfully treat Bright 's Dis
ease, Diabetes and other kidney 
troubles, either in their first, inter
mediate or last stages. Dr. Mott 
says: "My method arrests the dis
ease, even though it has destroyed 
most of the kidneys, and preserves 
intact tha t portion not yet de
stroyed. The medicines I use neu
tralize the poisons that form a 

ioxine that destrov the cells in the tubes in the kidneys." 
The Evening Post, one of the leading daily papers of 

Cincinnati, Ohio, hearing of Dr. Mott's success, asked if 
he would be willing to give a public test to demonstrate 
his faith in has t reatment , and prove its merit by treating 
five persons suffering from Bright 's Disease and Diabetes, 
free of charge, the Post to select the cases. 

Dr. Mott accepted the conditions, and twelve persons 
were selected. After a most critical chemical analysis 
and microscopic examination had been made, five out of 
the twelve were decided upon. These cases were placed 
under Dr. Mott's care and reports published each week in 
the Post. In three months all were discharged by Dr. 
Mott as cured. The persons treated gained their normal 
weight, strength and appetite and were able to resume 
their usual work. Anyone desiring to read the details of 
this public test can obtain copies by sending to Dr. Mott 
for them. 

This public demonstration gave Dr. Mott an interna
tional reputation that has brought him into correspon
dence with people all over the world, and several noted 
Europeans are numbered among those who have taken 
his t reatment and been cured, as t rea tment can be ad
ministered effectively by mail . 

•The Doctor will correspond with those who are suffer
ing with Bright's Disease, Diabetes or any kidney trouble 
whatever, and will be pleased to give his expert opinion 
free to those who will send him a description of their symp
toms. An essay-which the Doctor has prepared aboutkid-
ney trouble and describing his new method of t reatment , 
will also be mailed bv him. Correspondence for this pur
pose should be addressed to IRVINE K. MOTT, M.D., 
56jty[itchell Bldg,, Cincinnati, O. 

WINCHESTER'S HYPOPHOSPHITESOF LIME AND SODA (DR. CHURCHILI/S Formula) 

N and WINCHESTER'S SPECIFIC PILL ARE THE BEST REMEDIES FOR 
C P V O I I Q N F C C Exhausted or Debilitated 
E I W U U O I K O O N e r v e F o r c e f r o m a n y C a u s e 

' T h e y con ta in no Mercury , Iron, Cantharides, Morphia, Strychnia, Opium, Alcohol , Cocaine, etc. 
The Specific Pill is purely vegetable, has been tested and prescribed by physicians, and has proven to be the best and most effective treatment 
known to medical science for restoring impaired Vitality, no matter how originally caused, as it reaches the root of the ailment. Our 
remedies are the best of their kind, and contain only the best and purest ingredients that money can buy and science produce; therefore 
we cannot offer free samples. 

PR,cVFirs?Xs^apr.rBoxNo Humbug, C. 0. D., or Treatment Scheme 
PERSONAL OPINIONS: S r S t L ^ K 

I have used Winchester's Hypopho 
X. Y. Winchester's Hypophosphites „ ,.„„ „ 6 U U U u . c , u » ». u » u & - n . r . u o w u a a , i , . u . , new i o n . 

I know of no remedy in the whole Materia Medica equal to your Specific Pill for Nervous Debility.—ADOLPH BEHRE, M.D., Professor of Organic 
Chemistry and Physiology, New York. 
S e 1 ^ 4 " S . s e Winchester & Co., 653 Beekman Bldg., N. Y. Est. 50 years. 
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10 Days' Free Trial 
Send Us Your Name and Address: 

We Will Send You 

AT OUR EXPENSE ON APPROVAL 

This Hand-
Engraved WATCH 

" WEEK 

Exac t ly l ike tills 
i l lus t ra t ion 

Sold by al l r e t a i l 
s tores for $38.50 

2422 
H u n t i n g C a . s e Modell 
If perfectly satisfied after Ten 
Days' Free Trial, we give you 
the wholesale factory price. . . 

To be paid on the very easy terms of 

5 0 c A W E E K o r $ 2 . 0 0 A M O N T H 
Remember, we take the risk, not you. A high-class 

Elgin, Illinois or Waltham 15-jeweled movement, in a 
heavy gold-filled case, guaranteed for 20 years. Stem 
wind and stem set, fancy gold hands. 

Mail your order now to department 19. 
S t e r l i n g M a n u f a c t u r i n g Co., P h i l a d e l p h i a 

CONSUMPTION 
f>, BRONCHITIS 

^?Prw CATARRH 
^ u ASTHMA 

To all sufferers from nose, 
throat or lung trouble, 
we will mail, free and 
post-paid, liberal supply 
of Condor Inhalation in 
order to prove that it is 
possible to be permanent
ly cured at home, with
out change of climate, 

loss of time or stomach dosing. 
Do not neglect pain in chest or between 

shoulder blades, raising matter, constant spit
ting, lingering colds, hoarseness, chronic 
cough, tickling in throat, loss of taste and 
smell, flushed cheeks, night sweats, chills, 
fever, hemorrhage, hay fever, stuffed nose, 
foul breath, head noises, deafness, sneezing, 
shortness of breath, sense of oppression, 
choking, gasping, wheezing, failing strength, 
weakness, loss of weight, etc., etc. 

Drawn through mouth or nose, this power
ful, germ-destroying, healing, curative Inhal
ant reaches every part of the nasal passages, 
bronchial tubes and lungs—exactly where af
fected. Disease quickly disappears no matter 
in_what stage, and health Is restored. 

Write Today for Complete Trial, 
Illustrated Book and How to 
Get Well Without Taking Medi
cine, all sent absolutely free. J 

Condor Medicine Co., Dept.466, Los Angeles, CaLj 

The Coupon 
brings the 
5ooks-Not 

the Agent 

Not a sample volume, bu t t h i s complete 

CYCLOPEDIA of 
CIVIL ENGINEERING! 
will be sent to you absolutely free of cost for the 
coupon below. We want you to examine these 
books at our expense, without any investment on 
your part—we will prove their actual value to you. 

If they do not contain the information you want; 
if they are not absolutely the best work ever pub
lished on this subject; if they do not cover every 
phase of this great profession, notify us and we 
will have them returned. If you keep them, send 
$2.00 in five days—then $2.00 per month until the 
special price—$24.00—is paid. The list pr ice 
is $48.00, E i g h t Complete Volumes—3,908 
pages—3,000 ful l -pase p la t e d iagrams , folding 
maps , e tc . Bound in Hal f Morocco; p r in t ed in 
large , c lear type on special pape r . 

No obligations attached to this offer. We take the 
risk because we have the utmost confidence that 
this g rea t reference work is jus t w h a t you wan t . 

T h e R e f e r e n c e V a l u e i s G u a r a n t e e d 

by the fact that the books are compiled from the text 
books used in the correspondence courses of the Ameri
can School. These practical books are arranged for 
quick reference. Our new cross index enables you to 
turn to any subject in an instant. Let us prove their 
value to you. Let us show you how they can help you in 

I your everyday work. Pill in aud mail the coupon below. 
Subjects Thorough ly Covered 

Plane Surveying—Mechanical Drawing-Plotting and To 
pography—Railroad Engineering—Statics—Strengthof Ma
terials—Roof Trusses—Mill Building Construction—Cost 
Analysis in Relation to Engineering—Masonry and Rein
forced Concrete—Steel Construction—Practicnl Problems in 
Construction—Bridge Engineering—Highway Construction 
— Hydraulics—Water Supply—Irrigation Engineering-
Water Power Development - Sewers and Drains—House 
Drainage and Sanitation—River and Harbor Improvements. 
For a short time we will include, as a monthly supplement, for 

one year the TECHNICAL WORLD MAGAZINE. This is a 
regular $1.50 monthly, full of Twentieth Century Scientific Facts, 
written in popular form. Also contains the latest discussions on 
timely topics in invention, discovery, etc. 

AMERICAN SCHOOL OP CORRESPONDENCE 
CHICAGO, U. S . A. 

F R E E E X A M I N A T I O N C O U P O N 
AMERICAN SCHOOL OF CORRESPONDENCE: 

Please send set Cyclopedia of Civil Engineering for 5 days' free 
examination. Also Technical World for 1 year. I will send $2 
within s days and $2 a month until I have paid $24-00 or notify 
you and hold the books subject to your order. Title not to pass 
until fully paid. 

NAME 

ADDRESS 

OCCUPATION • 

EMPLOYER 
Wide w.-rid. (•. '10 
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Classified Advertising Rate 50 Cents a Line or 
4 Lines 3 Times $5.00 

These columns are specially recommended to our readers, affording 
a cheap and easy medium for all who have something good, to reach a 
wide circle of buyers. If you have anything that should sell on its merits try 
a small advertisement and you will find out how true it is that advertising pays. 

BUSINESS OPPORTUNITIES. 

. BE INDEPENDENT. Start a mail order business in 
your own home. We tell you how, and furnish every
thing needed wholesale. An honorable and profitable 
business for man or woman. Particulars free. Many 
make $8000 a year. Murphy Mfg. Co., South Norwalk, 
Conn. 

I MADE $50,000 IN FIVE YEARS IN T H E MAIL 
order business; began with $5. Send for free booklet. 
Tells how. Heacock, 883 Lock-port, N. Y. 

ANY intelligent person may earn good income corres
ponding for newspapers. Experience unnecessary; send 
for particulars. Press Syndicate, 882 Lockport, N. Y. 

LEARN CHIROPODY and MANICURING. Hen and 
Women can earn from $25 to $50 {dollars) per Week. We 
teach you in a very short time by correspondence how to 
treat all kinds of corns, bunions, in-growing toe nails, etc. 
We also teach fhe latest method of manicuring the finger 
nails. Our instructions are simple and complete; cost of 
tuition is small. Send for free illustrated booklet. Moore's 
Institute, Dept. O, No. 3341 Calumet Ave., Chicago, 111. 

BOOKKEEPING thoroughly taught for $1.00 by Abra-
hamson Bookkeeping Chart. A perfect self-instructor. 
Correct in every detail. Endorsed by the leading Educa
tors. No teacher required. A practical work, simple, 
compact, comprehensive. Money back if not satisfac
tory. Don't be ignorant of facts essential to business 
success; it doesn't pay, Write for'booklet and testimon
ials. Abrahamson Business College, Philadelphia, Pa. 

WE START YOU IN A PERMANENT BUSINESS 
with us and furnish everything We have new easy 
selling plans and seasonable leaders in the Mail Order 
line to keep our factories bus}'. No canvassing. Small 
capital. You pay us out of the business. Large profits. 
Spare time only required. Personal assistance. Write 
today for plans, positive proof and sworn statements. 
Pease Mfg. Co., 1164 Pease Bldg., Buffalo, N. Y. 

NOTICE—Man or woman can in short season with 
small capital make stupendous profits in manufacture of 
Summer drinks. Easily made, no machinery. $1.00 will 
br ing you four best formulas, instructions and how to 
sell. Don't miss this chance. Trade Secrets Co., 1117 5th 
Ave., near Seneca, Seattle, Wash. 

H E L P W A N T E D . 

LEARN salesmanship; earn $1,000 to $5,000 per year; 
we furnish students positions where they can earn $100 
per month while studying. Practical School of Sales
manship, D12, New Haven, Conn. 

REAL ESTATE. 

SELF SUPPORTING HOMES in the Glorious Frui t 
District, Southern British Columbia, for $10 cash and $10 
per month, without interest. Annual profits $500 to $1000 
per acre. Orchard, garden, poultry, grand scenery, 
hunting, boating, fishing, purest water, delightful climate, 
warm winters, cool summers, church, school, postoffice, 
store, daily trains, big sawmill, lumber at bottom prices, 
no freight to pay; fine neighbors, comforts of civilization 
combined with delightful rural communitv. Write 
today. Dept. H. West-Kootenay Fruit Land Co., Box 1, 
Nelson, B. C. 

FORTUNES are being made in the famous Sanford 
C-'lery Delta. A request will bring you valuable infor
mation. Howard-Packard Land Co., Sanford, Fla. 

SUNDRIES. 

D I I 7 7 I E C Famous triple horse 
f U f a f a L C v shoes 10 cents. Star 
and Crescent 10 cents. Link the Link 
10 cents. Puzzle Keys 10 cents. Obedi- .„,„ ,„.. __., 
ent Ball 10 cents. Lightning Trick Vase 10 cents. Elec-
tic Push Button 10 cents. Any 3 for 25 cents; all 7 for 50 
cents, post paid, with secret solutions and catolog of 115 
others. Western Puzzle Co., Desk 3, St, Paul, Minn. 

R R f f e T U E B accidentally discovered root will cure 
D n U I l l b l E both tobacco habit and indigestion. 
Gladly send particulars. R. C. Stokes, Mohawk, Florida. 

GACHOO 
The StnfTlhat makoB people Sneeze I The greatest fan-i 

• • rybody_ '" 
Puzzles ii Jokes for BI R C Y K. E W I N G . D E O A T O H , ILL. 

MAGIC 
P O C K E T T R I C K F R E E 
Catalogue included, send 4c. 
Dept. 14, 270 W. 39th St., N. Y. 

PHOTO-POSTAL CARDS, made of any picture, 60c. 
per dozen. Send stamp for sample. A. Hesse, 1141 
Washington Avenue, New York. 

BOOKS. 

BOOKS 
Before buying elesewhere, get our 
list. State subject wanted. Any book 
in print supplied. The Antlers Book-
shop,322 Royal St., New Orleans, La. 

"HANDSOME SINNER." by Delmar, best book of 
all. Price 25c. postpaid. Catalogue for stamp. Duff Pub. 
Co., 373 Dearborn St , Chicago. 

AGENTS AND SALESMEN W A N T E D . 

A f i F N T Q P O R T R A I T S 3 5 c , F R A M E S 1 5 c , sheet 
H I X E l l I O pictures l a , stereoscopes 25c, views lc. 
30 days' credit. Samples & Ca ta log F r e e Consoli
da t ed P o r t r a i t , D e p t . 1354, 290 W . A d a m s S t . .Chicago 

AGENTS—$5 daily selling our Handy Tool, 12 articles 
in one. Lightning seller. Sample free. Thomas Mfg. 
Company, 435 Third St., Dayton, Ohio. 

AGENTS—I point the way to success to any agent who 
will follow my course. I have shown thousands how to 
make money. I can show YOU. My goods and business 
methods have lifted mortgages, built homes and scattered 
prosperity everywhere. Write to-day for the " S AYMAN 
PLAN " and F R E E SAMPLES. 415 Sayman Bldg., St 
Louis, Mo. 

AGENTS—Steady income introducing guaranteed line 
of hosiery for men, women and children. Latest and 
best agents proposition. Thomas Hosiery Co., 1085 3rd 
St., Dayton, Ohio, 

PATENTS. 

P A T E N T W H A T Y O U I N V E N T ! Your ideas may brint 
you a fortune. $ 2 5 0 , 0 0 0 lo r one invention. Our free books 
tell what to invent and how to obtain a patent. Write for them. 
Send sketch of invention for free opinion as to patentability. Patent 
ob'-in^d or fpe returned. Pat<»""= amortised for Col» frPe. 
WOODWARD & CGANDLEE, Reg'st'd Att'ys,1278FSt., Wash.,D.C. 

P A T E N T S OBTAINED OR NO CHARGE M A D E . -
Easy payments; 15 years official examiner U. S. Patent 
Office, highest references. Patents advertised free. Send 
sketch for free search and report on patentabili ty, also 
illustrated Inventors ' Guide Book. E . P. Bunyea Co., 
Washington, D. C. 
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D I A M O N D ON CREDIT 
S Y S T E M 

GIFTS FOR THE JUNE BRIDE AND GRADUATION GIFTS—EIGHT MONTHS TO PAY^ 
Send for our beautiful catalog containing over 1500 illuBtrations. Whatever you select therefrom we send on approval. If you like it pay 
THE flLD RELIABLE ORIGINAL DIAMOND I one-fifth on delivery, balance in eight equal monthly payments. Tour credit is good. Our 

A"nWATfiH CREDIT HOUSE prices are lowest. A Diamond increases in value 10 to 20 per cent annually. Send today for 
IBI0S.& CO. Dopl. F541 H loTeaI Sta teSt . , Chicago, lll.-Branches: PittaDUrB. Pa., & St. Louis, Mo. I a free copy of the Loftis Magazine. 

Your Earnings 
If you w a n t an independent bus i 
ness of your own requi r ing no 

capital , ma i l your name and ad-
" dress and let me send you our B i g 

" F r e e 6 3 - P a g e B o o k showing how 
youmayearn$3,000to$10,000ayearinthe 

Real Estate, Brokerage 
and Insurance Business 

Our system Is a posi t ive success . I t equips you to conduct 
these money making branches , and gives you a valuable Com
mercial Law Course Free . Clerks, Book Keepers , Salesmen, 
Agents, Solici tors and o the r s should invest igate t h i s . Send 
no money, simply your name and address and I will mail you 
our B i g 6 2 - P a g e B o o k , a b s o l u t e l y f r e e . Wri te today. 
The Cross Co., 3960Reaper Block, Chicago, 111. 

Salesmen Wanted 
Traveling Salesmen earn from $1,000 to $10,000 a year 
and expenses. Over 600,000 employed in the United 
States and Canada. The demand for good Salesmen 
always exceeds the supply. We will teach you to be one 
by mail and assist you to get a good position. We 
maintain the largest F R E E E M P L O Y M E N T B U 
R E A U in the world and receive calls for thousands of 
Salesmen. We have assisted thousands of other men to 
secure good positions and better salaries and we can 
help you. Hundreds of our graduates who formerly 
earned $25 to $75 a month have since earned from $100 to 
as high as $1,000 amonth and expenses. Thousands of positions 
now open. If you want to secure one of them and increase 
your earnings, our free book "A Knight of the Grip" will show 
you how. Write (or call) for it today. Address nearest office 
Depf. 420, National Salesmen's Training Association 

Chicago, New York, Kansas City, Minneapolis, 
San Francisco, Atlanta. 

MOTORCYCLISTS 
/The S-C-R-E-A-M Motorcycle Whistle 
' attached to your exhaust pipe will 
surely S-C-R-E-A-M riding slow or 
fast; fits any machine; simply mention 
model. $ 3 . 5 0 . By mail ioc. extra. 
S-C-R-E-A-M SALES COMPANY 

7 M . M . B u i l d i n g , D A L L A S , T E X A S 

PHOTOGRAPHERS 
I I I * * SAVE 3 0 PER CENT 

LjveiyPnotographer, the novice, amateur, professional, 
can save 30 per cent, on something indispensable. YOU 
WILL HAVE TO HAVE IT SOONER OR 
LATER. This valuable tip will be given by us to get 
you acquainted with the best photographic magazine. 
Your name and address will bring to you sample copy 
and the full information. 

PHOTOGRAPHY 
1328 Beacon Bldg., Boston, Mass. 

I Can 
Double 

Salary 
If y o u e a r n l e s s t h a n $25 p e r w e e k I c a n 

D O U B L E y o u r s a l a r y b y t e a c h i n g y o u h o w t o 
w r i t e c a t c h y , i n t e l l i g e n t a d v e r t i s i n g . 

My S y s t e m of I n s t r u c t i o n b y Mai l i s t h e o n l y 
one in e x i s t e n c e t h a t h a s t h e h e a r t y i n d o r s e m e n t 
of t h e g r e a t e x p e r t s a n d p u b l i s h e r s , a n d I a m 
a n x i o u s t o s e n d m y P r o s p e c t u s , t o g e t h e r w i t h t h e 
m o s t r e m a r k a b l e f ac - s imi l e p roof e v e r g i v e n in t h e 
h i s t o r y of c o r r e s p o n d e n c e i n s t r u c t i o n , if y o u a r e 
i n t e r e s t e d . I wi l l s h o w y o u h o w t o e a r n f rom $25 
t o $100 p e r w e e k . O n e g r a d u a t e fills !|8,000 p l a c e , 
a n o t h e r $5,000, a n d a n y n u m b e r e a r n $1,500. 

B u t s e n d for t h e f ree P r o s p e c t u s . 

G E O R G E H . P O W E L L 
1 4 7 1 M e t r o p o l i t a n A n n e x , N e w Y o r k 

Ten Days' Free Trial 
allowed on everybicycle we sell. We Ship on Approval 
and trial to anyone in the U.S. andprepay the freight. If 
you are not satisfied with the bicycle after using it ten 
days, ship it back and don't pay a cent. 

FACTORY PRICES &3f S&a3r5£2 
at any price until you receive our latest Art Catalogs 
of high grade bicycles and sundries and learn our un
heard of prices and marvelous new special offers. 
I T f l | | | W O f l C T C a cent to write a postal and 

I U R L I W U O l O everything will be sent you 
FREE by return mail. You will get much valuable in
formation. Do Not Wait; write it Now ! 

TIRES, Coaster-Brake rea r whee ls , l amps , 
parts, repairs and sundries of all kinds at half usual prices. 
MEAD CYCLE CO- Dept. S143 CHICAGO 

PL 
fc. It. Harden, Prest. 

I WILL MAKE YOU 
PROSPEROUS 

If you are honest and ambitious write me 
today. No matter where you live or what 
your occupation, I will teach you the Real 
Estate business by mail ; appoint you Special 
Representative of my Company in your town; 
start you in a profitable business of your 
own, and help you make big money at once. 
U n u s u a l o p p o r t u n i t y f o r m e n w i t h o u t 

c a p i t a l t o b e c o m e i n d e p e n d e n t f o r l i f e -
V a l u a b l e B o o k a n d f u l l p a r t i c u l a r s F r e e . 
W r i t e t o d a y . 

NATIONAL C O - O P E R A T I V E R E A L T Y CO. 
2 2 4 M a r d e n B u i l d i n g 
" W a s h i n g t o n , D . C. 
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THE COMPLETE KIT 
No matter how fine the car you own, or drive, or manufacture; no matter 

how thoroughly it is equipped, your outfit is not complete unless you own the new 

Cyclopedia of 

Automobile Engineering 
Four large, handsome volumes bound in half morocco, 1,200 illustrations, full-page plates, 

diagrams, etc., 1,500 pages, 7x10 inches, crammed with interesting and very necessary 
information concerning automobiles, aeroplanes, and motor boats; knowledge that you've got to 
get some way or other before you can thoroughly understand or enjoy the automobile "game ." 

CONDENSED TABLE OF CONTENTS 

VOL. I VOL. Ill 
GASOLINE AUTOMOBILES: Running Gear— ELECTRIC AUTOMOBILES. Battery—Motor—Transmission 

Power — Operation — Repair. — Control — Tires — Driving. ELEMENTS OF ELECTRIC- V 
AUTOMOBILE MECHANISMS; Carbureters - " Y ; ELECTRIC CURRENT; AUTOMOBILE DRIVING: y £ 

Starting Dev ices -C lu tches -Gea r s -Brakes . * ^ ^ ? ^ f r £ ^ & $ £ ^ « t ^ A f 
VOL. II VOL. IV ^^f 

STEAM AUTOMOBILES: Flash Boiler-Engines AERIAL NAVIGATION: Dirigible Balloons-Aero- S f ^ , 
— Operation and Repair. planes —Airship Motors. ff Of 

COMMERCIAL VEHICLES : Selection—Delivery GAS AND OIL ENGINES : Ignition—Testing. ^ ^ & / 
Trucks-Upkeep-Mileage-Capacity. MOTORCYCLES: Construction-Operation. ^ T J U T WiW 

TYPES: Selection — Price — Demonstration — MOTOR BOATS: Types —Engines— Sf/G/ t; in 
Speed. Installation. f f Q/ . c

u"f.
IU 

J J .. r A. 5. 01L. 
READ THIS FREE EXAMINATION OFFER J ^ C & please send set 

You can examine these books for five days in your own home or office, free of all ^r j^/^^tomobneVngineer-
cost. Don't risk missing this offer by stopping to think it over. Order now and do f f £ y ing for five days' free 
your careful thinking with the books before you. That costs nothing. Here's f f * 3 / examination; also Tech. 
t h e C 0 U * 0 n - A / ^ s Z t d : - ^ fivfdays 2 S 

HERE'S OUR LIBERAL SELLING PLAN > V ^ ^ s^sSToTt^'yl^l $2 
If you like the books after examination, send us $2.00; then $2.00 a ^ ^ X Titk n^TtoVass untilluirpa^"" 

month until the special price of $12.80 is paid. If they are not satis- f f 4// 
factory, advise us and we will have the books returned at our expense, ffj. ' 

Order promptly and we will include for one year, as a monthly supplement, f f j & f NAME 
the TECHNICAL WORLD MAGAZINE, a regular $1.50 monthly, full of f f K/S 
interesting scientific topics written in popular form. ^r^r&*s ADDRESS • 

AMERICAN SCHOOL OF CORRESPONDENCE ̂ < X oc*™™* 
CHICAGO, U . S . A . S f EMPLOYER 

i t a 



THUMB & FINGER 
ARE ENOUGH TO OPERATE THE 

STEVENS SHOTGUN 

So easy-working is this mechanism - so quick its act ion-that you throw 
out the empty shell and reload the chamber like a fork of lightning. 
As the spent shell starts from the chamber by o n e r o u t e , the loaded 
shell starts from the magazine by a s e c o n d r o u t e . No matter how 
quick you are, no human hand is fast enough to balk or clog this gun, 
because the loaded and the empty shells c a n n o t m e e t . 
No expert lives who cannot b e t t e r his score with the STEVENS 6=Shot 
Repeater. Just so, the beginner graduates from the preliminary class in 
about one=half the ordinary time. The gun's r a c y l i ne s and p e r f e c t e d 
b a l a n c e and the STEVENS Sighting System make it a N a t u r a l P o i n t e r . 
This gun is absolutely safe because the breech is a solid wall. Safe, 
because it is hammerless. No gas or smoke can get in your face. 
An expert can take down and put together the STEVENS Repeater in 8 
seconds. ' Even though it may take you a FULL niNUTE at first, tha t ' s 
miles ahead of any other shotgun in the World. 
These are the facts—prove them at your gun dealer's. 
You who cannot believe that a shotgun can «'point itself" go into a 
dealer's shop and throw the STEVENS to your shoulder. See with your 
own eyes what we mean by a N a t u r a l P o i n t e r . 

This gun is also made as No. 522 with hollow matted rib; fancy stock; 
straight grip; checked grip and forearm slide; List price $40. Also made 
as No. 525, straight or pistol grip and reasonable changes to suit indi
vidual tastes. List price $50. 
POINTS FOR THE SHARPSHOOTER, HUNTER & TRAPSHOOTER: 

You can obtain a letter written you personally by one of our experts, on 
either or all of these subjects, giving valuable advice. TVe send you FREE 
a 160'page Stevens Gun Book, telling about Rifles, Shotguns, Pistols 
and Rifle Telescopes. Just the information you need to know about guns and 
the advice in the letter helps you to bean expert shot. Write now—today. 

J. Stevens A r m s & Tool Co., The Factory of Precision. 
Dept. 876, Chicopee Falls, Mass. 

M e Telescopes: 
Hunters who once draw a bead through a Stevens Telescope will never 
hunt without it. Brings your mark up close and sharp. Made for al l 
rifles. Instantaneous Sighting System. Simple, sure, quick—permanent 
focus. Send postal for your copy of our new special Telescope 
booklet. Free the day your request is received. 
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