


"Welcome To Camp B.V.D." 
Copyrirht, U. S. A. 1915, by 'I'he B.V.D. Gompany, 

FIRST they named it ''Camp ·Comfort," but they've 
chapged it to "Camp B.V. D.", because nothing calls 

up the thought of Summer Comfort so instantly as B. V. D. 
It's the Underwear of red-blooded, right-living men who 
find clean fun in keen sport, from tramping to camping. 
You-welcome to Camp B.V. D. even though you're desk-bound and town­
chained! Wear it, and be cool and comfortable all summer long. It won't 
bind or irritate. It lets the air at your body. It wears long and washes fine. 
You are sure of its quality of material, integrity of make and true-to-size fit. 

On e<uery B. V. D. Undergarment iJ Jewed This Red Wo<uen Label 

B.V. D. U nion S uits (Pat. 
U.S.A. 4-30-07) $1.00, $1.50, 
$2.00, $3.00 an d $5.00 the Suit. 

MADE FOR THE. 

ll:;_lj_'�JJ 
REST RETAIL TRADE 

B.V. D.CoatCut Undershirts and 
Knee Length Drawers, SOc., 
75c., $1.00 and$1.50 the Garment. 

Firmly insist upon seeing this label and firmly 
refuse to take any Athletic Underwear without it. 

The B. V. D. Company, New York. 
London Selling Agency: 66, Aldermanbury, E. C. 
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have. For these, and for True Stories of Ad,·emure. liberal payment will be made according to the value of the material. EYcry narrative 
must be STRICTLY TRUI!: IN EVERY DETAIL, and a WRITTEN STATEME!\'T To THIS EFfo'ECT must Le furnished. Th� rtutht'r nmst 
also, if possible, furnish portraits of the leading character or characters (even if it Le himself), together with any other available photographs 
i\lld po:traits of places, persons, and things which in any way heighten the realism and actuality of the narrative. All �ISS. should be 
typf'wntten. Ever y care will be taken of contrihutions, hut the Editor cannot he held responsible for accidental loss or tbn�:q:�e. All 
communications should b� plainly addressP.d to the }(ditor, WIDE \VoHLn MAGAZINE, 8. Southampton Street, London, \V.C .. F.n.! .. dand. 

The American Edition of THE WIDE WoRLD MAc;AziNE is published monthly for George Newnes. l,tcl., of ],ondon, �)y The International 
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''The Crowning Attribute of Lovely Women is Cleanliness" 

NAIAD DRESS SHIELDS 
.add the final assurance of cleanliness 

Free from Rubber 

Can be quickly sterilized m boiling water. 
All styles and sizes to fit every requirement. 
Regular, Full Dress, Shirt Waist are made 
in flesh color. Guarantee with every pair. 

Naiad Waterproof Sheeting for the nursery and 
hospital 

THE C. E. CONOVER CO., Mfrs. 
101 Franklin Street NEW YORK 
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This ia the most exceptional opportunity ever offored 
ambitious men and women everywhere to build a fu­
ture of power, indcpendC'nce and wealth-to quickly 
rise out of an ordinary position that pays small 
wages and offers no future, into a lucrative profes .. sion of importance and big income. ..: 

$3,000 to $10,000 Yearly 
That's what Lawyers earn-and more. There is 

practicallr. no limit to a good Lawyer's in come 
and possibilities. Law offers grc:ucr possibili­
ties of success and wealth than most an y other 
profession. Law can fit you for success in 
almost any other walk of l1fe. 'l'he need for t���itYf; }�;��c�:�hc:t���ii:��-u��bU�� 

Become a LAWYER 
._.,.��'�"-say YOU, and we MEAN You, nomatter who 

}'OU are or what your present occup:;�.tion. We make 
1t easy-we guide you ri1�ht-pu t you in the footsteps 

of America's most successful Lawyers. 
We Train You by MAIL 

FREE 
Complete 

Coarse 
In 

PUBUC 
6PEAKING 

Greatest offer 
made. Written 
by Dr. Frederick B. Robinson, A. B., A.M., Ph.D. Complete ,author­
itative. No other like it. 

should 

nt home,in sparetime. Abilitytorea.d ancl write 
����!����j��Tt�������t:J��r;u��

n
et

.
byLj::;1!: 

Parker Hall, Dean of Univ. of Chicago Law 
School, and by James DeWitt Andrews, form­
erly Member Faculty Northwestern Univ. and 
professors in such Universities as Ha£vard. Le­
land Stanford, Univ. of California, Univ. of 
Michigan, Univ. of \Visconsin,Tulane Univ.,etc. 

an LL.B. Ask about our Spco 
cia I Course for Bus• 
incss Men, 

LaSalle 
Extension University, 

Dept. f-613. Chicago, m. 
Spe��dt!t ltFi{�� 

Offer ut Complctu uno m Speak-
inK; also send remarkable books ' '' 

and valuable Law Guidd. 1 obligate mysel in 
no way. 

I Nam£ ••••••••••••••••••• ••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••..• • 
.:a.=;:•iiiii·iiiii"iiiiii"iiiiliiiii"iiii'iiiii"iiiiiiiii"iiia"il 

Taught Almost Anyone 
by Mall at Home. Tbis Is no special �rift as 
you have supposed, but an art. I have 
taught thousands In all parts ef the world. 
Cost small. Send today, 2-centstamptor 
particulars and proofs. . 0. A. Smith, Room R-359 -823 Bigelow St., PEORIA, Ill. 

Rwo�.M.s ANTED 
Send us your verses or melodies today. Experience unnecessary. 
Acceptance for publication guaranteed if available. Write for free 
valuable booklet. �IAllRS.GOJ.D�liiTII CO., Dept. 68, Washington, D. C . 

HOTEL CUMBERLAND 
NEW YORK 

BROADWAY AT 54TH STREET 
Near 50th St. Subway Station and 5Jd St Elevated Station 

Broadway Cars 
from Grand Central 
Depot pass the door 
Also 7th Ave. cars 

from Pennsylvania 
Station. 

New and Fireproof 
Best Ilotcl Accom­
modations in New 

York nt Reason· 

able Rates. 

$2.50 with baths 
at�d up 

European Plan 

Ten nllnutes' walk 
to 30 Theatres 

l!;xcellent 
Restaurant 

Prices moderate 
Send for Booklet 

HARRY P. STIMSON, 
Formerly with Iiotei .1mpenal 

JCtndly mention this magazine when wrltlni' to advertisers. 
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This Marvelous 

CAMERA 
On FREE Trial! 

Only 10,000 of these marvelous, instan­
taneous picture-taking and making cam­

eras to be sent out absolutely on approval 
without a penny in advance just to prove 
that it is the wonderful in vention-

the of the age. So you 
send for it quick! Just 

think of it-the new 
Mandel-ette 

TAKES 
AND 

MAKES 
Finished 
Pictures 

Instantly! 
You pre�d -...ne button. drop card in developer and in on::­

minute take out a perfect, finithed post card photo, 2%x::i� 
inches in size. Camera. itself, is about 4Yax5x7 inche!J. 
Loads in daylight 16 to 50 post cards at one time. 

No Films-No Plates-No Dark Room 
Not a bit of the muss and bother of the ordinary kodak 

or camera. It is instantaneous photography. Universal 
focus lens produces sharp pictures at all distances. Pictures 
develop and print automatically. Can't overdevelop; results 
simply amazing. 

We Trust You 
No difference who you are, where you live or what your 

age, we will send you the complete Mandel-ette outfit abso­
lutely on approval and give you 30 days to test it. If not 
satisfactory return at our expense. But when you see what 
elegant pictures it takes-so quick, so easy, with no trouble 
at all-if you wish to keep it you simply send us $1 per month 
until our special price of only $5 is paid. 

EASY PAYMENTS--NO REFERENCES 
No red tape of any kind. Monthly payments so small 

you'll not notice them. Lots of fun and big profits. 

NO EXPERIENCE REQUIRED 
Plain instructions and everything complete with outfit 

so you can begin taking pictures the moment it arrives. We 
guarantee that even a child can operate it. Mail coupon 
right now. No risk or obligation to keep camera. 

___ The Chicago Ferrotype Co.,_--
, r Desk 64, Ferrotype Bldg., Chicago, Ill. 

I Send me at once on·e complete model Mandel·ette Camera outfit I 
including supply of post cartls and instructions. J agree to exam· 

I ine and test1t thoroughly and if satisfied keep it and pay you $1 a I month until your s�ial price of $5 is paid. Otherwise I wiU re· 
turn it, at the end of 30 days. at your expense. 

I Name .................................... ............................. I 
I St. and No ............................. . ............ •••· •••• •• •••••• • • I 
!..!'=!!:.· � ·.:.:..:..:.: ·:.:.:.:.: �-.:.:..:..:.: ·.:.:..:..:.: ·:.::.:.: :.:.:.::.s�.:..::.:.; ·.::.:.:.: :.J 

20 
At tvtenty Bill thinks he's lucky to be making 

two or three dollars a day. A husky young fel­
low like himself is always sure of a job, so he 
isn't worrying about the future. 

At fifty, his usefulness about gone, poor Bill makes way 
for a younger man. Unfitted to make a living except as a 
commo n  laborer, he'll have to struggle along on the few odd 
j>bs that come his way. His future looks mighty blue to him 
now-he wishes he could have seen what was coming. 

'l'his is tho fate of tho untrained man-tho man whowork�wit.h �!����l,lt��CU ���lh�� Ofh�;:���a :�:k\\�l}lj ���� r ��(�If� ��llgD,�r�:u�! 
o.f sup.vort-that ho'lllJo discarded like l\ woru..out ma.chiue. 

What about your Future? 
OUR �"!1��:���r::l�:?at�trr;�t�b�k;�i�?.�t������� ����rr;s� 
of work, or enjoying n comfortable income? 'l'he tfmo to decide 
h; now-before you're n. day older. 

�·or over eighteen years tho Amerlcnn School ha� hoen trnin. 
ing men O\'Orywhoro for i mportant posts in Jifo. lt huH trailll'd 
thousands for entrance into tho big ro�idcnt col1egos. It hn� 
trained even more in nil branches of Engineering. Buslnt.•Hs 
and L·nv. 'J.he An1erlcnn School wiU givo you tho training 
you ne-ed to be<"omo n. sncce:f;ful, wcll·to.do man, no matter where 

��l�:!;·: ��ri\'�i�t�����rn l��� ���\���� 
t
N!����Pthi�:rb����� 

can}J;i'jf f�':t�du��ilu� ��t�ciErig��ii's tho first step toward an 
independent old age, 

Mt�!��nf!�e.�����l 
Correspondence, Chicago, U.S. A. 

Without any ohlis;rntion on my part please send me your Rull!"tln nnd I advise me huw I can qualify fur the pusitionmarkcfl .. X." Wi. Wld. ;·Js I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 

•••• Eit>l'friC"n! •:u�rim•Pr •••• J,u"r�·r 
.... Elee. J.igbt & l'um.�r Snpt. .••. Jtnwin�·,.s T.t\W 
•••• llydroeleetrie J<:ngineer •••• Husln('IIN Uauag('r 
•••• Telephone .t:ugiueer •••• Auditor 
• ••• Arebiteet .... Al'Numtnnt 
•••• Arehitt-l'turnl Ua•:tfbman •••• C't•a·t.'rtl l'uhii"'Al'l!.•at • ••• Uulldin� ('uul r:trhll' •••• J'rhnt�· :-l�·rrelUrJ 
•••• nuildlng �npj•a·inh•ndent •••• �teraot:t':IJiher 
•••• Strut.tun\1 •�nl,!'in�!t•r •••• nookkf''"Jlrr 
•••. �trueturnl Jlrnfbmnn •• • •  F'ira lu!l. lm•!Wrtor 
••• Ineehnuirall•:uglueea• •••• Jtlro In!>!. Attjt:slt•r 
•••. Uf'f'hnnienl Drufbruan •••• rlrf' ln11. 1•:'-l"'rt 
•••. l'ivil Jo:n�int-er • • • •  Snnitn.t·y Jt:n�;ineer 
•••• Stf'nm F.nginrrr • . . .  l'lumlu·r 
•••. �hop Foreman •••• Ht•l'IRmn.tiou Enr. 
• • . .  �hop Snpf'rintf'nltf>nt •••• TI's:til� UnM!J 
•••. Shc>d Metal Unafl.anunn. •••• 4!ollece l'rtoparatory 

I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 

I We all10 prepare fur ei,•illif'r\ irP. f'J:I\mlnatlonM In all <'nrineeringrmh)eetl I 
I I 
I NAME ................................................................. . 
a:.D:::.;·;;.·;:•�·=•;;•;::.••;;.•:;•:.;.:;•;;;.:;•;;•J 

ICindly mention this magazine when wrltln£' to adveJ·tisers. 
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One of New York's 
Select Hotels 

The WEBSTER 
40 W eat 45th Street, New York 

Near Filth Avenue and Grand Central Terminal 

CONVENIENT TO PENNSYLVANIA 
DEPOT BY FIFTH A VENUE STAGE 

Moderate Rates 

PAUL L. PINKERTON, Proprietor 

Don't be bumped! 
Enjoy your rides! 

on the 

EMBLEM 
MOTORCYCLE! 

1915 New Model 

It is the easiest running, fastest, strong­
est, most powerful and durable motorcycle 
made, fitted with latest improvements, in­
cluding the patent kick-starter and free 
engine clutch. 

If you are at all interested in motor­
cycling, write at once for our Illustrated 
Descriptive Catalogue FREE on applica­
tion. Do this before taking any other ac­
tion. Address 

Emblem Mfg. Co., Angola, N. Y. 

WE WANT 500 MORE AGENTS 
AT $25 TO $45 A WEEK 

Experience unnecessary-we'll teach you the business-and ho·.v to 
make more a week than most n1en make a n1onth-assig-n you exclu­
sive territory and give you a big start. Mauler made $58 clear profit first ten hours. Fitter sold 24 in 3 days. Brandt sold 36 first week. Brewer sold 25 in one day. 

YOU SHOULD MAKE $1500 A YEAR 
This new Improved "Easy" self-heating fiat iron is right-nothing 
like it invented-nothing so s imple-price low- sells quick-profit big 
-possibilities unlimited-guaranteed. Every woman buys -can't help 
it-saves her steps, time, trouble and fuel-pays for itself in a little 
while. 

This ntarvelousnewJnventlou-thfs wonderful :Oat-Iron has a seamless 
tank-joints brazect-burnswlthout odor-flat bottom burner, throws heat 
downward-no genera.thtK tube t.o clog-simple-easily cleanerl. It's a bust­
ness that

" 
makes you lnrlependent-gtves you a local prestige and plenty of 

ready money. Write Quick ror FREE Sample Olfer. 

FOOTE l!ANUFACTURI:"<G CO., Box 9�3, Dayton, Ohio 

Ktndly mention this magazine when wrlttn.r to advertlaers. 
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REAL HAIR GROWER ) N Ill d FouNo AT LAsT! 1 ew ostrate 
"Grows Hair in 30 Days." 1 Book FRE:E: $1,000.00 Reward If We Fail On Our Positive 

L'� 
Guarantee. Try h At Our Risk-Mail The easiest, quickest and surest road 

Coupon To-Day. to success is along therouteof greatest 

This Man is Growing Bald-"Crystolis" Is 
J.ust the Thing for Such Cases. 

In Europe "Crystolis" has been called the 
most wonderful discovery of the century. 

The judges of the Brussels and Paris Ex­
positions enthusiastically awarded gold medals 
to this marvelous hair grower. 

Already since we secured the American 
rights hundreds of men and women have writ­
ten telling of the phenomenal results obtained 
by its use. People who have been bald for 
years tell how they now glory in beautiful 
hair. Many report new hair growth. in 30 
days or less. Others who have had d:;mdruff 
all their lives say they have got a clean· 
healthy scalp after a few applications of this 
wonderful treatment. 

We do not care whether you are bothered 
with falling hair, prematurely gray hair, 
matted hair, brittle hair or stringy hair; dand­
ruff, itching scalp, or any or all forms of hair 
trouble, we want you to try "CRYSTOLIS" 
at our risk. 

We give you a binding g-uarantee without 
any "strings" or red tape, that it won't cost 
you a cent if we do not prove to you that 
"Crystolis" will do all we claim for it, and, 
what's important, we have plenty of money 
to back our guarantee. $1000 has been de­
posited in our local bank as a Special Fund 
to be forfeited if we fail to comply with this 
contract. Cut out the coupon below and mail 
it today to Creslo Laboratorie·.;;, 420 V Street, 
Binghamton, N. Y. 

FREE COUPON 
'l'he Creslo Laboratories, 

420 V Street, Binl'(hamton, N.Y. 
I am a reader of the \Vide \Vorld. Prvve to me with­

out cost how Crystolis stop� falling- hair, grows 
new hair, banishes dandruff and i1ching scalps and 
restort!s pr�mature gray and faded h air to natural 
color. \Vrite your namE> and ;tddrf's:-; nlainh· an(l 
PIN THIS COUPON TO YOUR LETTER. 

possibilities. Everywhere. at all times. 
people are sick and ailing. Millions upon 
millions of dollars are Spent every 
month by people seeking health; mil· 
lions have tried all sorts of medi· 
cines and methods without relief 
-they keep on trying. The 
most rational healing 
method today-

DrugJeSS 
Healing 

offers wonderful oppor• 
tunitics to practitioners 
everywhere-it is in· 
deed a boon to the 
sick and ailing. We 
want you to under• 
stand the full mean· 
lng of this grand and noble hcalint:\' power. Think what 
it means to master Mechano-Th01·apy. W c want to show 
you how in your spare time and for a trifling sum you 
can learn and become a master of the art of 

�echano-Therapy 
When a person holds a diploma as a Mechano-Therapist, 

that person possesses a healing method by which he or 
she can become rich, influential and independent. Will be 
sought after by all. It is the most remarkable drugless 
healing method ever conceived, founded upon the very 
principles of human existence-truly a boon to mankind. 
Send for the free demonstration today. · 

11 Lessons FREE 
To a limited number and for a short time only we are 

giving eleven complete Lessons in Mechano-Therapy ab· 
solutely free-there l!re thirty lessons in the full course. 
This is a remark<!ble demonstration of proof of the 
invincible powers of Ucchano·Therapy, which no one 
can dispute. Send your name and address today. No 
experience whatever needed. You must only be able 
to read and have an ambition for success. We also give a 

$15.00 Set of J::ight 
Ana.h>mical Charts 

'J:"R'J:"-.:-a Each chart 30�x22 inches, litho­
graphed in many colora-ahows 70 L.-;...;!u;.;;..o...;;.< 
diagrammed illustrations of different 
organa and parts of the anatomy. Given free for a abort 
time only-Limited offer. Regular $15 set of Charta. 

Big··Quick··Success! 
Thousands of Mechano-Therapists throughout the 

United States are making big success. Let us tell you 
nboutthem. Letnsprovehowyou 
can easily make $200 to $500 per� - - - --
mc:>ntb a�d more. Write whil� � American College of �W:r •r;·��e�� f���J'1���·· � Mechano· Therapy. 
Coupon,oryournameo.nd7 Dept. 227, 81 W. Randolph St., ;���':c9e?:fr����be��Y� . Chicago,_Jlli�ois 
tiful Colored Ana· � W1thout cost or obhgat10n, send 
tomical Chart,· i me free your New Illustrated Book on 
New Illustrated � Drugless Healing, Colored Anatomicel 
Book on J?rug· .i Chart and your offer of 11 J<'ree Lessons. less Healmg. � 
:l;��hi;�k:� Name ........................................ ·················· ····· c ear. 

Cit:r .. -·---··-----································- State ...... ; .........• 

Kindly mention thts magazJne when wrltJng to adverttsera 
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6 cents a word. Special Combination Offer with STRAND MAGAZINE. 
The Two Magazines for 10 cents a word. 

l:!USIN�SS OPPORTUNITI�S. 

INCORPORATE IN ARIZONA-Most advantageous laws at 
least cost. Stockholdenl exempt corporate liability. Cost 

same regardless capitalization. Incorporation completed in 
one day ready transaction business. H.epresent over 10,000 
corporations. Copy laws and forms free. Write or telegraph 
the Stoddard Incorporating Company, Box S-M. Phoenix, 
Arizona. -

FREE FOR SIX MONTHS My special offer to introduce my 
magazine "Investing for Profit." It is worth $10 a copy to 

anyone who has been getting poorer while the rich, richer. lt 
demonstt·ates the Real earning power of money, and shows 
how anyone. no matter how poor, Can acquire riches. Invest­
ing for Profit is the only progres�ive financial journal pub­
lished. It 'hows how $100 grows to $2,200. Write Now and 
I'll send it six month• free. - H. L. Barber, 421, 20 W. Jackson 
Blvd .. Chicago. 

BE A MERCHANDISE BROKER-Earn $2.000 to $5.000 a year. 
Our system insures success. Write for free information. 

National Brokerage Company, Davenport, Iowa, Dept. w. 
PATENTS-TRADE-MARKS. 

· -----

PATENTS. TRADE·MARKS AND COPYRIGHTS. Our hand·book 
on pu.tellts will Uo stmt free on request. All patents 

secured tlll'ough us are c..lescl'ihetl without cost to the patentee 
In tho Sclentltlc American. ?tluun & Co., Patent Attorneys, 686 
Woolwol'th Bldg., New York. \Vashlngton Om<*P, 627 1<� Street, 
Washington, D. e. 

PATENTS without advance attorney's fees. Not due until 
patent allowed. Send sketch for free report. Books free. 

Frank Fuller. Washington. D. C. 

MEN OF IDEAS �r1�'£::iv;e�ii!!Lf,��u�� 
Needed Inventions," Pat­

ent nuyers and ''How to Gf't Your Patent antl Your ?tlo ney.'' 
Ad vice F'ree. Randolph & Co •• Patent Attorneys, Dept. 52, 
\Vashington� D. C. 

'DEAS WANTED- Manufacturers are writing for patents pro· ' cured through me. Three books with list 200 inventions 
wanted sent free. Advice Free. I get patent or-no fe<l. R. B. 
Owen, 67 Owen Bldg .. Washington. D. C. 

A Talk to the Inventor. 
�·rce llook about patents: write for it. 

H. L. WOODWARD, Attorney 
i2i \Jth St., Opp. Pat.-nt OnlcP, �:a!-:hlm.tron. D. C. 

WANTED IDEAS 
Write forListof Inven-
tions Wanted by manu­
facturers and pricE's of­

fcn�d for inventions. Our four books sent free. Patents 
secured or Fee Returned. Victor J. Evans & Co., 807 F, 
Washington. D. C. 
PATENTS that Pay. $600.000 Clients made. Searches. Advice 

and 2 books free! E. E. Vrooman & Co , 827 F, Washmg­
ton,D. C. 

Send us your verses or melodies today. Experience unnecessary. 
Acceptance for puhlication guaranteed if available. Write for free 
,·aluable booklet. 11.\ltK�I:tli.H�lllTII CO., Dept.l7, Washington, D. C. 

SHORT STORIES successfully placed. Also Criticised. revised 
and typed. Labberton Co .. 1308-a Hoe Avenue. New York. 

AUTHORS -Stories. poems. etc .. are wanted for publication. 
National Literary Bureau, SW5. Hanni�. M.=O :...· -----

SONG WRITERS "Key to Success" Free! We compose and 
facilitate free publication or sale. Submit poems. Knicker­

bocker Studios. 531 Gaiety Bldg .. New York. 
SONG WRITERS- Inside tips? Stamp. l. Berton Willson, San 

Diego, Calif. 
SONGWRITERS! COMPOSERS! mall me your address. No 

scht!ltH', llul honest proposition. H. S. Bauer, 135 East Mth 
St., Now York. 
SONG POEMS WANTED. Cash or royalty to you. Nocdham 

l\tuslc Co., De�k S \V W. St. I .. oui�. i'tlo. 
SONGS COMPOSED. arranged and published. Send your best 

work. Liberal terms. Particulars free. P. C. Story, 2260 
Ryer Avenue, New York. 

A3ENTS WANTED. 

F�.��.?.� J,�.� .. ,?,��gl��;�;��t
0
a,�0oi������·P.�:.,��-?.�;.�I�Fot:':�t�,TJ 

uurouclwd; experlt·nce UIIHet·essaryj takes eve1·ybociy by sror111: 
lllOIWY rolls in; shnw 50, sell 40; demonstrated In one minute: 
sells on demonstz·atlon. The uew Inkless fountain pen, the 
t Wt:ntlcth century wonder: never leaks or spills: w ith this pe11 
zlo more use for the Ink hott le; sample pen :"tOe; this proposition 
Js 18 ku.rat; money back If not as represented ; agents' profit 2UO 
per ccnr. : excln�i,·e tt•tTitory; send for a�-:cncy tmla.y. I11kless 
1.<\mntalu Pen Co., SUO H illside Ave., Des l\lolnes, Iowa. 

AGENTS WANTED-To Advertise Our Goods by distributing free 
sample to consumer. 90 cents an hour. Write for fulf par­

ticulars. The Favori Company, 10ll5 West Street, Dayton, 
Ohio. 

AGENTS -Make big money and become sales managers for 
uur gonds. Fast ontce sellers. .l<'ine pro11ts. Particulars 

and sam.ples free. One Dip Pen Co., 24 Dally Record Bid., 
Ualtlmore, Md. 
AGENTS-$26 a week for two hours work a day. A brand 

new hostcrr proposition that beats them all. Wntt• fO'II•I'IIIS 
a.nll tree samples If you mean business. Guaranteed Hoslt·ry 
Co.,l085 Third Street, Dayton, Ohio, 

AGENTS-A Big Summer Seller. Something new-Concentrated 
Soft Drinks Just add water-Delicious Soft Drinks in a 

jiffy-any time-anywhere. Popular for the home, picnics, 
parties. socials, etc. Guarantee<! under U. s. Pure Food 
Laws. Lightweight packages-by Parcel Post -no delay. 
Enormous demand-Agents coining money-$6 to $12 a day. 
250 other fast sellers-all big repeaters 100 p. c. profit. Agents 
Outfit Free-Territory going fast. Be quick-just a postal 
today. American Products Co .. 2203 Third St., Cincinnati, 0. 

AGENTS-Pair Silk Hose Free. State size and color. Beautiful 
line direct from mill. Write today. Triplewear Mills, Dept 

J, 112 So 13th Street. Philadelphia. Pa. 

AGENTS -Something new. fastest sellers and quickest repeaters 
on earth. Permanent. profitable business. Good for S50 to 

$75 a week. Address, E. M- Feltman, 572 Third Street, 
Cincinnati, 0. 

BOY AGENTS-Be independent, make money honorably. Write 
Klein, 1193 Broadway, N. Y. 

HELP WANTED. 

OVER 15.000 Men and Women Wanted this Year for Government 
Jobs. $65 to $150 month. Vacations with pay. No layoffs. 

Short hours. Common education sufficient. "Pull" unneces­
sary. Write immediately for free list positions now obtain­
able. Franklin Institute, Dept, W-151, Rochester, N. Y. 

BE A DETECTIVE-Earn $25 to $75 weekly: see the world 
with expenses paid. Write Loraine Detective System, Inc .. 

Dept. C, Boston, Mass. 

BIG PAY IN DRAWING-Pleasant. profitable work. let us 
develop your talent. Send six cents in stamps for book on 

art study. Washington School of Art, 996 F St., Washington, 
D.C. 

TRAVELING SALESMEN WANTED-EXPERIENCE NOT NECES· 
sary. Earn big pay while you learn by mail during spare 

time. only eight weeks time required, one or two hours a day. 
Steady positions, easy work. Hundreds of good positions to 
select from. Write today for free book, "A Knight of the 
Grip." containing full particulars and testimonials from hun­
dreds of students we have recently placed in good positions 
and who are earning $100 to $500 per month. Adrlress Dept. 
B-23, National Salesmen Training Association, CUcago, New 
York, San Francisco. 
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corresponding for newspapers. Experieuce unnecessary. 
Address Press Correspondents' Bureau, Washington. D C. 

BUSINESS METHODS thoroughly taught. Sample lesson 20c. 
lnst ructor. 4032 Michigan Avenue, Chicago. 

BE A DETECTIVE Earn $150 to $300 per month; travel 
over the world. Write Supt. Lnd­

wlg, J.IO Westover Bldg., Kansas City, lio. 

ART CASTS-Two hundred Illustrations FREE, �articHiars 
ornamental casting, artificial marble. concrete, plaster, for 

interior decorations. statuary. garden .furniture: life casting, 
elastic moulds. electro-metalizing, samtary floormg. Mahler, 
G-117 Russell Street. Brooklyn, N. Y. 
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CLASSIFIED ADVERTISEMENTS (Continued ) 

OLD COI NS, STAM PS, ETC . 

$4.25 EACH PAID FOR U. S. FLYING EAGLE CENTS dated 
\ Hflt). �tt to $U!III paid for l w u d i'Pd:o.; of oi l t•o i ns d a l NI 

hef'ore U:m:i. St-'tHI t-t-•11 t•ent� at mwt• for Nt>w l l lusiJ'atPrl Coin 
Value Book, -lxi. t;pt post�·d �it tlla.Y uu•an yout· fortune . 
Clarkn & Co., Coiu D1•a lt•rs, Hox I l l ,  LP H.oy, N. Y 

ALL FOR A 2c STAMP-Coin book, old Confederate State note 
and stage money. Coin Exchange, New Rochelle, N. Y. 

PHOTOGRAPHY. 

ROLL FILMS Developed 1 Oc, per roll, Printing Post Cards 3c. 
t · . �eh.  \ ;, years' experit�IIL't'. Ht•st o f  t•qHi)JIIIl'HI. Saruple m u l  

t•otnplt--te ))rice l i s t  m a i l e d  npou rPqta•st. G i n· mP a t.rlal. Ynu 
wil l  hn pleastu.. �'. C. Hoyt , Sat• C i t-y, lowa. 

MOTION PICTURE PLAYS. 

WRITE M�VING PICTURE PLAYS-$50 each. Correspond· 
mwt• course unueces:':\.ary. Detai ls free, Atlas Pnhllshlug Co .• 

3:..'0, Clnelnnatl. 

P U ZZLES, T R I C K S ,  ETC. 

CACHOO-Joke Sneeze Powder 1 0c. : Pretty Girl Postcards 25 
for 25c. Iron Cross, Chicken Inspector or Sherifl' by Heck 

Joke Badges lOc. each . .  Catalog of Wigs and Makeups for 
theatricals free. Percy Ewing, Decatur, Ill. 

FREE - We'll send you a 25c Magic Pock Iel Trick on request 
if you'll send us a 2c stamp for postage. Taylor Brothers, S-2130 Clifton Avenue, Chicago. 

-----------------

200 VARIETIES IRON PUZZLES -Catalog and leader, 1 0c ·  
IV estern Puzzle Works, Dept. :l, St. Paul. Minn. 

POST C A R D S ,  ETC 

BEllER THAN "SEPTEMBER MORN !"-Two new pictures by 
same painter. These and "September Morn , "  25c. Art 

Company, Box 592, Min neapolis, Minn. 

' 'PRETTY GIRLS"-28 Artistic Beauty Poses. 1 0c. 64 page 
book for gentlemen, 12c . Great Book of Knowledge, 12c. 

All three, !lOc. Catalogue, 2c. Taylor Brothers, s .. 2J30 Clifton 
Avenue, Chicago. 

REAL PHOTOS OF PRETTY GIRLS in bewitching poses, samples 
and list 10c. I. X. Sun Co., Harrison, Mich. 

S U N D RIES . 

FIREARMS - Old·time and modern. Ruy, sell, exchange all 
sorts. Stephen Van Rensselaer, West Orange, New Jersey. 

OUR " MODERN " DUPLICATOR-Yours for $2.40. No Glue 
or Gelatine. Always ready. All sizes. Free trial. 34,0(\() 

users. standard for 15 years. Booklet Free. Sole Mfrs , 
F. B. Durkin & Reeves Co., 339 Fifth Avenue, Pittsburg, Pa. 

INVENTIONS WANTED. Cash or royalty pai d It available, \\'rite 
Adam 1.<'1slwr, D 1 �8, St. Louis, Mo. 

BROTHER-Accidentally discovered root cures tobacco habit  
a u d  l lul ige�r iou . Uladly sew\ )Jal'lit•ulars. E. C. Stokes, 

1\lohaw lc, i'�lorltla. 

FOR SALE-40,000 pou!'ds . best leaf. tobacco; mail stamps 
for samples. Anton \Vavrm, Franklin, Ky. 

YOGHURT conquers 9-lO of all malacties by destroying 
intestinal self-poisoning, caused by harmful 

Bacilli. Particulars. Yoghurt Co., Blai ne, Wash. (19) 

"THE FRENCH CREO LE." 35c-"Cieopatra," 25c. Both books 
50c. Catalogue, 2c. Paul Duff, B-2713 Nort h Mozart, 

Chicag
_
o
_
. ________________________________________ __ 

SEND ALL MAGAZINE Subscriptions to Brinckerhoff, 1 9 1  North 
ZJrd Street, Portland, Ore. Catalogue on request. 

GET THE LATEST SONGS six months before they reach your 
city. Send twenty-five cents for three new songs and 

catalogue. \\re furnish any music published. Etna Sales 
Co., Hill Broadway, New York City. 

SPEND SUMMER Gathering Insects. Butterflies. I pay big 
prices. M�ny wo�th � (l{)-$10.1)0. All salal>le, Men. Women. 

Get instructions, prtce-hst. ptctures. descnpttons of valuable 
ones. Send stami). Rinclair, Box 244, D. 68, Los Angeles. Cal. 

Only S2 own 
One Year to Pay 

If you need a typewriter, here is an op-
fc?rt}��i\b!� �:fr o�s��i��fJe�r�:;J 

t�ne ����r�� 
easy you won't feel the cost at all. Think of ill 
Only $2 brings you one of our brand new, latest 
"visible" nodel C H I CACO typewriters to uso 
in .your home. store or office on 

10 Days FREE Trial 
Write a11 the letters you want to on it, keep 

it full 10 days before you decide. See for your­
self that this machine will do all that any hun­
dred dollar machine will do and more. l'-1otc tho 
interchangeable steel type wheel, eraser plate, 

�ru����e:�:::.sirf pret:;;�;l a;�y ��1�)a0�
h
:o��h 

until machine is paid for. If you are not satisfied, 
���e�

e
�i�����f�����1 �� ?�fi. e��i;k8e0�oyri�� 

whatever. Every machine GUARANTEED FOR 10 YEARS. 

FREE ���!�E��!J.� �"���v���.��.�� - leathcrctto carrying cnwes with fine brass 
trimmings (worth $5) which we will 1dvc to thmcc who order promptly If you want the finest typewriter out-
�������J��!;,��:'��\n�1t�u�li�J� �;:�,��\'ff�r �rij�'�2do��� writo for catalogue folder today. 

CALESBURC II'JRITINC MACHINE CO. 
Department 162 Calesburg, lll lnola 

. . . . . . . . . . . . . .. . . . . . . . . .. . . . . .  . 

12) 

CAUGHT 51 RATS A WEEK 
Twelve one day in one tra p . (Resets i t sel f.)  Catches 

daily;  al ways c l ean;  lasts for y ears;  22 in c h es hig-h, 
made of galvanized i ron. Can ' t  get o u t  of order; 
weighs 9 poun ds. \V ben rats and mice pass d e v ice 
they die; cheese is used, doing away wtth poisons. 
One sent prepaid on receipt o f  $2. Mouse trap 10 inches 
high, $1. Money back i f  not satisfied. 

H. D. SWARTS 
Inventor and J1an uj�U/III"t'r Univt·rsal Rat and 

Muuse Trap�. 

Box 566 SCRANTON, PA. 

TOO LATE FO� CLASSIFICATION 
I MADE $50,000 in five years with a small mail order business : 

began with $5. I will tell you how to do the work. Write 
for particulars. Heacock , 607, Lockport, N. Y. 

------------

AGENTS-The Biggest Seller Out. Concentrated Beer Tablets. 
A good glass of Larger Beer for everyl:xxly- everywhere. 

�how it·-sell them all. Strictly legitimate. Makes real beer 
JUSt by adding water. Carry right in your pocket. Enormous 
demand immense profits. Full particulars Free. The 
Ambrew Co., Dept. 21�7. Cincinnati, 0. 

--------------------

TEMPERED COPPER 1 No. Something Still Better. Send ten 
cents for wonderful 80 p. c. Cast Copper Chisel which can­

not be annealed and is ( ; uaranteed to c-ut iron and steel: also 
instructive and interesting information. Address: Peter J. 
Weber, 3011-3021 Lisbon Avenue, Milwaukee, Wis. 

Kindly mention this magazine when writing to advertisers. 
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1 2  DAYS 
in the wonderful North 

Seeing Foreign America, including all essential expenses for 
travel, berth and board, is offe.red by the 

RED CROSS LINE 
Visiting HALIFAX, NOV A SCOTIA, and ST. JOHN'S, NEWFOUNDLAND. 
The most unique, healthful and desirable vacation cruise from New York. 

Thia Cruise to the North Lands 
combines novelty. grandeur, delightful climate, 
and a charming sea voyage with absolute comfort , 
and remarkable economy. No hotel bi l ls ,  changes 
or transfers, you live on the ship-it is your home 
for the entire cruise. A foreign tour costing four 
times as much cou l d  not be more delightfu l .  

T h e  cuisine a n d  service are excellent, t h e  ships 
new, sweet and clean, and time i n  port and at 
sea div ided to give the greatest comfort and 
satisfaction . 

Excellent Fishing and Shooting 
New tourist steamsh ips - " Stephana " and 
'' Florizel ' ' -fitted with every device for comfort 
and safety-wireless, bilge keels, submarine bel ls,  
etc.-7 days at sea,  5 days in port; the ship is 
your hotel . No transfers. Splendid cuisine. Or­
chestra. Sea Sports. This cruise w i l l  be one of the 
most novel and delightful experiences of your l ife. 

Reduced rates for superior accommodations 
during June, September and October. 

BOWRING & CO., Battery Pl. ,  N. Y., or your Tourist Arent 
- - - � - - � - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - -

BOWRING & CO., 17 Battery Place, New York : -:-Piease send me illustrated booklet 32, 
descript ive of all expense tours to Foreign America. 

Name .. - - - - - - - - -- - ------- - - ---------- ----------Address --------------------------------------------------------------------------------

.Kindly mention this magazine when writing to all n-<rt isers. 
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Now • during this 
Special 30-day Sale, is the 

time to buy this elegant 17-J ewe! Elgin. Factory 
tested and fitted in a. 25-year Golu-Filled Case. 

NO MONEY DOWN-$2 A MONTH 
- - - -
Because we want to prove to you $1 2  7 5 
that the great volume of our busi- · 

ness enables us to save you nearly -
half on this $20.00 Elgin. Special 

3 Fine FREE I Mr. Harris wants to send 
Books • you his three latest books 

����
e 
�i���gt �:fcf

e nP�����i ,��� o���v���ac%he� 
Bunc,., or all about the Watch Business, both 8.t home and 
abroad, also our Big Free Watch and Diamond Book. 

You do not pay a cent until we have placed the Watch 
or Diamond in yowr own hands for approval--no se­
curity-no interest-no reel tape. 81& Catalog Free. 

HARRIS- GOAR CO. KANg:�t.cf��� Mo. 

I Oc 
PER 

COPY 
PER 

YEAR 

" THE POPULAR MAGAZINE OF ELECTRICITY " 
Every issue of "The Electrical Experimenter Magazine .. 
has 48 pages of interesting, instructive and up to date in­
formation on Electricity and Wireless. Written plain 
enough for the layman to understand yet authoritative 

enough for the advanced scientist. 

SEND t Oe for 3 ISSUES 
Subscription Price, $1 .00 per year. Canada and Foreign 

Countries, $ 1 .25. For sale on all good news-stands. 
THE EXPERIMENTER PUB. CO., Inc., 229 Fulton St. , N. Y. 

A 
Traffic Expert 

What is :your salary now-what opportunities does your 
�:US:�! foi'J��f�g �g��r��
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new, uncrowded field for success awaits you if you act quick. 
Positions of power, wealth and independence are newly created. 

WAR Has Created New 
Opportunities for You 

The 
e;
igantic world�war has opened the rich. extensive mar· 

k��:.of A���c:h
e
��i�sf��e��c;�:t ��du�f��ni�� a��ns�g� 

�now how to handle Ocean traffic and trade. Your choice of 
���

etgi
�e��

s��o� 
�J>A�st�� f�pl£oR�� you let us train you 

Earn $35 to $125 Weekly 
Be¢n now and secure one of these remarkable positions-ad· vance mto a big executive chair-make a place for yourself that 

will not be taken from you by competition or reverses. Traffic 

::r��e�t��u'!�� $�� t�IP
k
7o�a� ��

r
:re �O:�:J��;�[fie�� 

We Train You by MAIL 
at home, in spare Jive. 
;��

e
c��������J' plified,complcteln· 

terstate Commerce 
course. The LaSalle 
����r;r��Sf�:���� 
study by some of 
t���c!::tg��rt;;�: 
LaSalle graduates 
are exceptiona1ly 
successful. The L� 
Salle is a powerful, 
reliable institution. 

Kindly mention this magazine when writing to advertisers. 



" THIS MOVEMENT H A D  AN EXTRAORDINARY EFFECT ON VECCHIO, WHO EVI DENTLY THOUGHT 
THAT THE POLICEMAN WAS GETTING READY TO ARREST H I M . "  

SEE P A G E  202. 
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ADVENTURE � TRAVEL � sPORT 
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A 
M I L L I O NAI RE'S 

ADVENTU RE. 
By LUIGI PESCIO, OF MIL.f/N. 

I L L U STRATED BY T. S O M E R F I E L D .  

T h a t  I t aly is still the home of romance is amply proved by t h e  following remarkable story o f  real 
life. It describes the experience that befell Signor Luigi Beretta, a Milan millionaire, who was made 
the victim of an infamous plot which for audacity and cold . blooded calculation has seldom been 
excelled. The details of this amazing story were specially collected on the spot on behalf of " The 

Wide World Magazine." 

N the suburbs of Milan is a small 
villa, standing in its own grounds. 
If eYer a house bore mystery·written 
across its face it was this one as 
I saw it a little while ago. The 

shutters were closed, the gate let into the high 
wall which surrounded the property was 
weather-beaten and rusty, and the garden was 
a wilderness of weeds and tall grass. The only 
other dwelling in the neighbourhood was a farm, 
a few yards from which, on the side of the 
road, was a column supporting a statue of the 
.Virgin .  Hence the villa's name:_" Casino della 
Madonna "-which was to be seen inscribed on 
each side of the gateway. The house had a 
history ; that was evident. I found it easy to 
learn, for all Italy has been discussing the 
astonishing events which happened there 
recently. 

Early in December, 1 903, a certain Signor 
Angelo Vecchio, a Knight of the Order of the 
Crown of Italy, well known in Milan, entered 
into negotiations with the owner of the Casino 
della Madonna, which happened at that time to 

VoL xxxv.-13. 

be unoccupied. He stated that he intended to 
use the house as a studio and turn the garden 
into a poultry-farm. He paid a quarter's rent 
in advance, and took the villa on a repairing 
lease for a year. The agreement signed, he 
placed the house and the workmen whom he 
had called in under the charge of a certain Mal­
pelli, a man of twenty-nine, who had formerly 
been in his employ, and in whom he placed 
the utmost confidence. So great, indeed, was 
his trust in this man that he tried to persuade 
him to allow him to have the lease made out in 
his name. Vecchio cautioned Malpelli that he 
must never on any account speak of the villa 
under his care. He also handed him a revolver 
a few days after putting him in possession. 
" Since you will have to live here alone, even at 
night," he said, " it is as well that you should 
have this weapon at your disposal." 

Signor Angelo Vecchio was, as I have said, 
well known to the inhabitants of Milan. Tall 
and well-built, he had a healthy and cheerful 
appearance, was always well-dressed, and 
extremely amiable. He was one of those men 
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who are ever on the move and whose activi ty 
seems inexhaustible. Exceedinl,(ly ambitious, 
he was unceasingly on the look-out for a better 
position, and, nut being owr-scrupulous as to 
the means of attaining his ends, he was not 
generally liked by those with whom he came into 
contact. The rearing of animals in general, and 
the breeding of dogs in particular, was one of 
his greatest passions. He had not been long 
occupied in this branch of sport before he took a 
prominent position among the organizers of the 
dog shows which are annually held in )lilan. 
After one particular show, however, where he 
succeeded for a time in filling one of the highest 
posts, he ceased to take an active part in these 
sporting events ,either because his excessive amour 
propre was not satisfied, or because of disagree­
ments with his co-workers, who seemed to have 
lost confidence in him. 

Previous to this Angelo Vecchio had become 
the proprietor of a sporting journal entitled 
Caccia e Tiri (Hunting and Shooting), which he 
edited for some time. He also published a 
manual on " The Dog," which was especially 
remarkable on account of the coloured plates, 
which he himself designed. In addition to this 
work of art, he was the author of an album of 
really clever coloured drawings of dogs. 

These occupations did not, however, entirely 
fill up his time. Signor Vecchio was connected 
with many companies, most of which came to 
an unhappy end, though the last business 
scheme on which he embarked was a success, 
and enabled him to live in comfort with h!s 
wife and seven - year - old daughter in a smart 
little flat. 

Among Signor Vecchio's friends was Signor 
Luigi Beretta, the last male representative of a 
wealthy Milanese family-a fair-haired, rather 
delicate young man. He was well known as one of 
the fashionable members of the upper circles of 
Milan, and also as an enthusiastic dog-fancier, 
spending many thousands of pounds annually 
on his favourite hobby. This passion for dogs 
was precisely the reason for his great friendship 
with Signor Vecchio, a friendship which had lasted 
for years. At the annual shows organized by 
Vecchio Signor Beretta was always one of the 
most important exhibitors. In short, the two 
men were inseparable, and Vecchio was received 
by Signor Beretta's mother and sisters more like 
one of the family than a mere friend. 

One Monday afternoon in the month of 
December, 1903, about half-past four o'clock, two 
men stepped out of a tramcar opposite Beretta's 
house. After a hurried conversation in a low 
voice, in front of the carriage entrance, they 
separated, one walking rapidly down the street 
whilst the other staggered rather than walked 

into the house. The former was 1\hlpelli and 
the latter Signor Luigi Beretta. 

Hardly had Signor Beretta reached the door­
keeper's lodge than he burst into tears, much 
to the astonishment of the concierge, who imme­
diately came out of her room to ask him what was 
the matter. But she was too late. The young 
man had hurried up the staircase, reached his 
flat, and entered. In spite of violent efforts to 
hide his emotion, Signor Beretta failed to conceal 
from his mother and sisters that something 
extraordinary had happened to him. He w:ts 
trembling in every limb ; his face was stained 
with tears and drawn with anxiety, and he had 
just sufficient strength to stagger to an arm­
chair. When he had somewhat recovered himself 
he related the astonishing e�rience that had 
befallen him. 

In a voice which was frequently broken with 
emotion he said that he had been invited bv 
Signor Angelo Vecchio to visit the Casino della 
Madonna in order to see some paintings of dogs 
which the latter had just completed. Accepting 
the invitation, he met his friend at an appointed 
hour and place, and at ten o'clock in the morning 
they took a cab to go to the villa. On reaching 
the former octroi office at the Porta Venezia a 
strange thing happened. Vecchio, making some 
trifling excuse, insisted on getting out of the 
cab and taking another. Beretta thought this 
peculiar, but put it down to caprice, and by the 
time they had reached the Casino della Madonna 
he had almost forgotten it. Immediately on 
arriving at the villa-the door being opened to 
them by Malpelli-Signor Beretta commenced 
looking at the pictures. When he had §een 
several of them he was invited by Vecclilo to 
enter a small room adjoining, where a number of 
other studies of animals were hung on the walls. 
While he was bending down to examine a small 
picture which was somewhat in shadow, Vecchio 
suddenly seized him from behind, threw him 
violently on the floor, and then, aided by 
Malpelli, who was close at hand, bound him 
hand and foot with broad leather straps. These, 
unlike ropes, leave no marks upon the body ; 
this fact should be borne in mind in view of 
what follows. 

All this was done without a word being 
uttered on either side, Beretta being too 
astonished to make a sound. Once securelY 
bound, the young millionaire was carried, half­
dazed with fright at the suddenness of the 
attack, into the room he had first entered. Here 
Vecchio and Malpelli placed him in an arm­
chair facing the · writing-table and undid his 
bonds sufficiently to leave his right arm free . 
Then, presenting a loaded revolver at Beretta's 
head, Vecchio ordered him to write at his 
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.. Vecchio suddenly seized him from behind and threw him violently �on the floor:• 
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dictation. " Any attempt at resistance," he 
said, sternly, " will be worse than useless." He 
then bade the captive sign three bills of exchange 
fur four hundred pounds each-bills which he 
had evidently drafted in advance. But this 
was not all. Vecchio had also prepared a will, 
which he forced Beretta, under threats of death, 
to copy out and sign. The unfortunate man 
wrote quite automatically, having lost all will-

power. He was compelled to make three copies 
of this testament, by which he left several 
legacies to philanthropic institutions and a 
third of his entire fortune to Vecchio. Next, 
under the latter's orders, enforced with significant 
gestures with the revolver, Beretta wrote four 
letters. One was to his notary, Meulclozzi, in 
which Beretta said that he forwarded him 
his last will and testament ; another was to his 

" Whilst the youn,i millionaire was copying and signing the various 
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mother, telling her that he  would not return 
home during the day ; and the others were to 
friends, informing them that he was going to 
fight a duel, and that should he be killed he 
alone was responsible for his death. 

By this time, even in his dazed condition, the 
young millionaire began to see that all this was 
nothing but the prelude to a tragedy of which 
he was to be the ·victim. Otherwise these 

cunningly-worded documents we're of no use. 
With him out of the way, .however, the letters, 
written by his own hand, would obviate all 
suspicions of foul play, and Vecchio' would 
receive a third of his fortune, to say nothing of 
being able to cash the bills. With the will and 
the letters Beretta realized that he had practically 
signed his own death-warrant ! A mortal terror 
seized upon him, and he became for the nonce 

documents Vecchio sat at an adjoining table calmly eating his luncheon." 
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a mere automaton, almost incapable of thought 
or action. 

But even now the inexorable Vecchio was not 
satisfied. He made several demands for ready 
money, saying that he wanted two thousand 
eight hundred pounds. Finding that Beretta 
did not carry such a large sum of money about 
with him, he contented himself with a bond for 
one thousand six hundred pounds, made out on 
stamped paper, in addition to the bills of 
exchange already mentioned. 

Whilst the young millionaire was copying and 
signing these various documents Vecchio sat at 
an adjoining table calmly eating the luncheon 
which Malpelli brought him course by course. 
His revolver lay alongside his knife and fork, 
and every now and then he toyed with it as 
though to remind the luckless Beretta that he 
was wholly in his power. He drank many 
glasses of good wine, and did not omit to take 
coffee and a liqueur. Then, after finishing an 
excellent meal, he smoked a cigar as collectedly 
as though he· had been sitting in his club. 

It was then about half-past three o'clock, and 
the prisoner was beginning to get rather tired 
of sitting in the stiff, upright position rendered 
necessary by his bonds, when Vecchio rose and 
took possession of the papers on the table, 
leaving, however, the draft will and the letter to 
Beretta's mother. Before quitting the room he 
asked the millionaire if he could have three 
hundred lire from the pocket-book which he had 
taken from him. Naturally, being unable to 
offer any resistance, Beretta replied in the 
affirmative. Vecchio then departed without 
saying another word. From his chair, however, 
the captive could hear him giving orders to 
Malpelli, both in regard to himself and the draft 
will, which was to be destroyed, together with 
any other compromising document. 

By this time Beretta was fairly easy in his 
mind, for towards the end of the ordeal Malpelli 
had given him to understand by signs, made 
behind his master's back, that he had nothing 
more to fear. Needless to say, the knowledge 
that he had an ally, and was not, after all, 
destined to be murdered, gave him intense relief. 
A few minutes after Vecchio's departure, i n  
fact, he  was released. Not only did Malpelli do 
this, but he handed to Beretta the papers he had 
received instructions to destroy, and saw the 
young fellow safely home. 

Examination of the will which Vecchio had 
drawn up left not the slightest doubt that the 
plot against Signor Beretta had been premedi­
tated for some considerable time. The docu­
ment was a masterpiece. Almost every line 
showed an intimate knowledge of Signor 
13eretta's family affairs ; in order that suspicion 

of foul play should be disarmed, no one was 
forgotten. The slightest details and the legacies 
to servants showed long and conscientious 
observation on the part of the author of the 
document. 

Having heard Signor Beretta's story, we will 
follow Malpelli and hear his version of the 
infamous plot of which the young millionaire 
was the victim. On the evening of that memor­
able Monday he called to see his mother, as he 
frequently did. 

" Buona sera, madre I " he exclaimed, cheer­
fully, seeing her standing at the door of her 
house. " I'm no longer in the employ of Signor 
Vecchio." 

" Ah ! And how is that ? " asked the good 
woman, in surprise. 

" That's a long story," replied Malpelli. " But 
should Vecchio come here to ask for me, you can 
tell him that, though I may be hot-headed, I 'm 
not a murderer ! " 

The poor woman was visibly impressed by her 
son's agitation and the enigmatic words which 
he had just spoken. She set to work to draw 
his story from him, and at last succeeded in hear­
ing every detail of the tragic adventure in which 
he had been implicated. His narrative coincided 
in its main features with that given above-with 
this difference, that he endeavoured to prove his 
own innocence and show what an heroic part 
he had played in rescuing Signor Beretta. He 
stated, for instance, that when the two friends 
arrived at the Casino della Madonna he was in 
absolute ignorance of the plans of his employer, 
and that the scene which he witnessed so upset 
him that he quite lost his head. Incapable of 
refusing point-blank to assist Vecchio, he decided 
to obey his orders up to a certain point ; but 
as soon as he was out of the way to throw him 
over and assist the captive. Vecchio told him 
that he was going to Genoa and Rome, and coolly 
gave him instructions relative to the murder of 
Signor Beretta. The unfortunate young man 
was to be drowned in a tank at the Casino della 
Madonna, and then thrown into a neighbouring 
stream, in order to make people believe that he 
had committed suicide ! The letters, of course, 
which were to be posted immediately, would 
heighten this impression and a vert all suspicion 
of foul play. 

Malpelli agreed to everything, and accepted 
from Vecchio a note for a hundred lire, in part 
payment of the sum which he was to receive for 
his services. As soon as he was certain that his 
master had really left the villa, however, and was 
not likely to return, he hastened to release the 
prisoner, and left the Casino della Madonna with 
him, not omitting to leave on the table the 
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hundred-lir� note which Vecchio had given him. 
In order to explain to his mother how it was 
that he had in his possession bank-notes to the 
value of two hundred lire, Malpelli explained that 
they had been given to him, in spite of his re­
peated protests, by Signor lleretta, who, in 
pressing them upon him, had promised not only 
to refuse to institute proceedings against him, but 
to take him into his employment. 

The morning after, at the very moment Mal­
pelli was addressing a letter to Signor Beretta 
reminding him of his promises, Vecchio's accom­
plice was arrested. A detective disguised as a 
postman came to his mother's house on the 
pretext of delivering a registered letter, and in 
the presence of two other detectives, who came 
ostensibly to witness the signature, took Malpelli 
into custody. 

Through a very natural sense of gratitude 
towards Malpelli, Signor Beretta at first stoutly 
refused to denounce Vecchio to the police. But 
his scruples were finally overcome by his family, 
who argued that to allow so dangerous a man to 
go unpunished was a wrong to society. Finally, 
therefore, he called in his advocate and gave 
instructions for the necessary steps to be taken. 
Malpelli was, of course, the first to be arrested . 
As to Vecchio, he had left Milan on the evening 
of the execution of the plot, and was not to 
return until the newspapers had announced the 
discovery of Signor Beretta's body. In order to 
assist the police in their work, all the Milan 
newspapers were instructed to observe the 
greatest discretion possible, and to announce in 
their columns the discovery in the neighbourhood 
of Greco of the body of a wealthy young man of 
1\<lilan, who had evidently committed suicide. 
Almost all the Milan newspapers carried out the 
wishes of the Questore (Prefect of Police). One, 
however, " let the cat out of the bag," and as a 
result the news of the tragic events at the Casino 
della Madonna was telegraphed all over the 
peninsula. But for this unfortunate error of 
judgment there can be little doubt that Vecchio 
would have fallen into the trap which the police 
had set for him. He was not, however, to escape 
punishment. 

Signora Angelo Vecchio, the wife of the 
accused man, was horrified at the news which 
gradually came to her ears. She was ignorant 
of the fact that her husband had rented the 
Casino della Madonna, and ignorant also of his 
present whereabouts. On the evening of the 
crime, according to custom, she went to dine at 
her mother-in-law's, where she was joined by her 
husband about half-past five o'clock. Much to 
her surprise he came simply to ask her for the 
keys of their flat, stating that he had to go to 
Genoa to see a gentleman there on the subject 

of certain attractions for the next dog sho1v. 
He added that, in all probability, he would be 
forced to travel on to Rome, where he also had 
important business to transact. They returned 
to the apartment, parked his portmanteau , and 
Vecchio set off. As to his address, he said that 
he would not go as usual to the Hotel Confidenza, 
but if there were any letters for him they could 
be forwarded to the house of one of his aunts. 
More she could not say. 

From the investigations of Signor Sileo, a well­
known Genoa detective, it appeared certain that 
Vecchio arrived in that city on the Monday night, 
had luncheon on the following day at the Hotel 
Italia, and dined in the evening at a restaurant 
with a theutrical agent to whom he had offered 
a handsome commission if he could succeed in 
cashing for him bills of exchange to the value of 
four thousand pounds. .  This agent's attempt to 
cash the bills having failed, he advised Vecchio 
to take them to Rome. The next person to sec 
Vecchio was the special correspondent of an 
Italian newspaper, who met him quite by chance, 
but attached no importance whatever to the 
meeting, as it was not yet generally known in 
Rome that he was " wanted " by the police. 
Both men knew each other well, and stopped to 
talk for a few minutes ncar the Palazzo Boccoui , 
on the Piazza Colonna-that is to say, in the very 
centre of the capital. Vecchio looked worried. 
and the keen-eyed newspaper man noted that 
his face was very red and that his toilet had 
been neglected. 

" And what brings you to Rome ? " he 
asked. 

" I 've come on important business," Vecchio 
replied. " I shall probably remain here a few 
days." 

And he went on to speak of the forthcoming 
new edition of his manual, " The Dog." 

It was not until much later in the day that the 
journalist heard of the crime of which Vecchio 
was accused. He was in the company of Signor 
Brunialti, an attache at the Ministry of the 
Interior, at the time, and promptly informed 
him of his chance meeting with Vecchio. Signor 
Brunialti at once communicated with the police. 
who began a search in every boarding-house and 
hotel in the city. 

At half-past seven on the morning of December 
10th Vecchio took a cab at the corner of the Via 
Pontefici, ordering the coachman to drive him 
to the Porta Maggiore. He was wearing a dark­
coloured overcoat, with astrakhan collar and 
cuffs, and he looked very grave, although he 
showed no signs of agitation. When going along 
the Via Catiline he stopped the cab and got out. 
The driver noticed that he was now very agitated 
and deadly pale . Vecchio cast a glance around 
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him, and, seeing that there were a number of 
people in the street, got into the cab again and 
told the driver to take him to the Pincio. The 
man again crossed the city by way of the Via 
Sistina. On reaching the Trinita de' Monti and 
when exactly opposite the French Academy, a 
policeman, named Giovanni Fiorino, who was 
standing on duty there, noticed that the man in 
the cab passing within twenty yards looked at 
him fixedly. Fiorino thought that Vecchio was 
one of his superior officers in plain clothes, and 
as he was surreptitiously smoking the stump of 
a cigar he quickly threw it away. This move­
ment had an extraordinary effect on Vecchio, 
who evidently thought that the policeman was 
getting ready to arrest him, for the next moment 
the report of a revolver rang out, and the 
horrified policeman saw Vecchio fall back on 
the cushions streaming with blood. The cabman 
drew up instantly ; the policeman rushed 
forward, and they attempted, but in vain, to 
revive the wounded man. Seeing that they 
could do nothing the cabman drove Vecchio to 
the S. Giacomo Hospital, which was quite near, 
where he d:cd a few minutes afterwards. The 
bullet had entered the right temple and death 
was inevitable. The revolver with which he 
killed himself was the ,·cry one he had used to 
threaten Signor Beretta. 

Several important documents were found 
either on his body or in his portmanteau at the 
Hotel Nazionale. On the last page of a note­
book Vecchio had written in pencil, the night 
before his suicide, the following confession :-

" I  have just learnt from the newspapers the 
infamous part Joseph Malpelli has played, so I 
have decided to kill myself. l\Iy brother Luigi 
is in no w-1y responsible. He is in absolute 
ignorance as to anything concerning Malpelli 
and myself in this sad affair. Sabbatini's 
betraYal has been the cause of my ruin. I ask 
every

-
body's pardon. I shall now follow my 

destiny. As to Signor Beretta, I" ask him to 
forgive me. Eleven o'clock p.m." 

The " Sabbatini " mentioned in this document 
was the secretary of an important show to be 
held at Milan in 1 904. Vecchio disliked him for 
contesting his candidature for an important post 
on the committee. 

Another document found at the hotel was the 
following letter, dated December 7th, and 
addressed to Vecchio himself :-

" DEAR SIGNOR VEccmo,-1 am forced to go 
away from Milan to-day, so 'regret that I snail 
not be able to meet you at the appointed 
rendezvous. I cannot say whether I shall return 
this evening. Anyway, please do not come to 
my house, as I have not left any instructions.­
Lurcr BERETTA." 

This letter bore no postmark, and was evidently 
one of those which Vecchio had forced Signor 
Beretta to write in order to facilitate his infamous 
plot. 

As to the actual responsibility of Vecchio and 
Malpelli in this tragic drama, it has been alleged 
that Vecchio promised Malpclli a reward of two 
thousand pounds if he carried out his orders, and 
that the man only released Signor Beretta from 
his terrible situation on extorting from him a 
solemn promise to pay a similar amount. As to 
this, however, Signor Beretta stoutly persisted 
in proclaiming the man's innocence . .  Both 
Malpelli and Luigi Vecchio-the chief criminal's 
brother, who had also been arrested-were 
therefore set at liberty. 

Signor Beretta suffered for a long time from 
the effects of the shuck of his terrible experiences 
in the Casino della .1\Iadonna. -Never, probably, 
will he efface from his memory the vision of 
Vecchio calmly eating his luncheon, with a 
revolver at his side, whilst he copied out the will 
which had been drawri up for him, and which 
was to be d:scovered after he himself had been 
brutally done to death. 



The Buca di Nona and Mount Emeliuc:, from the pastures at Ansta. 

Plwto. by Don.ald McLeislt. 

WAR =TIME WANDERINGS 
IN THE IT ALlAN ALPS. 

:J]y .m. S .  T. 

How a merry trio of cli:nbers went a-wandering in the Italian Alps, bent on doing a little climbin �  
and having a good time generally. A t  present it  i s  rather a n  undertaking t o  visit this delightful 
region , but when brighter days dawn it i s  probable that many mountaineers will endeavour to 

emulate the Author's example. 

LL that I relate herein came to pass 
quite recently. How recently is of 
little consequence to anybody, for I 
am now with the Colours, and trips 
outside the fighting area are regarded 

by the authorities as too unsa voury for adequate 

explanation. " What difference," you may ask, 
" has the war wrought for the climber in Italy ? " 
On the surface very little change is to be per­
ceived, but away from the cities, on the mighty 
passes, wars and rumours of war have brought 
strange spectacles to light. Of these I propose 
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to say nothing, for possibly the Censor would 
regard my candour with pursed lips. Yet I may 
reasonably warn the would·be Alpinist that the 
question of passports to-day is not the easy 
" Ask and you shall receive " condition pre­
vailing before the war. First-rate credentials 
are demanded and strict supervision is exercised 
from one end of your journey to the other. In  
spite of  minor discomforts of  this kind, however, 
the adventure is a delicious one, well worthy of 
mature consideration. Nowhere in Europe out­
side the region of the present conflict is the 
Briton better treated than is to-day in Italy. 
Sympathies are with us in ery way. Even in 
the recognized " military zones " about the 
principal passes, the humblest subaltern is ready 
to go to any personal incon\'enience to set the 
" Eenglees " on the right road. But if you 
would avoid the military spheres altogether, the 
guides know their work sufficiently well to avoid 
danger of complications with the military 
authorities. To-day, as you will appreciate, the 
Italians can take no chances ; they have the 
defence of their country to think about, and such 
restrictions as are imposed upon their friendly 
neighbours from England will be only too joyfully 
respected by climbers. 

At no time has the " smart " climber fre­
quented the Alps of Italy. Your curled and 
perfumed Alpinist of Chamonix and Interlaken, 
demanding fine wines and choice viands after his 
feats on the mountains, has no place in North 
Italy, for here you get at close grips with primitive 
conditions. From Aosta you may set off to-day 
with no array of bags and trunks. They spell 
suspicion, somehow, in these times. Even a 
change of linen and socks is a luxury in normal 
conditions. Probably in no other region in 
Europe, even in war-time, are conditions more in 
direct antithesis with ostentation and luxury. 
Long distances must be negotiated in carriers' 
carts and bullock - wagons, and hotels for the 
most part exist on sixteenth-century traditions. 
In such parts, in these days of stress, the most 
fastidious Briton acts the vagabond from very 
choice. 

Here I will relate to you a pretty adventure of 
my own. It happened at Valsavaranche, during 
our trip. Overnight we had slept at the Hotel 
du Club Alpin. It is still open, though chiefly 
as a rendezvous for the officers of the Alpine 
regiments . We wished to get back to Cogne 
over the Col de l 'Herbetet (ten thousand eight 
hundred and thirty feet), but the landlord shook 
his head when we wished for information con­
cerning this route. 

" It's a rough journey," quoth he. " The 
track is nigh impassable. Snow fell heavily last 
night. You must employ a guide." 

At Valsavaranche there are two professional 
guides, M. Blanc and M. Dayne. M. Blanc's 
name suggested a son of the mountains, and him 
we chose. 

Trooping into his tiny parlour, we asked about 
time and opportunity for this journey. Rather 
ruefully the guide surveyed us. In the nest of 
wrinkles wherein twinkled his tiny grey eyes, 
doubt found expression. 

" Climbing is my trade," said he at last. 
" Blanc is my name. One does not wish. to 
labour in vain." 

We looked at one another. I smiled. Donald 
grinned broadly. Burdett, my fellow - scribe, 
chuckled ; then we all laughed loudly. For no 
more ragged-looking, poverty-stricken crew had 
ever penetrated into the good mountaineer's 
hut. M. Blanc evidently had his own 
suspicions concerning our ability to pay his just 
and legal demands. 

Two minutes later three sovereigns glinted in 
his palm. He would start that moment, he 
vowed ; he was our faithful and loyal hench­
man ; he would conduct us over safe paths 
through dale and up hill to the end of our 
journey. I cite this tiny incident gladly ; in 
the Italian Alps clothes make the man only 
"-hen they are baggy and amply strong for 
surmounting the peaks in comfort. 

I myself am no troglodyte. I love what 
simple luxuries my means will afford. Yet I 
would cheerfully barter away my dreams of 
noble banquets, my reveries of wild revelry in 
Valhalla, for the wide plains of Lombardy, for 
the tall summits that wall its groves of orange­
blossom and vines, for the monstrous appetite 
that demands no sauce and spice to pamper it, 
for the rough and primitive life. The Italian 
Alps are no place for the delicately nurtured. 
Probably the pedant will argue my right to 
dignify the Graian range as the Italian Alps. 
Yet the district is important enough ; it counts 
the highest mountains in Italy among its peaks. 
Lying athwart the vast Pennine range and the 
Dauphiny Alps, the Graians possess the charm 
of both, with a good deal of their own rough 
fascination. If you take an atlas and place a 
finger on the group, you will perceive they 
occupy a delightfully inaccessible gap on the 
frontier. No railway is within reach, no hotels 
of dignity ; there is no bridge and no golf. 
Yet even this list does not exhaust their primitive 
charms. Imagine the joy of " skipping " the 
morning tub and rushing down to the stream 
behind the inn instead, with merely a blanket 
girding your loins ! You may rise at daybreak 
or at noon, as the mood takes you ; you can 
join a merry party of peasants at cards, or roar 
hoarse choruses of song with them. At all 
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unreal. Yet I have nothing to say against Pralogan. I knew 
it  once as a most charmingly stage-managed resort, with all the 

comforts and all the wealth of scenery a fter which your 
xsthctic soul might yearn.  It is altered to-day-the Censor 

would forbid me to te l l  you how much. It  is, too.  a 
powerfully bad \ray . nowadays, by which to reach 

the i\lps of Italy. Aosta should be your rail­
head, and Cogne your base of operations from 

times and at all seasons, in fact, you can do 
exactly as you like. The most wondrous 
scenery in Europe is there to charm your eyes ; 
simple, unspoiled peasantry gi \'e you pleasant 
greetings ; the very wind itself, bursting down 
the hillsides, brings rude health and the full 
savour of life into your existence. 

My companions allowed me to follow my own 
counsels in our manner of invading the district. 
Yet for all my study of the map and of the dif­
ferent railway facilities, it  proved a mistaken plan 
of campaign. Both Burdett and Donald, however. 
were real trumps ; not even a silent reproach did 
I garner. Before the war I had read somewhere 
that it was possible to dine in Paris, lunch the 
next day at Pralo,gan ,  and finish the last stage 
by motor-car. But that time-table, like every­
thing else antedating the war, is now hopelessly 

the outset. Incidentally, howcYer, we 
tarried awhile to climb the 

G r a n d  C : a s s e . 
nearly thirteen 

t h o u s a n d  

The village of Cogne-a favourite climbing centre-and the 
Punta de Pousset. 

Plzoto. by Don.ald McLei'slt. 
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feet high. Incidentally, also, we saw some very 
fine regiments of Italian mountain infantry and 
light artillery. The Grand Casse is no peak for 
the climber. The long snow-walks prove dull and 
wearisome at the best, and the snow arrete, for 
all its step-cutting, is not long enough or difficult 
enough to warrant your labour. 

Overnight we slept at the Felix Faure Refuge, 
and it was thither we returned a couple of days 
later to make our onslaught into Italy. Benin, the 
guide, and one carrier transported more physi­
cal comforts than were required to the refuge, 
where they left us. For we meant to have a 
right merry concert a trois on the peak. Next 

Val d'Isere. Someone had said it was four 
hours from our starting-point, but the journey 
took us a whole day to negotiate. Not one of 
us regretted the experience, however, for we 
found very comfortable quarters at the Hotel 
Morris, where we learned that Mr. McMorris, 
the proprietor, claims descent from the clan of 
that name. Undoubtedly there are people in 
the village of Scotch extraction. The tale is 
current of a poor broken-down fellow, tramping 
from Pont, knocking at the door of a lea<;ling 
inhabitant. 

" I'm starving," said he. " \Vould you please 
give me a few sous for a bed ? " 

Guardians of the Franco-Italian frontier-Some of the famous Chasseurs-Aipins of France. 
Pltoto. by Donald McLeish. 

day certain peasants and herdsmen a mile 
beneath told of wild song and orgy, of a great 
gathering of devils, or Germans, or both, and of 
their own supernatural fear in consequence. By 
which you may judge that the concert a trois 
was a roaring success. 

Easily enough we reached the Valley of the 
Leisse ; but the Col of the same name was not 
so smoothly accomplished. Somewhere we must 
have blundered. At the end of an extremely 
hard day, with shadows of disappointment on 
our faces, we. dropped anchor at the village of 

" Fort bien," responded this ancient wearer of 
the tartan. " Bring it in." 

The joke is not nearly so racy as would appear 
at first sight. Probably the good gentleman of 
the house thought his interlocutor one .of the 
carrier-guides who are employed to carry 
blankets and straw palliasses up the peaks for 
the climbers. 

Before sunrise the following day we were 
making our way up the mule-track towards the 
glaciers that form the source of the Isere. 
Somewhere about three in the afternoon we sat 
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down to our first set meal-cold chicken and 
ham, hot tea, and mulled wine. 'We were then 
sheer on the frontier line of Italy, on the Col de Ia 
Galise. Here it was that Donald had his great 
adventure with the camera. He had attempted 
to clamber up the rocky peak surmounting the 
pass to picture the fine panorama of mountain 
and cloud effect. At eleven thousand feet, when 
a lmost upon the topmost ridge , the camera 
slipped from his grasp and glissaded down an 
ice-slope. With despair depicted on every 
feature Donald toiled down after it. It  was his 
child, his most cherished possession. Labo­
riously he had set each piece of wood together ; 
it was utterly and entirely part of his own being. 
Yet his anxiety was all in vain ; there was no 
harm done. A few minutes afterwards he was 
joyfully trimming the lens for further conquests 
in hunting down picturesque shadows. 

Thence into Italy the way led down a deep 
gully filled to an uncomfortable degree with 
rough stones and "boulders. Following the Grand 
Colouret comes the Petit Colouret, providing its 
own small avalanche of crumbling rock and 
debris, though offering, perhaps, somewhat less 
excitement than its big neighbour. Then come 
green sward and goats and chalets, and you are 
at Ceresole. We rested here for some time, for 
we were all rather tired of finding our way by 
map and compass. There is nothing like having 
a good guide over the passes. If you have plenty 
of time and arc proof against irritation at having 
to retrace your steps when mistakes are made 
along the mule-tracks and mountain-paths, then 
by all means try travelling without guides. But 
to men of limited time and of still more limited 
patience, as were our own party, guides are as 
indispensable a part of your outfit as coloured 
glasses and nailed boots. 

We reached Pont somehow, about two days 
late on our programme. In spite of our exaspera­
tion, however, the wondrous sk:es and the 
novel scenes served to put us in remarkably 
good spirits. Pont, by the way, boasts an 
excellent inn. The village is somewhere about 
six thousand feet above the sea, and legend says 
it is the highest village in all the Alps. Our 
voyage of discovery around Pont gave us immense 
satisfaction. The steep crag looking down into 
the Val Savaranche gave us one of the best view­
points possible. Pont lay below us, a tiny cluster 
of huts, around which midget men, like ants, 
went about their business. Before us was a 
huge ridge, one end of which was the Grivola, 
bolder and more fierce than the Matterhorn ; at 
the other end, massed and towering in high, 
graceful summits, was the Grand Paradis. This 
peak is the highest in Italy, and it was to reach 
its summit that we had come to Pont. 

There are four beds for travellers at the inn at 
Pont. Of these we occupied three . The cooking 
we found quite good, if one excepts a certain 
monotony in the choice of viands. Meat is 
scarce in these high pla<"es, although herds of 
ibex roam the valleys, and goats outnumber the 
population by many scores. Unless you arc 
careful in your selection of an inn beforehand. 
omelettes and rice and vermicelli will be your 
lot. Perhaps, in fairness to the villagers, one 
should explain that the herds of horned game 
wandering on the mountains are Royal preserves 
for the most part, being consecrated to the guns 
of the King of Italy and his guests. 

After our journey we spent a whole day resting 
at Pont. Then we began looking around for 
suitable guides for the expedition we had before 
us. From experience I can say that Pont is 
certainly the most convenient centre from which 
to tackle this giant of Italy's Alps ; from Cogne, 
on the other side, too much continuous labour is 
involved for a really pleasurable trip. You must 
spend a night in a doorless hovel known as the 
Chalet de l'Herbetet ; it means crossing the 
dangerous Glacier de la Tribulacion, more step­
cutting than is consistent with keen enjoyment 
for impatient travellers, and climbing a " face " 
that is riven with avalanches. I have tried both 
routes, and readily give the palm to the ascent 
from the village of Pont. 

Our plan was to cross via the Victor Emmanuele 
hut, then on to the hovels at l 'Herbetet, and 
thence drop into Cogne. By ten o'clock we had 
reached the former, built by the Alpine Club of 
Italy above the Moncorve Alp, and halted for 
lunch. This proved a most unconventional 
meal. Our carrier, a careless wight, had let the 
provision basket fall en route. A bottle of red 
wine had been broken and our ham sandwiches 
and doughty slabs of cake had become permeated 
with the liquid. That meal I cannot commend, 
and our halt was not of long duration. 

The Moncorve Glacier (about twelve thousand 
feet) had now to be negotiated, and this feat 
'Occupied us until long past midday. Thence 
to the summit-slopes the route proved fairly 
'easy. Then came hard collar-work, with the 
:snow in excessively bad condition, demanding 
the rope and a very fatiguing scramble to the 
topmost pinnacle. Yet what a feast for the eye 
awaited us ! Probably no other peak in Europe 
offers such rich reward. All the peaks of the 
Dauphiny greet you, with Mont Blanc, the 
Dente Blanche, the Matterhorn, Mont Viso, and 
the Grand Combin showing up grandly. 

The descent proved none too easy. Mists 
began to creep up the sides of the mountain like 
white wraiths. Snow was pattering down softly, 
:seeming to make the silence even more intense. 
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In the Forest of Breuii-The Matterhorn is seen above the trees. 
Pltoio. by Donald McLeish. 

At last we came to a narrow 
snow-bridge. Dayne, the lead­
ing guide, went first. Safely 
over, he pinned his rope to a 
jutting crag, and all but the last 
man, Burdett, passed in safety. 
He somehow trod more heavily 
on the lightest part than occa­
sion demanded, felt his foot 
slipping through the crumbling 
ice, lost his presence of mind, 
made a blind rush to gain soiid 
icc-and disappeared altogether 
for the space of two minutes. 
Of course, he was safely hauled 
to the surface, with no more 
than a bad fright for his pains, 
but it was a singularly unfortu­
nate circumstance . The passing 
of skilful climbers over a snow­
bridge leaves the structure even 
more solid than before, but if 
the next party cursed_ our lack 
of care afterwards, we never 
knew. Soon our hands were 
pretty full of trouble. A violent 
storm was raging beneath us, 
and it was impossible to reach 
Cogne that night. We therefore 
decided to make the best of our 
way around the mountain, back 
to our starting-place. When we 
finally crept into Pont, midnight 
had already struck, yet there 
were coffee and roast and baked 
meats awa1tmg us. That re­
markable man, the innkeeper, 
vowed he had felt a premonition 
we should be . compelled to re­
turn, and against this he had 
prepared a groaning board of 
viands. General rejoicings en­
sued, and far into daylight we 
sat, gossiping, singing merry 
roundelays, and sipping a won­
drous brew of hot milk punch. 

From Pont we made our way 
into Aosta for letters, tobacco, 
and other comforts of civiliza­
tion. Thence we had decided 
to make a forced march to the 
pastures of Breuil for the Dent 
d'Herens. Yet , much though. 
we had heard the peak extolled? 
our plans could not be made to 
fit conveniently with its con­
quest. We found exceedingly 
comfortable quarters at the 
omnibus office at Aosta, in the 
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Goats and cattle on the mountain pastures. 
Photo. b;• Donald McLeish. 

market-place. Three francs each they charged us 
for a room apiece and plenty of good, plain food. 

From here we made our way down the Valley 
of Cogne to De La val, where we caught our first 
wondrous glimpse of the mountains of Cogne­
crimson and purple and violet and rose. Never 
do I recollect such a wealth of colour and glory 
as hung over that still mountain-path. My 
companions had outdistanced me by some 
minutes ; I seemed alone in the solitudes. To 
render the scene even more majestic, two eagles 

Vol. xxxv.-14. 

came drifting through the 
air, fighting at each other 
with their beaks, screech­
ing, and tearing out one 
another's feathers until I 
lost sight of them a thou­
sand feet below in the 
valley beneath. Perched 
on a high crag, I drank in 
the beauty of the whole 
scene. But my peace was 
not for long. From out 
of the blue haze of distance 
came a p1ercmg cry. I 
sprang up, obsessed by 
some horrid fear. Instinc­
tively I felt that one o! 
my companions had fallen 
into the depths below. 

" H e r e, . h e r e ! "  I 
a n s w e re d, tremulously, 
hurrying along over the 
rough track. Then came 
the sound of my own name 

once again. I answered, standing still that I 
might lose no syllable of the reply. 

" That blessed woman never put any mustard 
in our sandwiches, old chap," wailed a familiar 
voice. " They've no taste without." 

Only the poet can know the full sordidness of 
the world on such an occasion. Nevertheless, . 
those sandwiches, even " without," had the 
richest of flavour, for my own were sliced 
cunningly with layers of sausage and garlic. 

We rumbled into Cogne an hour later like the 
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m u r m u r  of a 
t h u n d e r s t o r m. 
J o y o u s  hunting 
songs we hurled 
down the Yalleys, 
sweet old ballads 
were renden:d with 
full pathos, and wr 
sang r o I I  i c k i n g 
sailor songs and 
danced in sheer joy 
of existence to the 
refrain. Dancing. 
and full of mad 
zest, our heads and 
our sides aching 
with laughter, \H' 
went as far as the 
Granci Eyvie in this 
wise, until Cogne 
lay full before us. 
Tl;en, like grave 
Britons with ten 
crnturies of " re� 
spectability " to 
maintain, we hut ­
toned our coats and 
w a I k e d sedately 
into the hotel . But. 
m e a n w h i l e, our 
cries and our mad 
boyish pranks had 
brought the whole 
of the populat ion 
to their d o o r s. 
thinking the gates 
of the local Bed­
l a m  h a d  b e e n  
forced, or that they 
were about to be 
i n  v a d c d  by a 
legion of evil spirits. 
The three grave 
seigneurs advanc­
ing towards them 
down the sheep- Plloto lyJ 
track, of course, 
could not possibly be the cause of the turmoil. 
And to further allay suspicion we, too, followed 
the direction of their glances by turning 
curiously towards the spot where the Valnotey 
was brawling down the mountain-side. 

Our second day at Cogne saw us at the summit 
of the Punta del Pousset. About ten thousand 
feet does this peak measure, and wondrous easy 
of execution is its conquest. Past Cretaz into 
Valnotey you go, through woods of sweet­
smelling pine, and up slippery grass-slopes until 
finally you rea(:h the Pousset Dessus. All this 

The highest Deak of the Italian Alps, the Grand Paradis, 

is child's play. Mules will carry you from Cogne 
to this point for ten shillings, including a guide 
to lead the beast. Brawn and muscle, however, 
still have their place in the world, for what a 
climb is this next thousand feet ! Over giddy 
crags it takes you, sometimes knee-deep in soft 
snow, sometimes sliding on treacherous ice-slopes. 
Ever ascending, panting, breathless, straining, 
fighting every inch of the ground, at last you 
revel in the keen wind of the summit. Over the 
rocky crest the Grivola spreads out in austere 
loveliness. There you see the Graians strung 
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showing the great Glacier de Ia Tribulacion. 

otit in long chains and the Pennines jutting their 
domes and pinnacles towards the clouds. But 
the Grivola holds your full attention. Paradiso 
is supreme in its beauty, Mont Blanc in its 
massive bulk. The Matterhorn in its boldness 
calls forth your admiration, but the Grivola 
beats them all for very fierceness, for wild, 
rugged charm. 

Two days later Louis Jeantet and Josef 
Jeantet were before our hotel at three in the 
morning. They · were the professional guides 
of the place, engaged by us the evening before 

to aid us up the 
rough sides of the 
G r i  v o l a . For a 
great part of the 
way the route was 
almost that which 
we had followed 
for the Punta del 
Pousset. The turn­
ing-point comes at 
some distance from 
t h e  C a s c a d e  
Diablo, when, veer­
ing to the right, 
you clamber over 
the G I a c i e r du 
Trajo, and finally 
got right ahead 
thence to the preci­
pices around the 
s u m m i t. T h e  
scramble over those 
1 a s t  fortifications 
of the mountain is 
essentially a climb 
for a d e p t s, de­
manding the sure­
footedness of a 
goat, the endurance 
of a horse, the 
patience of a mule. 
Over thirteen thou­
sand feet is the 
height of the Gri­
vola ; yet Mont 
Blanc, with another 
four thousand feet 
of altitude, is far 
easier of attain­
ment. When we 
had rested a few 
m i n u t e s on the 
summit, full of joy 
at our victory after 
eight hours of hard 

[Donald McLeish. W 0 r k, W e  d i S-
covered a wind­

hollowed cavern of ice some feet below the 
highest point. Into its cool recesses we dived, 
happy to be away from the piercing rays of the 
sun. When we had eaten, we plied our two guides 
with the flask and bade them sing. None of us 
understood one word of what they chanted ; but 
the tunes were virile and possessed a magic 
" go." Then, with our spirit-stove, we made 
some tea, and for some time sat cracking jokes 
and telling merry stories. More songs, the 
flasks at last emptied, then out again into the 
blazing sunlight. By all the rules of moun-



2I2  THE WIDE WORLD MAGAZINE. 

The Grivola from the north. [Donald AfcLe.sll. 

tainecring we should have spared our energies 
as much as possible on the summit of such a 
peak. But we paid in full afterwards for our 
pleasure-one always does. Yet it was entirely 
our own fault, for the guides had warned us 
that len6rthy rest on a climbing trip cramps the 
limbs and saps one's energies. I 'm quite sure 
that no more crippled-looking climbers ever 
descended into Valsavaranche. Guides of many 
nationalities ha:d warned me of the folly of long 

rests, and for the first time I prond the truth 
of their statements. Yet of our climb naught 
remains in my memory of the kftots of tired 
muscles, of the agony of steep descents, with 
ankles puffed and swollen, of the dead fatigue, 
of forcing limbs to action when energies were 
more than spent. Naught remains of all these 
things, I say ; all I remember is our merry 
concert in the cave. And so ended our war-time 
wanderings in the Italian Alps. 



A 
FIGHT 

FOR LIFE 
I N  

MID=AI R. 
:!Jy 

E'R.:J{EST OUTHW .}1/TE, 
of Leeds. 

I L L U S T R AT E D  BY A. E. JACKSO N .  

Since t h e  advent o f  the military aeroplane, there 
have been many thrilling fights high above the 
earth, but peaceful industry sometimes affords 
instances of struggles no less heroic. H ere is the 
story of a thrilling rescue that took place last 
December on a great chimney-shaft high above the 

electric power works of the Leeds Corporation. 

CRY-a groan-a crash ! 
The workmen at the foot of the 

great chimney at the Whitehall Road 
electric power works, Leeds, sprang 
to one side and looked hastily sky­

wards as a big hammer came hurtling through 
the open iron-girdered roof of the old boiler­
house into the debris of broken metal-work and 
masonry that lay around the foot of the chimney. 

Two hundred feet above the ground, against 
the blue sky of a clear but bitterly cold December 
day, soared the great square column of the 'chimney that was shortly to be demolished. Its 
massive head, overhanging the face of the chim­
ney itself by several feet, was crowned with a 
cornice of huge stones, each one of which weighed 
over a ton. Three men were working high up 
above, on the face of the chimney, and as the 
hammer came crashing to the ground the workers 
at the base instinctively looked aloft, for the cry 
they heard was a sudden yell of warning, while 
the groan that followed sounded like the last 
inarticulate exclamation · from the throat of a 
man who had received a death-blow that had 

The chimney on which Esau Mayall was working when he met 
with the terrible experience here related. 

knocked the breath from his body. The hammer, 
crashing to the ground an instant later, told its 
own terrible story. There was trouble up aloft. 

Three men, as already stated, were working 
on the chimney. The Leeds Corporation autho­
rities are extending their electric power works, 
and the chimney was to be demolished brick by 
brick to make room for a new engine-house, the 
smoke-shaft for which was to be erected some 
distance away. Owing to the congested nature 
of the buildings in the vicinity, it was impossible 
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to fell the old chimney in the ordinary way, and instead 
of being undercut at the bottom and dropped in one 
solid column, as is usually done where there is room fur 
a chimnt:y to fall without in jury tu the surrounding pro­
perty, this shaft was being demolished stone by stone and 
brick by brick. 

The work of demolition had to begin at the summit­
two hundred feet in air-and in order to reach it the 
three steeplejacks were busy fixing ladders up the side 
by means of iron holdfasts dri,·en into the face of t he 
brickwork. Two of the men, Stephen Rafter and Esau 
1\layall, hailed from St . Helens, in Lancashire. The other 
was a Leeds man who preferred to be known simply as 
" Uncle Sam." Rafter, a splendid specimen of the English 
workman, twenty - eight years of age, powerfully built, 
clear - eyed, quiet in voice and manner, was fixing the 
holdfasts and lashing the ladders as, one after another, 
they were hauled up from the bottom on a rope and pulley. 
Ladder after ladder had been hoisted up and fixed, until 
the point ncar t he top was reached where the massive 
m.tsonry at the head of  the chimney l ll gins to project, 
some twenty feet below the cornice. As e:wh laclcler w:�s 
mlCle secure H.after mounted 
higher, fixing the pulley for 
the next lift and the hold­
fasts for the next ladder. 
In his pockets were his 
chisels, in his belt a heavy 
hammer. Eighty feet bdow, 
and a hundred feet from 
the bottom of the chimney, 
was l\fayall, who, while 
clinging to the ladder with 
one hand and his feet, 
helped to work the heavy 
rope that dangled from the 
pulley far above down to 
the bottom of the chimney, 
where " Uncle Sam " stood 
directing the men who 
hauled the ladders up. 

A ladder had just been 
fixed, and the men were 
easing off the descending 
end of the rope, when sud­
d e  n 1 y the line 
caught the heavy 
h a m m e r  i n  
Rafter's belt and 
p u l l e d  it out. 
Rafter m a d e  a 

'" There he hung in  
mid - air, one let! 
twisted round a frHil  
ladder, and his body 

upside down." 

t 
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clutch for the hammer, and nearly jerked him­
self off the ladder in doing so, but too late. He 
cried out to warn the man below, but the hammer 
fell almost as fast as the sound tra veiled. In­
stinctively Mayall ducked his head and twisted 
one leg round a rung of the ladder ; then, with 
a sickening thud, the hammer struck him a 
terrible blow on the back of the head, crushing 
in the back of his skull, and with an awful groan 
he collapsed. 

As the men in the works below and the passers­
by in the street looked up they were horrified to 
see Mayall suddenly throw up his arms and fall 
backwards. There he hung in mid-air, one 
leg twisted round a frail ladder, his body upside 
<!own, and blood streaming from his head. 
Death seemed inevitable, for that twisted leg 
could not hold the weight of his body very long, 
and if he slipped the fall of a hundred feet meant 
certain death ; while, even if his leg held out, 
he must speedily bleed to death from the ghastly 
wound in his head. Luckily, the instinctive 
twisting of his leg round the ladder gave Mayall 
his one hope of rescue, for the work of fixing 
the ladders had been well done, and that particu­
lar ladder held firm even under the sudden wrench 
when the unconscious man fell outwards and hung 
head downwards in the air. 

· An instant later the onlookers were thrilled 
to witness the start of one of the bravest deeds 
in the annals of the steeplejack's profession. 

A single glance below was enough to show 
Rafter what had happened ; a single glance aloft 
told " Uncle Sam " the same tale. Four steps 
at a time, sometimes slipping by his hands and 
sometimes seeming almost to drop a few feet 
down the sheer face of . the chimney, Rafter 
rushed down to where his unconscious comrade 
hung, while at the same time " Uncle Sam " 
hurried up towards him from below. 

" How long did it take me to reach him ? " 
said Rafter afterwards. " Well, r should say 
:about four hours. I never came down a ladder 
so fast in my l ife, and by the clock I suppose it 
would be a few seconds, but to me it seemed 
:hours before I reached him and got hold of him." 

Seizing hold of the unconscious ?l'layall with 
one hand, Rafter held on to pre,·ent him slipping 
1\lntil " Uncle Sam " had climbed up from below. 
·when the unconscious man was reached, how­
ever, the real difficulty only began. How was 
he to be lifted upright, and how was his leg to 
be untwisted from the ladder, a hundred feet in 
the air, by men who must themseh·es cling on 
-somewhere to the slender rungs ? Here was the 
problem that must be solved, and solved quickly, 
for Mayall was rapidly bleeding to death. 
"Moreover, under the strain of his weight his leg 
was untwisting, and at · any moment he might 

slip and crash to the bottom of the shaft, taking 
his companions with him. The difficulty was 
great and urgent. 

Clinging to the ladder with both hands, 
" Uncle Sam " got his head under the shoulders 
of the unconscious man and slowly pressed him 
upwards, while Rafter, clinging to the ladder 
with one hand, strained every muscle to lift. In 
the works below men got a great tarpaulin, and 
a dozen pairs of hands stretched it tight, ready 
to catch those above in the fall that seemed 
inevitable. But the men on the ladder held on, 
and slowly, inch by inch, they pressed Mayall 
upwards until he was once more in an upright 
position. Then, with desperate tenacity, Rafter 
held him close to the ladder while " Uncle Sam " 
descended for a rope. From the iron girders of 
the half-demolished shed a rope was passed up 
to him, and with this he hurried up the ladder 
once more. Then Sam, stretching his arms 
completely round the unconscious Mayall and 
grasping both sides of the ladder, held him fast 
while Rafter, with the aid of his teeth and one 
hand, slipped the line round Mayall's body and 
fastened it with a reef-knot. The rest of the 
rope he passed across his own shoulder and under 
his arm, managing again, with the aid of his 
teeth, to fix it there with another knot. 

Then began the struggle to lift the dead weight 
of Mayall's body so as to release his leg. With 
veins standing out like whipcord and every 
muscle strained to its utmost, the two men 
lifted, Rafter on the rung above with the rope 
round his shoulders, and " Uncle Sam," standing 
below the unconscious man, using his head as a 
lever while he clung to the ladder with both 
hands. · 

At length the desperate efforts of the two men 
began to tell, and slowly Mayall's inert body was 
raised, little by little, until at last it swung 
clear of the ladder and· hung, a hundred feet in 
air, suspended merely by the rope round one 
man's neck and resting on the neck and head of 
another man. It was a situation full of peril. 

By this time a great crowd had gathered in the 
road outside the works, and from the Great 
Northern Railway Hotel close by, as well as 
from the windows of offices, factories, and 
workshops, anxious faces watched the struggle 
for the unconscious man's life. A great sigh of 
relict went up as Mayall's body swung clear. 
The first phase of the struggle was over, but it 
left Rafter and his companion with sweat pour­
ing down their faces and muscles trembEng from 
the strain. It was all they could do to cling to 
the ladder, gasping for breath meanwhile. 

A moment's pause to recover their s�rength, 
and the men moved again, lowering Mayall's 
body carefully until the next rung was reached, 
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and then the next, and the next . 
Each step seemed to take an 
age, and only mountaineers and 
those who know by experience 
what work on a vertical ladder 
means can appreciate the full 
difficulty of the task. Neither 
of the rescuers could take t he 
full weight of their helpless com­
rade w i t h o u t  being 
pulled off the ladder, 
and to descend step 
after s t e p w i t h o u t 
shifting the balance and 
w i t  h o u t  letting go 

•• Slowly, inch by inch, they pressed Mayall upwards. 

required strength and endurance beyond the 
normal. 

Ten steps were negotiated in this way, and 
then for a moment the men paused to get their 
breath again. Refreshed, they essayed ten more 

and another rest, and so on. Ten steps at a time 
they descended, lowering the still unconscious 
Mayall until, after what seemed to the onlookers 
an age of waiting, the girder roof of the building 
below was reached and. a mighty cheer went up 
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as a dozen eager hands were stretched out to 
receive the brave men and their injured com­
rade. Even this, however, required care, for 
the roof was thirty feet above ground, and a 
single slip or false step might mean a bad accident. 
Carefully Mayall's body was taken in hand and 
lowered to the men who were still holding the 
tarpaulin below. Willing hands then grasped 
Rafter and " Uncle Sam," who, when the strain 

when it .was all over. " No, I 'wasn't exactly 
afraid ; but you sec it isn't easy to t ic a knot 
with your teeth, and I wasn't sure it might not 
slip and let him fall. 

" I wasn't afraid for myself. It is the nastiest 
accident I 've been in, and the worst part was 
lifting him up to get his leg out. I suppose 
people would call the work dangerous, hut it all 
depends what you're used to. I 've been at it 

Stephen Rafter- and ••  Uncle Sam,"' who, workin� a! a dizzy height, pluckily rescued thei.- comrade from a 
terrible death. 

was over, felt the reaction and exhaustion which 
follow a supreme effort. For a moment or two 
they reeled, exhausted, against the chimney, 
but they were powerful men, and after a brief 
rest they were able to descend to the ground, 
where they at once became the centre of an 
eager group of workmen and works officials, 
who warmly congratulated them on their 
courage and endurance. Meanwhile, the ambu­
lance speedily conveyed Mayall to t he General 
Infirmary. 

" Afraid ? " said Rafter, answering a question, 

c 1·cr since I left school, and it's no more dan­
gerous than other things. It 's just as easy to fix 
the last ladder as the first ; the height doesn't 
matter. It's just the same whether you're 
working a yard above the ground or two hundred 
feet ."  

Replying to a suggestion that the consequences 
of an accident might he somewhat different at 
the greater height, Rafter answered, with his 
quiet voice and slow, amused smile, " Perhaps 
so ; but I ' ve never had whaty ou might call an 
accident."  



The Adventures of 
Howard Blackburn. 
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I L L U STRATED BY N. SOTHEBY PITCHER. 

Some men are born t o  perils ; others go out in search of them. Howard Blackburn belongs to 
the latter category. After a terrible experience on the fishing grounds, where h e  drove before a storm, 
five days and nights without food, with the dead body o f  his mate for company, and his hands 
frozen round the oars, this remarkable man deli berately embarked on a series of transatlantic 
voyages in tiny cockleshells -recklessly tempting death, as it seemed to more cautious folk. Sir 
Edward Morris tells the amazing story of Blackburn's first escape and his subsequent adventures. 

l' is just twenty-fi\·c years since I 
first \·isited Little RiYer, twenty-one 
miles east of l lurgeo, on the south 
coast of Newfoundland. On the 
evening of my second day there, 

returning from a fishing excursion, I heard from 
my guide the astounding story of Howard 
Blackburn and his marvellous escape from 
death. 

In 1 9 14, when at Burgeo, I went over the 
incident again with my friend, l\lagistrate Small, 
from whom I obtained further particulars . The 
story aptly illustrates the time-worn adage that 
" truth is stranger than fiction." A three­
volume novd might be written from the facts 
which make up the narrative-the tragedy of 
the cruel sea, the romance of quiet lives, and the 
heroism of those who gn down to the sea in ships. 
At the present time I shall have to content 
myself with the barest outline. 

With flags flying, in good trim, with fresh 
bait, iced down, and everything promising for a 
successful halibut voyage, the schooner Grace L. 
Fears sailed out of Gloucester Harbour, bound 
for the Burgeo Banks. After fishing there for 
three weeks, with fair success, the crew, on the 
morning of January zsth, r 883, left the schooner's 
side in eight dories, shortly after dawn, to over­
haul their trawls. The position of the vessel 
was at that time about thirty miles from the 
Newfoundland coast. 

In one of the dories was Howard Blackburn, 
by birth a Nova Scotian from Port Medway, 
but then a citizen of the Vnited States, and 
Thomas 'vVelch, a native of Newfoundland. The 
weather was not stormy, but it had been threat­
ening snow. The two men had only been a 
short while away from the vessel when the 
wind started to blow and the snow fell thicker 

and thicker. The hauling of the trawls half­
filled the dory with halibut, and the boat con­
tinued to ride with safety the sea which the 
freshening breeze had raised. As the day wore 
on the wind veered from south-east to north­
west. The effect of this was to alter the fisher­
men's position with regard to their vessel, 
placing them to leeward. On realizing this both 
men started to pull towards the schooner, but 
owing to the strong wind and the buffeting waves 
they were ultimately forced to anchor. 

Shortly after dark the weather cleared, and 
they could discern the schooner's riding-light, 
as well as the flare-up which their shipmates 
maintained on board to indicate their where­
abouts. On seeing their ship, Blackburn and 
Welch pulled up their anchor and put all their 
energies into an effort to reach her, but owing 
to the wind, which by this time had increased to 
almost a gale, no headway could be made. An 
attempt was then made to anchor again, but 
they had evidently drifted over the shoal ground 
·and were now in deep water, and could get no 
anchorage. Accordingly their dory drifted 
helplessly away to leeward. Their first night 
was spent in the open boat, with the weather 
bitterly cold and a piercing wind. They had no 
food or water, and both men were occupied 
pretty well the whole time in keeping the dory 
free of water. At that season of the year there 
is not much daylight before seven o'clock, and 
dawn brought them no sight of their ship. 

Giving up all hope of reaching the schooner, 
the two men set to work to lighten their boat by 
throwing overboard their trawls and fish ; 
then, with their oars, they helped their frail 
craft to drift towards the land. The wind 
increasing towards noon, it was not deemed safe 
to continue running before the heavy sea, and 
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..  They could disct:rn the schooner's riding.light, as w�ll as the flare-up which their shipmates maintained on board to indicate 
their whereabouts. ' '  

accordingly they " hove to " with an improvised 
drag, made by attaching a trawl-keg to a small 
winch. Whilst rigging up this drag or sea­
anchor Blackburn had the misfortune to lose 
his mittens overboard-a mishap which largely 
increased his after-sufferings. Shortly after­
wards both his hands became frozen. On 
realizing this he saw that there was nothing left 
�or him hut to grasp the oars, so that his hands 
might freeze 1'.round them. With them set stiff 

in that position, when he required to row all he 
would have to do would be to slip his hands 
over the oars. 

During the whole of that day and the following 
night the boat lay to the drag, rising and falling 
on the heavy seas, while the two men continually 
bailed out the water that drove on board. At 
five o'clock the following morning poor Welch 
succumbed to the terrible cold, hunger, and 
exposure, and quietly lay back and died. The 



220 THE WIDE WORLD MAGAZINE. 

.. Blackburn's time was fully occupied in bailing tbe boat."" 

weather conditions that day were much the 
same, Blackburn's time being fully occupied in 
bailing the boat as best he could with his frozen 
hands. Another night passed and another day 
dawned, and rowing all that day he again 
anchored with his drag for the night. 

Early the next morning, resuming rowing, he 
saw the first sign of land. Pulling on all that 
day until the night, the solitary castaway again 
threw out his drag, and on the following clay­
Sunday-reached the mouth of Little River, 

just inside the headlands, where he saw a house. 
The house was unoccupied, but served as a 
welcome shelter for Blackburn. He had the 
misfortune, however, to get his dory stove-in 
against the landing-stage during the night. In 
order to repair her next morning he had to lift 
Welch's body out, and as the exhausted man 
endeavoured to get the corpse up the stage-head 
it fell into twelve feet of water. 

Having repaired the dory Blackburn headed 
her west, and after a few hours' rowing up the 
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Howard Blackburn, who was al!rift in a 
storm for five days and nights, without 
food, in a small boat thirty mi les off the 

Newfoundland coast. 

ri Yer was glad­
dened by the 
s i g h t  o f  the 
p e o p l e  w h o  
l i v e d  there. 
N otwithstand­
ing his terrible 
condition - he 
h a d  b e e n  
p r a c t i c a l l y  
without food, 
except for por­
tions o f  t h e  
frozen raw hali­
but, for five 
days and five 
nights,and had 
struggled on 
with hands and 
feet frozen -
t h i s l i o n ­

hearted man refused any assistance for himself 
unt1l the men went and recovered the body of 
his unfortunate dory-mate. 

Within a few minutes after landing Blackburn 
was comfortably housed in the home of one 
Francis Lishman, where cod··oil  and flour, the 
local remedy, were applied to draw the frost 
from his feet and hands. In this process he 
must have suffered excruciating pain.  There 
was no doctor available nearer than Burgeo. 
The frozen fingers and thumbs of both his hands 
had been worn away in the work of rowing, and 
during the days that followed gangrene set in , 
nothing being left in the end except two stumps. 
The heel and three toes of the right foot were 
also completely destroyed . as well as some of 
the toes of the left foot. 

On May 3rd Blackburn left Burgeo, where he 
had gone a few days earlier for medical treat­
ment, and proceeded to Gloucester.  The body 
of Welch, which had been brought to Burgeo 
at the same time, was buried in the Church of 
England cemetery. The people of Gloucester 
subscribed five hundred dollars for Blackburn, 
and started him in business. It must be recorded 
to his cred:t that, having once established himself, 
he returned the whole amount, unsought, to the 
citizens, and it was transferred to the Fishermen's 
Widows' and Orphans' Fund. 

If my tale were to stop here it would be 
remarkable enough, as i llustrating the powers of 
human endurance ; hut this terrible experience 
would seem to have been only the beginning of 
the venturesome career of this most wonderful 
man.  

One would think that, after having been i n  
such deadly peril, escaping almost b y  a miracle, 

Blackburn, in his maimed condition, would have 
been content to live at home in quiet and ( ' ! >111-
fort for the rest of his life. But . no ; his t>scap<' 
seems only to haw fired him with a desire for 
further adventure. 

In 1 889, in a small thirty-foot sloop called 
the· Great Western, he crossed the Atlantic Ocean 
alone, sai ling from Gloucester, Mass.,  on J une 
1 7th, and arriving in Gloucester, England, on 
August 1 8th, after a voyage of sixty - two 
days. 

On October 1 8th, 1 897, in company with some 
friends, he sailed for the Klondike in t he schooner 
Hattie ]. Phillips. 

In June, 1 90 1 ,  he again crossed the Atlantic 
alone in the. twenty-fi\·e-foot sloop GrFal Republic, 
having left Gloucester, Mass. ,  on J une yth, 
arriving at Lisbon, Portugal, on July r 8th­
just thirty-nine days . 

In 1903 he made an unsuccessful attempt to 
again cross the Atlanti c  in the se\Tnteen-foot 
dory America, sai l ing from ( ;louccstcr, Mass., 
on June qth. On Sunday, J uly sth, when a 
hundred and sixty miles south-east of Cape 
Canso, Nova Scotia. his l i ttle naft was stove in 
by a heavy sea, and he abandoned the n>yage. 
was picked up, and returned to Sydney, Cape 
Breton. 

Blackburn has now settled down in c ;loucester, 
Mass., where he runs a tobacco store at 28q. 
Main Street. 

Howard Blackburn's house in Gloucester, Mass., where he now runs a tobacco store. 
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ADVENTU RES 

IN AN 
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'By JOSEPH HEIGHTON. 
Mr. W. Barbrooke Grubb. 

Mr. W. Barbrooke Grubb, the subject of this article, went to the Paraguayan Chaco twenty-five 
years ago, when the region was utterly unknown, inhabited only hy fierce tribes of treacherous 
savages who were reputed to be addicted t o  cannibalism. Everyone said i t  was equivalent to 
suicide to go there, but Mr. Grubb wen t, alone and un armed. This narrative sets forth some of the 
exciting experiences that befell this plucky pioneer i n  a land where practically every man' s  hand 

was against him. . .. r i• tantamount to committing 
suicide." That was what Govern­
ment officials, explorers, settlers, 
traders, and others in Paraguay 
told 1\Ir. W. Barbrooke Grubb, 

twenty-five years ago, when he announced his 
intention of penetrating into the unknown 
regions of the Gran Chaco alone, and living among 
the aboriginals. The Right Rev. W. H. Stirling, 
first Bishop of the Falkland Isles, wished to  
develop the work of the South American Mission­
ary Society there, and Mr. Grubb answered the 
call. 

He was only twenty-three at the time, but no 
one realized more than himself the great dangers 
of the ent<:rprise. To-day, however, he is alive 

and well, pursuing his work with the gratification 
of knowing that he has overcome perils ::md 
obstacles sufficient to daunt the bravest of 
explorers. 

So prevalent was the opinion, however, that 
he would inevitably lose his life that on three 
occasions, owing to his prolonged absence, and 
to reports from river Indians, the rumour of his 
death was readily accepted. Once it was only 
by making a forced voyage all night in a canoe 
that he was able to prevent an official announce­
ment of his decease being sent home by the 
British Consul at Asuncion. 

Before Mr. Grubb's time no white man had 
been .allowed to reside among the Lengua tribes 
of the Chaco region, which is situated in the heart 
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of South America, thirteen hundred miles from 
Buenos Aires by way of the River Plate. It 
extends along the river bank for some fourteen 
hundred miles and westward for about two 
hundred miles-an area as large as Great 
Britain. 

At various intervals travellers had sought to 
penetrate the country, and Paraguayan soldiers 
had also endeavoured to explore it, but of those 
who had entered none had been allowed to 
remain . Many were murdered by the natives ; 
some fled, escaping only with great difficulty. 

The atcitude of the 

they perpetrated the most horrible tortures on 
their captives, and enn on their relatives and 
friends, " when evil spirits walked." 

Had he met with an accident, or fallen sick 
during his solitary sojourn among the Lcnguas, 
he would in all probability have been buri('d 
alive ; for not only do they riot distinguish 
very carefully between prolonged unconscious­
ness and actual death, but among their many 
amiable customs is that of burying a person 
alive before the sun sets if there is any likeli­
hood of death occurring during the night. 

� a t u r a l l y  t h e  
witch-doctors, whom 
c h i e f s and people 
alike feared greatly, 
sought the intruder's 
d e a t h. T h e y  en­
deavoured to incite 
the people against 
him by declaring that 
h e · w a s  a g r e a t  
criminal, who had 
been cast out of his 
own tribe ; that he 
had the power of the 
Evil Eye, and was 
on the most intimate 
and friendly terms 
with the powers of 
Darkness-assertions 
w h i c h  placed Mr. 
Grubb's life in dire 
peril, for the Lcnguas 
have the g r e a t e  s t 
horror of evil spirits 
and darkness. 

L e n g u a s  towards 
white men in those 
early days is illus­
trated by the tragedy 
of a strange foreigner, 
evidently a straggler 
from some exploring 
party, who arrived 
one night at an 
Indian village. He 
was exhausted and 
hungry, his clothes 
were in tatters, and, 
approa c h i n g  c a u­
tiously, he sat down 
by one of the fires. 
The Indians spoke to 
him, but as he did 
not understand their 
language, they could 
make nothing of him .  
T h e y c o n f e r r e d  
among themselves, 
and concluded that 
the stranger could 
have no good purpose 
t h e r e, and might 
probably, if spared, 
show an attacking 
party of foreigners 
the way into their 
country. Therefore, 
without more ado, 
they dispatched him 
w i t h  t h e i r  clubs 
where he sat. 

A typical Lengua witcb-doctor-These �entry were bitter enemies to 
the missionary. 

T h e  m o s t mar­
vellous powers were 
attributed to him. 
He was supposed to 
be able to hypnotize 
men and animals ; 
t o  b r i n g  u p  t h e  
storms and south 
winds at will ; and 
to be capable of any 
amount of endurance 
.on account of the 

The very name Chaco was mentioned by many 
people whom 1\Ir. Grubb met in accents of dread 
and horror. The Lenguas were generally re­
garded as the most barbarous of the eight to  
ten million aboriginals who inhabit South 
America, and many of whom even to-day 
remain unvisited by any white man. Mr. Grubb 
knew that the Chaco Indians were trear.herous, 
vicious, and said to be given to cannibalism. 
Moreover, owing to their amazing superstitions, 

wonderful concoctions (chiefly medicine) which 
he possessed. vVhat was more dangerous still 
was the report which the witch-doctors spread 
about that he had really come to exploit the 
country of the Lenguas for timber or anything 
else of value. When Mr. Grubb's intention of 
making a cart-road from the River Paraguay 
into the interior became known to the medicine­
men, they worked steadily for three months to 
get rid of him. They would not resort to open 
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violence on account of the fear, arising from their 
extraordinary superstitions, that the white man's 
disembodied spirit might be more dangerous 
and troublesome to them than he himself was 
in the flesh. Thanks to the kindly warnings 
of one or two friendly Indians, however, Mr. 
Grubb managed to escape the snares set for him 
by the witch-doctors and to carry out his project 
of making a cart-road, without which it was 
hopeless to get material into the interior. 

The war against the witch-doctors, 
however, was not without its humour 
at times. On one occasion Mr. Grubb 
heard a great uproar in the village. 
Rushing to the scene, he found a 
woman stretched on the ground, 
throwing herself about violentlv .  Four 

men were holding her down by the limbs, 
while a wizard was bending over her, trying to 
drive out the spirits. 

He at once saw it was simply a case of hysteria. 
Bidding the witch-doctor desist from his per­
formances, and telling the people that he had a 
potent drug which would very soon restore the 
patient, ?lir. Grubb returned to his hut and 
brought back with him some strong liquid 
ammonia. When he applied a l iberal dose to 

" The wizard nearly fell down from thl! shock." 



" GRUBB OF GRAN CHACO." 

the woman's nose on a handkerchief, the effect 
was instantaneous, much to the astonishment of 
the people. 

A short time afterwards the wizard of the 
village sought him privately, and asked for some 
o f  t h e  w o n d e r f u l  
medicine. Mr.  Grubb 
gave hi m a sniff of the 
bottle with the cork 
right out, and the effect 
w a s  a l m o s t  m o r e 
marked than in the 
case of the woman. The 
wizard nearly fell down 
from the shock. l\1r. 
Grubb asked him if  he 
would like to take some 
with him. but as soon 
as he co�ld speak he 
emphatically declined. 
No doubt he ceased to 
wonder why the spirits 
I e f t  t h e  woman so 
quickly. 

of nervousness when in a tight corner. Any 
symptom of fear, however, would haw been his 
undoing. On one occasion. whrn the Indians 
were v�ry angry with him, a man actually fixed 
an arrow in his bow, and, pushing the point 

against the missionary's 
chest, threatened to 
drive it through him. 
" I  could clearly see," 
said Mr. Grubb, " that 
he was only trying to 
intimidate me, and I 
managed to burst out 
into a fit of-I must 
confess-very insincere 
and forced laughter .  
The man shrank back 
surpriscd,and, following 
up my advantage, I 
abused him heartily 
a n d  t o o k the first 
opportunity to go off 
with assumed disdain, 
but really to avoid 
further danger." Equally amusing was 

an incident which arose 
out of Mr. Grubb's 
fight against strong 
drink. The difficulties 
he was faced with in 
regard to this evil will 
be obvious when it is 
e x  p 1 a i n e d  that the 
feast days of the 
Lenguas generally con­
sisted of prolonged 
drunken orgies lasting 

Holding up fire to the sun to induce it to shine-This custom 
is probably a relic of the old Inca sun•l-'rorship. 

It was very ticklish 
\vork in those early 
clays, and had it not 
h c e n  f o r  t h e  high­
handed methods l\Tr. 
G r u b b adopted he 
would never have suc­
ceeded i n  overcoming 
the hostility of the 
natives, let alone have 
g a i n e d  a h e a r i n g  
among them. He had 

for three or four days, when vast quantities of 
various intoxicating liquors made by the Chaco 
tribes were consumed. That they preferred 
these to foreign l iquors is evident from the 
remark made by an old chief living near the 
H.iver Paraguay, who had given way very greatly 
to the rum craving. One day he carne into l\lr. 
Grubb's hut and asked the missionary how he 
was. l\lr. Grubb replied that he was suffering 
from a very severe headache. 

" Ah," said the old chief, sagely, " I  told you 
tnat Paraguayan rum was no good, but you 
won't drink our stuff." 

From the moment he set foot in Chaco Mr. 
Grubb declared open war against the witch­
doctors, and treated their boasted powers with 
contempt, although he was alone and unarmed. 
He made up his mind that to have begun his 
work under armed protection would only have 
incensed the Indians against him, and that if 
possible he must never show fear, although it 
was sometimes very difficult not to betray signs 

Vol. xxxv.-15. 

the greatest difficulty on his first journey into 
the interior in obtaining guides, and even the 
five he ultimately secured deserted him as they 
drew near the village of Kilmesakthlapomap 
(" the place of burnt pigs ").  

Apparently they were afraid of the reception 
they would meet with for bringing a strange 
foreigner into the place. l\lr. Grubb, however, 
determined to go on, and his sudden arrival alone 
in the village filled the natives with astonishment. 
In spite of their threatening attitude, Mr. Grubb 
determined to take a firm stand, and, beckoning 
to a young Indian standing by, he ordered him to 
take his horse to water. Then, his vocabulary 
being somewhat limited, he made signs to a 
woman that he would camp under a shady tree 
near by, and, pointing to a fire, told her to take 
it and place it there for his convenience. 

Beating off the village dogs with his whip, he 
proceeded to select a piece of pumpkin here and 
a few potatoes there, which he gave to another 
Indian and signed to him to put under the tree. 
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Then he called one of the boys and sent him off 
with his kettle to a swamp for water, and after 
the arrang-ements for his  comfort were com­
plete pro('eedcd to rest himself in full view of 
the village. lt was a daring attitude to adopt, 
but :1\l r. Grubb knew that his safety depended 
upon his showing absolute fearlessness, and 
making the Indians obey him. To threaten 
them or to have displayed arms would un­
doubtedly have resulted in his death, for the 
Indians did not want him. They were suspicious 
of him and fully realized that he was only one 

rifle his belongings, in order to see what attitude 
he would take. .\-l r. Grubb, howeYer, circum­
vented them hy sl('cping on t he top of most of 
his baggage. When they thought he was asleep, 
dark figures stealthi ly moved around, fumbling 
at his baggage and endeavouring to purloin his 
belongings. They disappeared precipitately, how­
ever, when he suddenly jumped up and shouted 
at them, and, although he spent an anxious and 
watchful night, no more marauders appeared.  

A further illustration of 1\'Ir. Grubb's deter­
mination to pro\·e the white man 's superiority, 

although the experiment was attended 
with great risk, is  affm:ded by an 
incident which occurred eady in 1 89 1 ,  
when a quantity of goods were stolen 
from a certain store. Mr.  Grubb 
announced his intention of following 
up the thie ves, although he w.:s 

" Pushing the point against the missionary's cht:sl, he threatened to drive it  through bim." 

among many. And, although his air of authority 
puzzled them and made them obey him, they 
determined to test him that night. 

Arrant thieves, they made up their minds to 

warned that the natives were in a dangerous 
mood. He knew, however, that if they were 
not made to give up the loot, they would regard 
him with little fear or respect. Ultimately, after 
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a journey of about twenty miles, he found the 
culprits at a place called Neantamama. Defiant 
and insolent. they refused to give up the goods, 
and when he told them that they would be 
regarded as " thieves and sneaking foxes " all 
along the River Paraguay they got angry and 
threatened to kill him. Eventually Mr. Grubb, 
after a prolonged palaver, won oYer one of the 
chiefs to his side, and ultimately it was arranged 
that the Indians should repay the value of what 
they had stolen in skins and feathers. These 
were procured in a few days, and Mr. Grubb 
was able to return them to the store as 
compensation for the theft . 

The pilfering habits of the nati \·es were a great 
source of trouble to :.\fr. Grubb, and eYen after 
he had established himself at :t\eantamama, he 
suffered badly from their depredations. One 
night he was awakened by a rustling noise outside 
his hut. At first he thought it was a dog, but 
the careful way in which the grass at the foot of 
the wall was being torn out finally convinced him 
that it was a man. Presently a dark, shaggy 
head wormed its way through the wall. Gently 
loosening the folds of his mosquito-net from 
beneath his sheepskin bed, which stood within 
a few feet of the wall, Mr. Grubb shot out his 
hand, caught a firm hold on the intruder's back 
hair, and pinned his face to the ground. 

It was a most ludicrous sight to see the native, 
thus caught in a trap, lying on his stomach, his 
face wedged downwards, and his legs on the 
other side of the wall of the hut . When l\lr. 
Grubb inquired who he was he discovered from 
the muffled sounds that it was a man named 
" Alligator Stomach."  When asked what he 
was doing, he coolly said that he had heard dogs 
ncar the hut, and, fearing for the safety of Mr. 
Grubb's meat, had simply come to driYe them 
out ! From which it  will be gathered that the 
Lengua is as ingenious with his excuses as he 
is wily in his belmYiour. 

A greater peril threatened, however, when l\Ir. 
Grubb endeavoured to interfere with the Lenguas' 
horrible practices of infanticide and burying alive. 
The custom of centuries has led the Lenguas to 
kill half their children at birth, and in  particular 
to destroy all twins. There is a certain logical 
reason for doing this. The Indians lead a nomadic 
l i fe, and they argue that their comfort and liveli­
hood depend upon there not being too many 
of them. At one time more than half the infant 
children of the different tribes were destroyed 
at birth, the Indians hoping by thus restricting 
the population to always secure a plentiful supply 
of food. Seldom more than two children were 
reared in any one family, and so many female 
children were put to death that sufficient did 
not remain to provide wi \·es for the men, and 

many of these m consequence had to remain 
unmarried. 

The first child in a family, if a girl, was in­
variably put to death, and the infant child of a 
mother who died was always buried in the grave, 
alive or dead, with the deceased mother. 

There are other superstitious reasons which 
cause infanticide to be largely practised among 
the Lenguas. If the child is of dark skin at 
the time of its birth it is regarded as unlucky­
a potent reason for putting it to death-while 
twins are always destroyed at birth, as being 
less likely to grow up strong and robust than 
single children. Mr. Grubb relates how one 
Indian woman, . now a Christian, gave birth to 
twins some nine years ago. The greatest pre­
cautions had to be taken lest the grandmother 
should murder the children, as she certainly 
would han! done if a suitable opportunity had 
presented itself. 

These details will enable readers to understand 
the great danger which :\lr. Grubb ran when he 
determined, while at a certain village, to save the 
life of a three-months-old child, whose mother 
had died during a severe epidemic of influenza. 
No sooner had the breath left the woman's body 
than the husband and another man appeared 
before l\lr. Grubb, who had in the meantime 
taken possession of the child, and demanded that 
it should be placed a!i\·e, according to their 
custom, in the gnwe of its mother. 

The missionary refused to give up the child 
for such a horrible purpose, and other men arriv­
ing to inquire the reason of the delay, the natives 
became angry at his opposition and assumed a 
very threatening attitude. After much argu­
ment and pleading., however, M.r. Grubb, mainly 
owing to one of the young chiefs taking his part. 
was allowed to keep the child, only to be met with 
fierce abuse from the women when he endeavoured 
to find a nurse for the youngster. Even the 
child's sister, a girl of about eighteen, not only 
refused all help, but was more abusive than thl! 
rest. 

When Mr. Grubb called to some of the people 
to assist him in catching a goat, in order that 
he might get some milk for the child, they not 
only flatly refused, and forbade him to get the 
milk himself, but drove him from the village with 
the child, saying that as the ghost of the mother 
would shortly arrive, looking for her baby, 
and he had been mad enough to run such risks, 
he must take them alone. The consequence was 
that he was obliged to camp right away from the 
village with the baby. 

For ten days, 1\fr. Grubb confesses, he lived 
through a terrible period of anxiety and constant 
dread. His main idea was to reach the River 
Paraguay, about a hundred miles off ; but the 
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Indians absolutely refused to act as guides, and 
1\'lr. Grubb knew it was hopdess to endeavour to 
penetrate the forests alone, for it was the easiest 
thing to lose oneself in their 
trackless wilds. What made 
matters worse was his great diffi­
culty in feeding the child.  
Picture to yourselves a bachelor, 
burdened with a three-months­
old baby, among hostile savages. 
He was reduced to such straits 
that he had to resort to theft, 
and, watching his opportunity, 
steal every egg he could find . 

On several occasions l\1 r .  
Grubb was fortunate enough to 
waylay a goat wandering some 
distance from the Yillage, and 
thus secure a little mille 

Grubb, who had hoped, had the child lived, that 
she might have saved others from the fate which 
she so narrowly escaped. The worst feature of 

the incident, however, was that 
when the Indians heard of the 
death they became more than 
ever convinced theirs was the 
best and only method of disposing 
of such motherless children. 

For some time after this 
exciting episode IIIr. Grubb, OJ, 
to give him the nati,·e name by 
which he is  known in the Chaco, 
" Yiphenabanyetik," s t e a d i l y  
pursued his work without any 
great dangers arising, and such 
good progress did he make that 
he felt i n  r8g6 that he could 
take a holiday and leave on 
his first furlough to England. 
Strangely enough, it  was this 
visit which Jed to what is  per­
haps his most terrible experience. 

Before leaving for Engbnd 
Mr. Grubb placed certain matters 
in charge of an Indian named 
Poit, a highly i n  t e I I  e ct u a I 

Eventually, howe,·er, fi,·e of 
the natives, including the father 
of the child, seeing how deter­
mined Mr. Grubb was to carry 
out his purpose, agreed to ac­
company him to the ri ,·er ; but 
:\lr. Grubb fearrd trickery and 
treachery, and it was with the 
utmost relief that. after sc ,·era l 
davs and ni!.!hts i t{ the forest, he 
wa's able to

' 
hand over the child 

Poit, the I n dian who al tempted Mr. Lengua, whom he had every 
Grubb's life-He

de
::;h� with • terrible reason to believe was faithful 

to the wife of a missionary resident in ( 'oncepc ion .  
The sequel, however, was a sud and unfortunate 

one, for six months later the child died. This 
in itself was a source of much grief for Mr. 

to him. He also left i n  Poit's 
charge certain cattle for victualling and pro­
viding for a certain mission station which, on 
his return to the Chaco, Mr. Grubb hoped to 
establish firmly in a new district. Apparently, 

A party of Lenguas in their dug.out canoe. 
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however, Poit, like many of the other Indians, 
thought that .Mr. Grubb would never return, 
and that he was leaving them because his 
health had broken down _and he could not 
carry on the work any longer. 

The consequence was that Poit appropriated 
the cattle and disposed of them to his own per­
sonal advantage. Naturally, therefore, he was 
very much alarmed when, months later, Mr. 
Grubb returned. The first intimation 1\[r. Grubb 
had of Poit's dishonesty was when some of the 
natives of the district which he had told Poit 
to visit with the cattle came to him and asked 
when he was going to begin work among them. 
Other thefts having occurred, notably in regard 
to a couple of guns, Mr. Grubb determined that 
the matter must be cleared up without delay, 
for the Indians seemed very unsettled and 
restless. 

Accordingly he set off for the interior with six 
guides, Poit acting as headman. All went well 
for a day or two, and then Mr. Grubb, going on 
ahead with l'oit, noticed that the other Indians 
were not in sight. He did not, however, pay 
much attention to the matter, thinking that they 
lagged behind gathering wild fruit ; and when 
he questioned Poit about them the latter said 
that one of the men had run a long thorn 
into his foot and consequently was unable to 
walk. He added that the others were trying 
to e�tract it, and would overtake them by the 
e vemng. 

1\Tr. Grubb afterwards discovered that the 
treacherous Poit had sent the Indians back with 
strict orders to return to the village they had 
come from, and there to await " Yiphenaban­
yetik's " return, which might not be for some 
weeks. Suspecting nothing, although he came 
to the conclusion that the other men had 
deserted him, Mr.  Grubb went on. His plight 
was a precarious one, on account of the fact that 
the deserting Indians had gone off with all his 
provisions and kit. The only clothes he had 
were those he stood up i n-a thin cotton shirt 
and cotton trousers, a hat, no socks, and only a 
pair of rather worn alpergatas (canvas slippers 
with rope soles). 

from another village, however, Mr. Grubb 
managed to get six more Indian guides and 
provisions ; but again the wily, treacherous Poit 
contrived to get rid of them by suggesting they 
should be sent on to the Toothli, the tribe for 
which he was making, to prepare for his arrival. 
Mr. Grubb fell in with the suggestion, and also 
agreed that Poit, who was armed only with 
pointed, wooden barbed arrows and a club, should 
obtain some iron-headed arrows, as jaguars were 
reported i n  the neighbourhood . Proceeding on 
the journey, Poit, who was now acting as guide, 

confessed after a time that he was uncertain about 
the track, and ultimately they came to a dead 
stop at a point in the forest where the bush 
seemed impenetrable. 

They were in a small clearing, not larger than 
a moderate-sized room, with dense undergrowth 
all around, and Mr. Grubb saw that they could 
not proceed unless they cut their way through 
the bush. 

" I was bending down," says Mr. Grubb, " try­
ing to clear a way, when suddenly I felt a sharp 
blow on my back, just below the right shoulder­
blade, close to the spine. I rose up and saw Poit 
about four or five paces off, with a look of horror 
on his face. My first thought was of a jaguar 
-that Poit had shot at one, and in his excite­
ment hit me instead. 1 told him to come to my 
assistance, but he cried out : ' Oh, Mr. Grubb ! 
Oh, Mr. Grubb ! ' (a most unusual expression, 
the Indians always addressing me by my Indian 
name, Yiphenabanyetik). Then, with a sharp 
cry of pain and terror, ' Al�-kai ! Ak-kai I '  
he rushed off towards the river and was lost to 
sight." 

With blood spurtingfrom his back and pouring 
from his mouth Mr. Grubb-who says that the 
shock seemed to have made him particularly 
clear-headed and fully alive to Poit's treachery­
made for the river to refresh himself by plunging 
into the water, as he feared he might faint. The 
water revived him somewhat, and he then pro­
ceeded to extract the arrow-a most difficult 
and painful operation, owing to its awkward 
position. Only by working it backwards and 
forwards, up and down, was he able to pull it 
out. Luckily, having entered perpendicularly 
and in an oblique direction, it had met with the 
resistance of the ribs. Had it entered horizon­
tally, the injury to· the lungs would have been 
far more serious. 

As it  was, Mr. Grubb was in such an exhausted 
condition that while attempting to cross the river 
he nearly sank in mid-stream and was forced to 
climb the opposite bank on all fours. " I felt 
convinced," he says, " from what little medical 
knowledge I possessed, that I could not live 
much longer than an hour, if so long. My 
great desire, therefore, was, if  possible, to reach 
the beaten track before I died, so that some pass­
ing Indian might discover my body and that the 
fact and manner of my death might through him . 
reach my friends." 

Mr. Grubb lay down under a tree to die, placing 
the arrow beside him to tell the tale. To his 
great joy, however, he saw an Indian approaching. 
The native was horrified to find him in such a 
condition. Mr. Grubb was only able to tell the 
native that Poit had shot him, being too weak to 
give any further details, and the native thereupon 
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" I rose up and saw Po it about four or five paces off, with a look of horror on h1s face." 
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assisted him with tender care towards a village 
which was close by. 

The natives were grief-stricken at the fate which 
had befallen their friend, for his condition was 
such that they were convinced he was about to 
die. They selected a site for his last resting­
place under a shady tree, and said that they hoped 
that when dead Mr. Grubb would bear them no 
i l l  will. It was this conviction on the part of 
the natives that he was sure to die that filled 
Mr. Grubb with terror, for he knew that rather 
than allow him to die during the night, when his 
ghost would assuredly haunt them, they would 
bury him alive before sunset. It was, indeed, 
only by constant efforts of will that Mr. Grubb 
prevented himself from swooning. 

Gradually, howev<:r, the missionary got back a 
little strength. He dispatched a native runner 
to the nearest mission station, nearly a hundred 
miles away, and, thanks to the loyalty of the 
Lenguas, the message for assistance was hurried 
forward by relays of runners from village to 
village and soon reached the mission. In the 
meantime, Mr. Grubb determined to proceed 
towards the mission station. It was a stupen­
dous undertaking for a man in his condition, but 
he knew that if he could once cover seventy miles 
of country he would then be within the actual 
sphere of the mission's influence, and could feel 
comparatively safe. 

Staggering, stumbling, and at times crawling, 
with the blood pouring from the wound owing to 
the exertion, Mr. Grubb, with the assistance of 
the friendly Lenguas, slowly made his way to­
wards safety. All the time, however, he feared 
treachery on the part of the relatives of Poit, 
who, he thought-quite unjustifiably, as it turned 
out-were likely to kill him in order to hide the 
evidences of their kinsman's crime. To his great 
relief he ultimately met two members of the 
mission party who were riding to find him. By 
this time he was so weak that he had to be held 
on a horse and plied constantly with stimulants, 
and it was only with the help of brandy and 
strong ammonia that his friends were able to get 
him along . 

. The natives, indeed, doubted his identity, and 
thgught it was the ghost of Mr. Grubb and not 
himself which was making such a strenuous effort 
to reach the mission station, where he ultimately 
arrived, having in eight days covered a hundred 
and ten miles from the scene of Poit's attack. 
Even then, howe;ver, his troubles were not at an 
end, for the nearest medical aid was four hundred 
miles away at Asuncion; where Mr. Grubb was 

taken, afterwards journeying another nine hun­
dred miles down-river to Buenos Aires, where he 
was operated on by Dr. O'Connor, the eminent 
surgeon, who was so amazed at Mr. Grubb's 
recovery that he gave him a letter of introduction 
to Sir Frederick Treves, saying : " Put your 
surgical ear to his chest." The letter, however, 
was never presented, as Mr. Grubb returned 
immediately to the Chaco to continue his work, 
although strongly advised not to do so. He had 
noticed, however, that the attack on himself had 
made a great i mpression on the natives, although 
they were very sceptical of him, and frequently 
came up to him and touched him to see if he was 
real flesh and blood. There is no doubt in Mr. 
Grubb's mind that his miraculous escape gave a 
great impetus to · his work, and that it really 
laid the foundation of the Lcngua Indian 
Church. 

Why Poit did not stay to make sure of his 
victim after displaying such cunning in luring 
him to that isolated spot it is difficult to under­
stand. Mr. Grubb's opinion, however, based on 
what he afterwards heard from other Indians, 
is that Poit was not only very frightened at the 
time, and overcome by horror at the deed ' he had 
committed, but that some supernatural fear 
impelled him to instant flight. 

Poit's fate was terrible. The Indians came to 
the unanimous decision that he must die, although 
there is no record within the memory of any 
inhabitant of the region telling of an Indian being 
slain by his own tribesmen for the murder of a 
white man, far less for an attempted murder. 
Poit was captured, and after a primitive trial 
told that he must die. A pyre was prepared near 
him, after which he was made drunk in accord­
ance with the Lengua execution custom. Then the 
two chosen executioners smote him on the head 
with a machete, a long cleaver knife, and stabbed 
him repeatedly. His body was then placed upon 
the pyre and burnt to ashes, which were scattered 
to the winds. The same fate might have been 
meted out to all the members of Poit's family 
had it not been for the successful pleading of 
the missionary, the man who escaped death 
only by a miracle . 

In- conclusion, I should like to say that for the 
information contained in this article, and the 
pictures which illustrate it, I am indebted to the 
assistance of the Rev. G. 0. Morgan-Smith, M.A., 
Organizing Secretary of the London Diocese, 
South American Missionary Society, and to l\Ir. 
Barbrooke Grubb's  reminiscences, published by 
Messrs. Seeley, Service, and Co., Ltd., London. 



DECIDED to spend my leave in 
Lahoul because I wanted to see 
and shoot ibex, which I had never 
done before ; and Lahoul.  I decided, 
was the nearest place for the purpose. 

Beside the attraction of the i bex, there was the 
prospect of seein[! new lands and people, and of 
getting into touch, though at a distance, with 
mysterious Tibet.  

Within nine clays of leaving Dalhousie you 
have left a grectt barrier of snow mountains behind 
you, and arc in the midst of a people different 
in features and in customs from any you have 
seen before ; they. talk Tibetan and look 
Tibetan, but are nc\·ertheless British subjects. 
You find English garden flowers, fruit, and 
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Indian .f/rmy. 

A breezy account of a tdp into Lahoul, on t h e  
borders of Tibet,  after ibex and red b e a r .  T h e  
s p o r t  was good, a n d  the author managed to · see 
the h u morous sides of t h e  m i shaps that befell h i s  

little party. 

vegetables growing wild ; and you sec v/lcl 
goats, of the size of Shetland ponies, with three­
foot horns, browsing on the hill-sides. As to 
the cost, fi fty pounds should cover everything 
for a two months' trip. 

Lahoul is a district in British territory, and is 
bounded by Zalkar on the north, Rukshu and 
part of Kashmir on the east, Kulu on the south, 
and Chamba on the west. There are two main 
approaches to the country-via the Roting-la 
Pass out of Kulu, and the Kugti Pass out of 
Chamba ; and I was confronted with the 
difficulty of making a choice between them. 
Later in the year the Kugti Pass would usually 
be chosen, being the quickest route ; but I 
intended crossing before either pass was officially 
open, as my object was to arrive in Lahoul while 
the snow-line-and with it the i be x-was still 
low down i n  the nullahs. I knew that if  we 
Y>aited till the passes were sufficiently clear of 
snow to be declared open the ibex would all have 

The first view of the Himalayan snows from Dalhousie. 



I N  LAHOUL. 
I L L U ST R AT E D  BY F. B U C H A N A N ,  A N D  

FROM PHOTOGRAPHS. 

retired to the highest peaks, and would be very 
hard to find. The Roting-la is not a very high 
pass-onl y  twelve thousand odd feet-but it has 
the reputation of being dangerous in spring ; it 
is a long pass, and sudden storms are liable to 
get up and overwhelm you before you can get 
over or back the way you came. Kot very long 
ago a caravan of sixty .men from Kulu was 
caught in a blizzard on this pass, and not a 
solitarv man lived to tell the tale. On the other 
hand, the Kugti Pass was said to be easy, though 
it had the disadvantage of being high, and 
consequently very cold. The disadvantage was 
particularly pronounced at our visit on account of 
the extraordinarily 
severe winter they 
had in the hills i n  
the beginning o f  
1 9 1 4 .  A t  Kycling, 
in Lahoul, at a 
height of only ten 
thousand feet, over 
eighteen f e e t of 
snow was regis­
tered, as against 
t w e 1 v e feet the 
year before. 

A Visit to the Maha­
rajah. 

with his usual generosity, he did his best for 
me by giving me one of his preserved nullahs, 

near the foot of 
the pass, to camp 
in ; and he said I 
m i g h t pass the 
time by g o  i n  g 
after black bear, 
although I had 
not got a licence 
for Chamba. later 
the same evening, 
when I went to 
the club, I received 
even more alarm­
ing reports. I was 
assured that June 
1st was an early 
estimate, and that 
after such a severe 
winter June 1 5th 
was n e a r e r  the 
mark. 

As the route to 
the Kugti Pass lay 
through Chamba 
State, which I had 
shot in twice be­
fore, I decided to 
enter Lahoul from 
that side ; a n  d 
oq April 2oth I 
arrived in Chamba 
Town. I cannot 
say I got much 
e n c o u r a g ement 
there. W h e n  I 
called on the Maha­
rajah he told me 
at once that he 
could offer no hope 
of my getting over 
the pass b e f o r e 
J u n e  1st ; but, A typical • ·  black bear " nullab in Cbamba. 

T h e following 
day I started ofi 
in a state of acute 
melancholia. My 
one ray of hope 
was that I was 
not dependent on 
" stage coolies," 
who I knew would 
refuse to attempt 
the pass ; I had 
six sturdy ruffians 
of my own, en­
gaged for the whole 
trip, and I only 
wanted two more 
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to enable me to go over with a minimum uf 
kit - leaving. tents, bed, chair, and so on, in 
Chamba. 

The weather was perfect, and, after waiting 
u day or two in my nullah without seeing a black 
bear, I decided to have a go at the pass. We 
reduced the loads to eight, and, leaving four in  
Chamba at  the last post-office, I started of1. 
En route I had to pass through the village of one 
of my previous shikarees, who had retired from 
active work, and I pinned my faith on this man 
finding me two more coolies-and he did. On� 
was his own brother, and the other the most 
valuable of the lot, as I disconred that evening. 
I had presumed, from the amount they had to 
say on the subject, that both my shikarees had 
made a regular habit of crossing this pass. 
Possibly for the same reason they presumed the · 
same of me. Anyway, we started off gaily 
enough, without even knowing the way there ; 
and the man my old shikaree had supplied was 
the only one of the party who had ever been 
over before ! At that point his value ceased. 

\Ve reached Kugti village late in the evening 
of May 2nd, and got a chilly reception. The 
first natives I met said good evening and asked, 
" Are you coming to shoot here ? " I replied 
that I was not ; I was going to I.ahoul. As one 

man.. they turned on their heels, snorted l0udly, 
and went off, saying over their shoulders tnat so 
far as they and their friends were concerned I­
could whistle for coolies-they wouldn't go for a 
thousand rupees apiece ! The pass was fifty 
feet deep in snow, they added, and they'd bet a 
fiver to a rusty nail we should all die. Of course, 
these were not their actual words ; but they 
convey their meaning. I felt annoyed ; but, 
realizing that I might fail to get over the pass, 
and even need help, I thought it wise not to stir 
up a hornet's nest behind me. So I contented 
myself with telling them they were a weaK­
kneed lot of old women, and could s�ay at home 
and nurse the baby ; and, further, that I had 
too much respect for my life to risK it in their 
hands. Finding that I had coolies of my own, 
they retired crestfallen. 

I gave the order to march at five 
The next morning, and at that hour 

Reluctant all seemed ready-but where was 
Guide. our guide ? He was reported 

missing. Half an hour later he 
was dragged up in the last state of terror, in 
spite of the fact (which announced itself) that he 
had been fortifying himself, even at that early 
hour, with native gin, a poisonous beverage of 
which he was very fond ; and which, I am sorry 

Chamba Town, which the Author visited. 
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to say, eventually killed him. Unfortu­
nately for me, he had friends in the 
village, with whom he had stayed the 
night, and they had been getting at him. 
He flatly refused to move a yard. " My 
good sir," he said, " there's fifty feet 
of snow on the pass, and we shall all 
die." I told him not to be an ass, but 
to take up his load and walk. 

But not he ; and much against my 
wish I was compelled to " hearten " him 
(as I belie,:e they say in Ireland), his 
own stick coming in very useful for the 
purpose. He seemed visibly impressed, 
but just then, unfortunately, the mem­
bers of his house-party turned out with 
sticks on the terraced fields above, and 
he had a relapse. This would never do, 
for his presence with my party was as 
vitally important as the criminal's at an 
execution. So I had recourse to threats. 
I swore by all the gods he had ever 
heard of that he should · go to Lahoul. 
I could not make him carry a load, but 
I told him that as soon as we were out 
of sight of the village I would light a 
fire, put a ring through his nose, and 
lead him over the pass like a perform­
ing bear ; I added that he'd get no 
pay ! This convinced him, and the 
house - party dispersed ; I had never 
expected them to get beyond the de­
monstration stage. 

That night we camped at thirteen 
thousand feet in a great tract on a steep 
cliff-side from which the snow had slid 
off. During the past day or two nasty­
looking clouds had gathered every after­
noon, but cleared away at sunset ; and 
they did the same that evening. There 
was a glorious sunset, and the pass, 
now straight above us, looked as if it 
could be reached in half an hour's brisk 
walking. The absolute stillness was 
uncanny. J:here was not a breath of 
wind, it was bitterly cold, and all 
around us lay an expanse of smooth 
snow, unbroken except where a large boulder 
or sheer cliff had been left bare. Vegetation 
there was none of any sort ; only bare rock 
and snow. I gave the men half a bottle 
of whisky to warm them up, and turned in 
early, full of hope and army rations - both 
excellent thmgs cO help one over a high pass. 
Reveille was to be at three-thirty next morning, 
and I must have been asleep by eight o'clock, 
for the last thing I remember was seeing the 
nearly full moon rise in a cloudless sky. At 
2 a.m. I awoke to find snow on my face, a 

A Chamba woman with a load of firewood. 

howling gale, and thunder and lightning. Thank­
ing Heaven that I was not a coolie, I crept into 
the black depths of my sleeping-bag. In the 
morning it was still snowing, and it did not stop 
till noon. We presented a pitiful appearance­
covered in snow, all very cold and miserable, 
and our stock of firewood rapidly diminishing. 
However, the sun came out and we cheered up 
a bit. I decided to stay one more night and 
then, if it snowed again, to go back and hunt 
caterpillars instead of ibex. During the after­
noon the shikarees and I reconnoitred towards the 
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Two of the Author's coo1it:s f1·om Kugti village, 

pass and found a nice easy slope up to 
within the last two thousand feet. After 
that it looked very steep, and it turned out 
to be really steeper than it looked. 

At four-thirty next morning we made a 
mo,·e, in a perfectly dear sky with not 
a breath of wind. The snow was frozen 
hard as stone, and the going was perfect. 
I had a large pocket thermometer and 
aneroid barometer, and the temperature was 
eighteen degrees Fahrenheit. At 7 .30 a.m. 
we reached t he steep bit, and I thought 
that another hour would see us at the 
top ; hut I was too optimistic, for I soon 
realized that the wall of ice in front of us 
gave no hold to my nailed boots, or to the 
• ·oolie's grass shoes, and every step of that 
last two thousand feet had to be cut with 
an ice-axe. This job fell to me, as I was 
the only one of the party without a load ; 
hut I was glad of it, as I was perishing with 
L'old and thl' hard work made me warm . 
The air was so thin that at every ten 

steps one had to halt for breath. 
Three and a half hours it took to 
do that last bit ; and at eleven 
o'clock we got our first view of 
Lahoul and the sun. We lay and 
panted in the warm sunshine for 
a few minutes, and then began 
to think of getting down the other 
side. 

The first obstacle was a biZ, or 
cornice of snow, overhanging the 
top. The pass itself was only six 
feet long-practically a knife-edge 
between the great nullahs. One 
man was lowered by a rope over 
the edge with the axe ; and in about 
twenty minutes he had cut a way 
through the ice . The second shikaree 
then led the way. With a last 
prayer to the Debi or cairn of 
stones (decorated with little rusty 
tridents in honour of the goddess 
Kali), he sat himself in the breach 
and in thirty seconds had covered 
identically the same amount of 
ground as it had taken three and 
a half hours to climb up. It was 
the fastest thing in glissading I 
have ever seen, and beat " skeleton 
running " i n  Switzerland anyhow. 

' ' Much against my wish I was compelled to ' hearten ' him, his own 
stick coming in very useful for tbe purpose. • •  



SIX WEEKS IN LAHOUL. 237 

Trouser­
Seat 

One great difference was that, in 
place of toboggans, we had only 
the seats of our trousers. I went 

Tobogganing. second, and for a novice I con-
sider I put up quite a creditable 

performance. I certainly turned turtle half-way 
down and finished up backwards, but my pipe 
was still alight when I got to 
the bottom. ThiF fact greatly 
impressed the shikaree, so I did 
not think it necessary to ex­
plain that I had no idea when 
I started that I was smoking. 
Nor did I show him two 
ominous teeth - marks in the 
stem which looked as if some­
one had been holding on like 
grim death. My bearer came 
third. He is the biggest sports­
man I know, a small, weedy 
creature with the heart of a 
lion. He started well enough 
-couldn't help it-but he soon 
capsized. He gyrated once or 
twice and then suddenly rose 
to his feet with his arms waving. 
Once again he capsized, and 
finished the journey on his 
head, with his legs waving ! I 
laughed so much that I didn't 
realize the pace he had got up 
till I felt myself swept off my 
legs and carried on with him 
down the slope. When he 
finally came to a halt we scraped the snow off 
him, and found him none the worse, though 
rather undressed. On the way down he had 
shed his pugaree, goggles, scarf, haversack, water­
bottle, khud-stick, puttees, and shoes-every­
thing, in fact, that was not either stitched or 
buttoned on to him.  Then followed good, bad. 
and indifferent performances by the other 
members of the party, who first pushed their 
loads down and then followed themselves. 
Butcha, the one-eyed dog. made a good trip in  
the arms of  the other shikaree for the first half, 
and on his own legs for the second. Two weak 
spirits, including our noble guide, showed signs 
of preferring to stay on the pass. They waited 
till we started moving off, and then crept 
gingerly down on all-fours. After that we had 
ten miles of hard going in soft snow and arrived, 
tired and exhausted, at J obring, the first village 
in Lahoul, after twenty-eight hours in the snow. 
We all showed signs of wear and tear. The 
reflected glare of the snow was terrible ; my face 
was black and blistered, and took weeks to 
recover. Two of the coolies were snow-blind, 
in spite of my having provided them all with 

..  I felt myself swept off 
my legs and carried on 
with h i m  d o w n  t h e  

slope. ' '  

blue goggles, but 
they w e  r e n o t 
severe cases, and 
w e r e practically 
all right in a couple 
of days. 

The inhabitants 
were very much 
surprised to see us 
so early ; and it 

transpired eventually that we were the 
first over the pass by three weeks. The 

people of J obring were ugly, Yery dirty, but 
cheerful and friendly. Both men and women 
wear trousers, and apparently have peculiar ideas 
about personal cleanliness. From my own 
observations the men appear to wash once or 
twice in the summer i f  it is warm enough ; the 
women, I should say, never. \Ve halted a day 
at J obring to reco,·er our breath. The aneroid, 
too, had felt the strain of our glissade from the 
pass, because, although it registered seventeen 
thousand four hundred feet at the top, it stuck 
there for the rest of the day. By next morning 
it had got back to ten thousand all right. 

Our next trouble was the jula, or rope bridge, 
across the Chandra River, which at this point 
narrowed into a rushing torrent about a hundred 
and fifty feet broad. The bridge was in a 
shocking state of disrepair ; there were gaps of 
about ten feet in places, especially near the 
middle, which was only a few feet above the 
water. To enliven the crossing-and keep the 
sides of the bridge apart-the villagers had fixed 
up a hurdle which took a bit of negotiating. We 
all arrived safely on the far side, and, having 
seen us across, the headman of the village 
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departed, after guaranteeing a new bridge 
within ten days uPder pain of death .  Butcha 
cro�scd in a basket, firmly tied down with string 
and protesting loudly. \\'e arrived at our destina­
tion at sunset. As the weather was threatening, 
and I had no tent, I decided to take shelter, and 
rented for a few annas the outside room of a 
large house. The Lahoul houses all have this 
outside room, which is  clean and open to the air 
on one �ide, with a veranda. This forms their 
living room in summer ; but in wint�r they live 
in the catacombs within. I could not summon 
up courage to visit one of them ; but they 
suggested Dante's ' ·  Inferno." There i s  no light 
except that which manages to defeat the smoke 
pouring out of a small hole in the roof, and the 
air you could cut with a knife. )fy landlord and 
his family took a great interest in me, especially 
when I was washing or having dinner. I found 
this mth(�,r embarra�sing at first, but got used to 
it before I left Lahoul.  In the middle of my first 
night there I was alarmed by finding my legs 
suddenly pinned to the floor by something large, 
heavy, and black ; but on striking a match I 
found it was only a yak calf that had got tired 
of standing out in the snow, 
and had found what he 
thought was the very place 
for him. I undecei,·ed him. 
and sent him about his busi� 

ness. The cattle in Lahoul 
arc all hal f-bred yaks . except 
for one or two pure - bred 
yaks in C\-ery village. They 
arc fine, fat beasts compared 
to the wretched bags of skin 
and bone that do dutv for 
cattle in Chamba, and 

·
ha,·e 

long, black, shaggy coats and 
a bushy tail like that of a 
horse. 

·They are very tough 
and hardy, and are sent out 
in the morning to dig for 
their own grass as best they 
can b e n e a t h  the snow. 
Se,·eral, I know, spent their 
nights standing i n  the open 
in the dri,·ing snow. Later 
in the year, when the ploughing is 
oYer, a herd is turned loose on the 
mountain-side, and left for weeks 
on end to look after itself. 

For four days it snowed da y  and 
night, and I got no shooting. A 
pack of six or se\·cn grey Tibetan 
wolves had taken up their quarters 
near the village, and were doing 
great damage among the flocks of 
sheep and goats. En:ry night one 

or two came close down to the village ; but I 
got only one shot, and it was too dark to aim 
properly and I missed . I was sorry, for their 
coats make a fine trophy. They run as big as 
six feet, are grey on top, and pure white below. 

One afternoon I was awakened 
An Amateur from a nar--I had little else to 

Medicine do but eat, sleep, and read-by 
Man. most hideous groans and yells. 

I bore it for a time, and then got 
alarmed and sent someone to find out what it 
was. I had visions of human sacrifices in my 
honour, or something of that sort. It  turhed 
out that one of my unfortunate coolies had got 
a bad toothache, and, having nothing better to 
do, his friends had borrowed a pair of two-foot 
pincers from the village blacksmith and were 
trying to extract the offending molar, but with 
no success. I put a stop to the operation, and 
gave some relief with eight grains of phenacetin . 

• · Our next trouble was the 
rope bridge across the 

Chandra River:· 
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I had another medical success-curing an old 
lady's rheumatism with two tablets of saccharine. 
At least, she said she felt much better, and that 
was the important thing. 

On the first fine day I moved camp to the 
nullah for which I was making. I had been so 
comfortable in my house that I took another one, 
very much against the wishes of the landlord's 
wife, who did not like the look of me. How­
ever, a promise of medicine for her rheumatism 
did the trick, and I began to foresee a run on 
saccharine. Tllis nullah was very obviously ibex 
ground-steep, rocky cliffs with patches of grass 
below the sno\\--line, which was close d0wn to 
the village where I was. The first evening we 
went out we saw ibex, but it was late and they 
were on very bad ground, so we decided to leave 
them till next morning. We were off at five­
thirty in a hard frost, and it was very cold till 
the stiff climb warmed us up. To our surprise, 
we came on red bear tracks-it was very early 
for them to be out-but we saw no sign of our 
ibex. As a rule, hill game grazes from dawn till 
about eleven ; then lies up in the shade till about 
three in the afternoon, when it grazes again. 

I had settled down for the midday halt and 
was almost asleep under a bush, when the shiharee 
woke me with the news that ibex were in sight. 
About seven hundred yards away, on a level 
with us, four males had appeared out of a small 
nullah. About five hundred feet below them 
was another herd of about ten does, kids, and 
small males, who were playing on a glacier like 
children at the seaside. · One would climb a 
boulder and then the others would make a rush 
at him and roll him off into the soft snow ; they 
were very pretty to watch. However, I took 
more interest in the four big males. They fed 
to within five hundred yards of where we had 
taken cover, and then, with one consent, settled 
down for a midday siesta on a great slab of rock. 
Three went to sleep, while the fourth kept awake 
and guarded the others. I had never seen ibex 
before, and was astonished at their size. Every­
one had warned us against the beginner's mistake 
of thinking the first ibex one sees is a world's 
iecord, and, as I had carefully measured the old 
horn.s I had found in temples, I studied them from 
a distance. In spite of all this caution, I had no 
doubt these four were really big ones, and the 
sh£karees-who, I'm afraid, knew rather less about 
ibex than I did-agreed with me. One of the 
four was an inch or two longer than the others ; 
but they all looked very big. At three o'clock 
they got up, stretched, yawned, and began to 
feed rapidly downhill and towards us. 

Changing our position, we came out eventually 
slightly above them, a hundred and fifty yards 
away. I had hoped for a much closer shot, but 

it was impossible to get any nearer. So I got 
ready to fire, as they had changed direction and 
were making away from me. The biggest one 
had disappeared, so I aimed at the farthest, who 
was just about to disappear over a ridge. I had 
a · 256 Mannlicher with me and a double-barrelled 
· 450, and of course was using the light rifle. The 
mainspring was weak before I started ; but I 
thought it had been repaired. Apparently, 
however, it had not. Anyway, it misfired. I 
quickly changed it for the · 450, but by this time 
only two were in sight. I missed with the first 
shot, but got him with the second. By this 
time the fur had begun to fly ! Ibex seemed to 
be flying all over the hillside, and everyone 
seemed to be shouting and letting off guns at 
once. In my calmer moments I came to the 
conclusion it must have been the shikaree advising 
me, and the echoes from my own two shots ! 
Anyhow, I gave the big ibex no further thought 
and aimed at the nearest, now about two hundred 
yards away. I missed again, but the left barrel 
broke a hind-leg, and after following him up and 
giving him two more barrels I finished him off. 
I was right about their size-they were immense 
animals, and I could tell by their horns that 
they were old ; but the horns were not world 
records-nothing like ! I heard afterwards that 
long horns are not found in Lahoul, though they 
are all big animals and have a good girth of horn. 
They had given me an excellent day's sport ; and 
I felt on better terms with myself than I had 
done for many a day. The shikarees were 
delighted, of course, as it meant meat dinners 
for them and the coolies for several days. Bring­
ing the trophies in that night was out of the 
question ; so I left the shikarees to cut off the 
heads and collect what tit-bits they fancied for 
dinner, and went on my way rejoicing. In fact, 
I had got half-way home before I realized that 
the shikarees had made me a present of both my 
rifles as well as the haversack and field-glasses, 
which they didn't care about bringing in them­
selves. On my return I had a pleasant surprise 
in the way of some newspapers, two pots of jam, 
and about a square yard of brown bread, which 
the Moravian missionary at Kycling had kindly 
sent me. The bread was a very welcome change 
after chupatties ; and I'm sorry it did not last 
more than one day. The Moravian Mission to 
the Tibetans is well known in India, and so are 
Mr. and Mrs. Schnabel, the missionaries. I was 
reading a short time ago a book on Hima­
layan shooting by a well-known author, who 
said that Lahoul without the missionaries would 
be a different place, and that by their kindness 
and hospitality they were the making of it. 
Judging from the way they treated me, a 
complete stranger, I quite agree. 
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For the next four days w e  had 

snow. Every morning we went out 
and spotted a herd-three males, two 
of a fair size and one big one ; the 
latter was what the shikarees called a 
saher, the right horn being bent out 
sideways like a buffalo's, while the left 
one was normal. 

Punctuallv at eleven o'clock each 
day the d�uds enveloped us, down 
came the snow, and we went back 
l·old and empty-handed. On the third 
day, as we were making our way 
downhill after getting fairly close to 
the herd, we blundered into them in 
the blinding snow. They were off be­
fore I could fire a shot. On the fourth 
day we spotted them again ; but­
probably on account of our meeting 
the evening before-they had moved 
a mile up the nullah. There were two or 
three houses away below them ; so I decided 
to send back for my bedding and some food 
and go after them early the next morning. At 
5 .30 a.m. we started on our way ; there had 
been another sharp frost that made the going 
easy over the snow in the bed of the ravine we 
were working along. It was a long stalk and a 
successful one. On looking over the ridge we 
had reached, I saw one of the smaller ones dis­
appearing O\U the next ridge, fifteen yards away. 
1 crept after him and found myself at the edge 
of a sheer cli ff, dropping away to the main 
nullah a thousand feet below. One of the small 
ones was picking his way slowly and carefully 
over the face of this cliff about fifty yards above 
me to my le ft, and I knew the other small one 
was somewhere below me to my right. The 
question was, where was the big one ? A 
second or two later he appeared, following in the 
wake of Number One, and only twenty yards 
away. He stood there, offering a splendid 
target, and I fired. After what seemed a long 
time, I heard a dull thud apparently miles below 
-he had gone over the precipice ! Then and 
there I gave up all hope of finding more than a 
few splintered bits of horn. \Ve made our way 
slowly downhill over the worst going I have ever 
known. The " path " consisted of a series of 
ledges jutting out of the face of the rock and 
running downhill. When one ledge disappeared 
into the rock we had to clamber sometimes down, 
sometimes up, to the next ledge, and so at last 
we reached the bottom. A single false step or a 
loose hold meant an imitation of th.e ibex's per­
formance-a sheer drop of a thousand feet to the 
rocks below. To m\· horror I saw two bodies 
lying below us, and · I began to wonder how I 
was to explain the matter to the forest officer, 

The Author with bis two shikarees. 

as my licence only allowed three ibex.  Still, I 
had only fired once, and it was obvious what had 
happened. N umber Three was close behind 
N umber Two, and when the latter fell he was 
carried down with him ; or else he was so dis­
tressed at his leader's death that he had com­
mitted suicide ! The first body we came on had 
only one horn, but I saw with delight that it was 
the smaller animal. 

I went on to the big one, and he 
A appeared to have no horns at all. 

Splendid His body was crushed to pulp, 
Head. but on turning him over we 

found both horns intact, though 
they had broken off at the base and the head 
was smashed to bits. The fact that he was a 
salter must have saved the horns, as he apparently 
fell head-first, and the horns just splayed out 
under his weight. His was a splendid head ; 
the horns were of immense girth, and longer than 
the other two I had shot, and I have every hope 
they will mount up all right on the skull of his 
unfortunate one-horned friend. We searched 
for, but could not find, the missing horn. I was 
sorry about ?\umber Four, but it settled the 
matter of i bex-I had only red deer left to look 
for now. 

We went home to lunch in a happy frame of 
mind-I, because the hardest climbing was over, 
and the shilwrees at the thought of more meat 
dinners. All I had to do now was to pray for 
warm weather and wait for the bears to come 
out of the holes where they hibernate to feed on 
the young grass. Ten weary, blank days followed 
-spent in sitting on the khud-side and watching 
for bear. One we saw, hut he did not play the 
game. He was half a mile away, and the wind 
was right. \\'ith a red bear the wind is the 
only really important part, as he can hardly 
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see his paw in front of his face, and you have to 
bellow in his car before he hears you. I have 
often watched them grubbing among the thick 
grass, and they keep on throwing up their heads 
and taking a good sniff to find out what is going 
on. \Vhen we first saw this bear, he was coming 
straight towards us ; so we took cover and waited. 

S u d d e n  1 y he 
stopped, wheeled 
round, and went 
back in a great 
h u r r y, stopping 
every n o w  a n d  
then to look about 
h i m. Reaching 
the crest of the 
hill, he went off 
at an angle, not 
d i r e c t l y  away 
from us, and soon 
b r o k e  i n t o  a 
gallop over a great 
snow - field. His 

speed was a revelation to me, otherwise J wnuld 
never have believed a hear could travel so fast ; 
they look so slow and heavy. To have seen 
him glissade down a steep slope would also Jm,·c 
been a revelation to my bearer - he did it 
beautifullv. We followed his tracks the next 
day, and

· 
as they were making up the nullah 

when we lost them we spent the day there. 
Here the snow - line met the river, and just 
above us were great masses of rugged ice and 
snow-permanent glaciers. 

During the morning we came across several 
comparatively new tracks, but no bear. On our 
way home that evening I spotted a red bear about 
half a mile away, nosing about in the young 
grass. He had not settled down to an e,·ening's 
digging, but, as it was getting late, I decided to 
go after him at once and risk his moving off. 
It is extraordinarily hard to judge the size of an 
animal in Lahoul country. There is no sign of a 
tree or brush high up, only grass and stones ; and, 
unless you know the size of the stone the animal 
is close to, you have nothing to guide you. 

Through the telescope this bear 
looked a f�ir size, but smaller 
than the one we had seen the 
day before (though I have now 
no doubt that it was the same), 
and I could see it had a fine 
coat. After an easy stalk, as 
the bear was in a depression, 
I cocked the hammers of my 
rifle and poked my head over 
a rock. At the same moment 
the bear looked over the top of 
the next rock, a few yards away, 
and stared at me. The first 
shot practically finished it, 
but I gave it the second 
barrel to make sure. We found 
the bear to be a young female, 
very thin and rather small ; but 
her coat was good. 

We went back to 
The Bear our old quarters 

and the Ibex. next day, and the 

The first view of the Kugti Pass-The pass lies between the h-.·o highest peaks in tbe 
far background. 

following even­
ing, while I was searching the 
hill - side with the telescope, I 
saw another bear. It was too 
far to go after that night, but 
I spent a very interesting hour 
watching him. On the next 
tier, about fifty yards above 
him, were six young ibex, 
males and females, who were 
apparently unaware of the 
bear's proximity. He fed up­
wards, and presently arrived 

Vol. xxxv.-16, 
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on their patch of grass. Up went their heads 
and they stared at him, not quite certain 
whether to bolt or not. The bear must have 
seen them, but pretended not to, and went 
slowly onwards and upwards, eating grass. The 
ibex concluded he was harmless, came up to 
within a few paces of him, and examined him 
minutely. After satisfying their curiosity they 
went on grazing. All this time the bear had 
entirely ignored them, but as soon as they were 
not looking he gave them a long stare and made 
off quickly uphill till he was about thirty yards 
above them, hidden by a large bush. He peeped 
round, and then made a rush at them, doubtless 
with roarings suitable to the occasion. He 
cleared the green completely, and then strutted 
about with his nose in the air. But the i bex 
were not to be frightened, and in half a minute 
were all back again, walking in a line behind 
him-and the bear was blissfully unconscious 
of it all ! When we went after him next day 
I had an easy shot at him, but let him go as 
he was very little bigger than my other one, 
and shockingly thin-evidently only just out of 
winter quarters. 

On the way home I saw a musk-deer for the 
first time. These animals are preserved and are 
rather rare, as they are very shy and prefer 
thick jungle to open country. They have no 
horns, and look more like a huge long-legged hare 
than a deer ; they get over a remarkable amount 

· of ground at a bounding gallop. 
Although I spent another weary 

Homeward ten days looking for bear, I came on 
Bound. no tracks newer than four days 

old, and as supplies were running 
low, and my clothes were coming to bits, I packed 
up and returned to the foot of the Kugti Pass. 
Before leaving I went up to the Chandra Valley 
to Kycling, and spent a day at the mission, and 
it was a great joy to speak English and see white 
faces again. I found a tremendous change in  
the valley. Everything was green and warm 
under a blazing sun, where before it had been 
cold, damp, and grey, with the snow-line lying a 
few hundred feet above the river. Where before 
there had been bare earth and stones, green 
crops now stood ; and every hedge and hill-side 
was covered with yellow and pink roses, irises, 
and forget-me-nots. There was another pretty 
yellow flower which I first took to be a dwarf 
narcissus, but on examination it turned out to 
be the less romantic, but more useful, wild onion, 
and it assumed a place of honour in the larder 
from that day. Wild spinach and rhubarb 
strewed the hills. The latter was particularly 

good, though till then I had always despised it 
and refused to touch it. Higher up, on the 
sheltered slopes, the rhododendrons were just 
beginning to flower, and gave a glorious colour 
to the hill-sides. The road to Kyding was very 
interesting, as it is the high road from Tibet 
to North-West India. In my short journey of 
fifteen miles I r.iet several interesting people. 
The first was a Lama from Tibet, a gorgeous 
but uncommunicative gentleman. He was 
dressed in a golden bowler hat and five dressing­
gowns, :the top three hanging round his waist� 
I suppose in readiness for the next winter ! 
They were faded mauve, scarlet, and buff­
coloured. The top one, worn in toto, was another 
mauve one, not so faded, as I don't suppose 
it had seen the light of day since the last summer. 
On his feet he had scarlet top-boots of wadded 
cloth, but his hat was the piece de resistance. 
It was a perfect " bowler " in shape, except that 
the brim was too wide, was golden in colour, and 
decorated with crests or texts in Tibetan 
characters. 

Next I came across a yourig man and his very 
picturesque wife, who was wearing all her ward­
robe in the heat of the sun. As far as I could 
gather, they were on their way to Zaskar to visit 
the lady's people. After these I met a large 
goat-and-sheep train. Seeing one for the first 
time, you cannot help laughing. A camel or a 
mule with a load looks fairly dignified, but a 
clipped sheep putting on airs because he's got 
a complete pack-saddle and load is comical. 
They seemed to think they were quite as good as 
camels, and hustled e off the path. Some car­
ried salt, some flour; and some firewood, and as 
each sheep and goat carries about fifteen pounds, 
I believe, a large flock can make themselves very 
useful, as they can negotiate ground a laden 
coolie would not attempt . I very nearly bought 
a little saddle, for I thought Butcha, the dog, 
might like to carry my hairbmshes over the pass ! 

Last, but not least, I met the first white man 
that I had seen for six weeks. He was coming 
from Chamba and was making for Spiti, after 
ibex. 

To cut a long story short, we recrossed the pass, 
without any incident worth mentioning, on Mid­
summer's Day. We were in luck ; for the day 
before, the first big flock of goats and sheep 
had come over and made easy footholds for us 
on the steep places ; but there was very little 
snow except for the last three thousand feet. 
So ended my first trip to Lahoul. I hope it 
won't be my last, for it is a most interesting and 
hospitable country. 
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13y VICTOR 'PITT=KETHLEY. 
I L L U STRATED BY W. G. WHITAKER. 

The story o f  a man who was buried at the bottom o f  a deep well by a sudden fall o f  earth, and how 
h e  was rescued. liN the little town of Ware, Massa­

chusetts, there lives a carpenter 
named Maurice L. Allen, employed 
by the Otis Company of that town. 
He occupies a house that he pur­

chased out of his savings, and one day last 
August he began to dig a well in the garden in  
order that the place might haYe a water-supply 
of its own. Allen stuck gamely to the work 
in every interval of spare time, and by the 
middle of October had got down nearly thirty 
feet. 

One Sunday after dinner he started out to 
" dig for his treasure," as the family jokingly 
put it. Mrs. Allen was busy washing her dishes, 
every now and then glancing out of the window. 
She had about half finished when her husband 
shouted that he was lonely down there, and 
asked her to come out and talk to him. She 
paid little heed to him at first, but finally he 
shouted, " Do come ; I ha\'e struck some very 
peculiar clay." 

l\Irs. Allen, having finished her work, went 
out and sat down near the shaft-head to chat 
with the amateur well-digger. It was then a 
little after four o'clock. 

" What a saving of time and energy this well 
will mean," she said. 

A moment later, without the least warning, 
the side timbers of the shaft gave way, there 
came a rush of earth and stones, and as Mrs. 
Allen looked down, horror-stricken, she saw her 
h\.lsband almost buried from sight. He struggled 
frantically to free himself, but more and more 
earth caved in, until only the top of his head 
was visible. 

Wild with terror, the woman rushed for 
assistance, crying, " Help, help ! " as loud as 
she could. Being Sunday, there were plenty of 
people about, and men came running from every 
direction. Within five minutes there was a crowd 
on the spot. 

Wasting no time, the men immediately started 

the work of rescue, and succeeded in digging 
away the sand until Allen's hands were reached. 
He then continued the task himself, filling pail 
after pail until he was free below his waist. The 
space was so small, however, that no one else 
could do much digging, and the willing helpers 
who crowded down only got in one another's 
way, and increased the risk of a further cave-in. 
By persistent work Allen presently reached his 
feet, but was unable to free them on account 
of several boards, buried in earth and stones, 
which held them tight. A saw and other tools 
were handed down to him, and after much trouble 
he eventually succeeded in getting one foot free. 
He had started to rekase the other leg, when a slide 
of earth again buried him to his waist. To make 
matters worse, it seemed as if the unfortunate 
man was actually sinking deeper in the quick­
sand-like stuff that covered the bottom of the 
shaft. The rescuers were able to prevent this 
by tying a rope about his waist, but se\·eral 
cave-ins that occurred while they were working 
to saye him made the undertaking extremely 
dangerous, for it seemed as though the whole well 
might collapse at any minute. 

At eleven o'clock that night, when every 
effort to dig Allen out had failed, a general 
alarm was sounded.  and the entire fire depart­
ment, assisted by police and a corps of citizens, 
were set to work. Two doctors were also 
summoned. 

A second time the rescuers almost freed Allen, 
but again the sides of the well caved in, and this 
time the poor fellow was practically engulfed, 
while several of the workers had narrow escapes 
from being caught themselves. Undaunted, 
however, they ()Uickly rallied around the well­
top and lowered a man, dangling on a rope, who 
dug away the earth from Allen's face. With 
danger of suffocation thus averted, the rescuers 
protected Allen from further slides by placing 
over his head a barrel, on the principle of the 
diving-bell, a tube being arranged through which 
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" She saw her husband almost buried from 5ight. • •  

he could breathe. Two men, relieving one 
another at intervals, pumped fresh air through 
this tube continuously for eighteen hours. 

Without this device, undoubtedly, Allen's life 
could not have been saved. 

After a consultation, it was decided, as the 
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only means of extricating Allen, to penetrate 
the side of the well by means of a trench, after­
wards removing the earth from around the 
unfortunate man through the agency of a line 
of men with buckets .  To dig this trench seemed 
an herculean task, but all hands set to work 
with a will, and laboured right through the 
long hours of darkness. Nobody went to bed 
that night in Ware, and lights gleamed in every 
house. A fight for a life was going on in most 
unusual circumstances, and no one wanted to 
miss the end of the struggle . 

As the work proceeded the trench and the 
sides of the well had to be carefully shored up 
with planks to prevent a repetition of the 
accident that had befallen Allen, and progress 
seemed painfully slow to the anxious watchers. 
Kindly neighbours had taken the distracted 
Mrs. Allen and her children away, but the 
suspense they endured was terrible. 

At intervals Allen talked through the pipe 
to the workers overhead, continually asking 
when he could be freed. Very encouraging 
answers were sent back, and as early as six o'clock 
in the morning he was told that he would prob­
ably be reached in a few minutes. This estimate, 
however, proved to be too optimistic .  

At noon next day, when Allen had been 
entombed about nineteen hours, the rescuers, 
working like heroes, were within ten feet of the_ 
well. At two in the afternoon they broke into 
the side of the pit, though they were a good many 
feet above the barrel .  Then began the most 
difficult part of the undertaking. As they neared 
the buried tub, great care had to be exercised in 
case the sides of the shaft caved in. They. were 
well shored, however, and luckily no movement 
of any importance took place. 

Presently " Veno " Bourgois, a friend of the 
imprisoned man, was lowered by means of a rope 
from a fire extension ladder that had been placed 
over the mouth of the well. Slowly and care­
fully Bourgois began the work of digging away 
the earth from the barrel-topped Allen. He 
used his hands at first ; then, having made a little 
headway, he plied a shovel. Next, Perry Dun­
ham, superintendent of highways, was lowered 
to the side of Bourgois. He, too, worked at 
removing_ the earth, and presently they reported 
they had reached Allen's knee. 

Shortly afterwards Allen told the men that 
he could see light, and from that time he kept 
in touch with the workmen, telling them where 
the pressure was greatest, so that they could 
use their energies more effectively. 

In a short time one leg was released, and then 
attention was directed to freeing the other. 

Every few minutes small slides of earth 
occurred, delaying the progress of the rescuers, 

but they laboured unceasingly. Some of the 
men were at it for twenty-four hours without 
a rest, but though worn out and haggard-looking 
they refused to stoo work. 

At four o'clock in the afternoon Allen was 
found to be held firmly by the feet between 
fallen rocks and timbers. He remained in good 
spirits, however, and helped the men materially 
by keeping them informed as to the position of 
the debris that pinned him down. 

Little by little the excavations progressed, 
and as headway was made a tight hold was 
maintained on the rope which, fastened under 
Allen's :J.rmpits, prevented his sinking to his 
death. From the top of the pit Chief of Police 
B. W. Buckley, to whose good management 
the success of the dangerous undertaking is 
generally attributed, alternated ·his instructions 
with oft-repeated cautions. 

At last so much earth had been removed that 
only Allen's legs, as far as his knees, remained 
in the quicksand. A board which was jammed 
against his right leg, and for a long time defied 
removal, was carefully cut out, and then Allen­
who had all the time been kept under the 
barrel equipment-was asked if he would risk 
a concerted tug at the rope fastened to him. 

" Pull away for your life-do anything-as 
long as you get me out of here," answered the 
well-digger. 

Plans were at once made for a mighty tug 
on the rope, and in preparation for this move 
the barrel headgear was removed. 

All rescue work momentarily came to a halt, 
however, when Allen demanded " another one 
of them jelly sandwiches that Lizzie makes." 
He referred to two thick slices of bread, con­
taining a filling of grape jelly, which had been 
sent down the well by his wife just before the 
barrel helmet was first placed over him. Soon 
the jelly sandwich was brought to the side of 
the well by Mrs. Allen. Her pale face and hollow 
eyes spoke eloquently of the lung hours of mental 
torture she had endured. 

Anxiously the poor woman peered into the 
depths. 

" Here's a sandwich, hubby," she sang out 
to the clay-begrimed figure below. " There will 
be plenty more when you get out." 

After Allen had eaten the sandwich Chief 
Buckley called out, " All ready ! " 

" Sure thing. Let her go ! " responded Allen. 
The chief and several of the men at the top 

strained on the rope. In a twinkling Allen 
was hauled from the bottom of his prison. 
Slowly he was raised on the rope until his body 
was just level with the ditch that had been dug 
into the side of the well. There three strong 
men laid hold of him, and he was carried on 
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• •  Hourgois began the work of digging away tbe ea.-th from the barrel·topped Allen."' 

their shoulders through the deep trench and out 
into the open. 

Fully a thousand persons were gathered on 
the hillside, and their roar of welcome brought 

a faint grin to Allen's earth-caked, haggard 
countenance. A concerted rush was made upon 
him. Everybody wanted to shake hands and 
get in a word, but the eager crowd was forced 
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A sectional view of the well ,  showing how Allen was 
rescued from his living tomb. 

hack by Chid Buckley and a 
cordon of officers. 

" l\Iay God bless you all . ' '  
gasped Allen, feebly. " I didn't 
know there were so many good 
people in Ware." 

Into the Allen home, just on 
the brink of the well that had 
·so . nearly proved his grave, the 
man was carried. There his wife 
and children sobbed out their joy 
as they embraced him. Dr. \V. \\". 
Miner, who had been in attend­
ance all night, examined Allen, 
and found him in remarkably good 
condition. No bones were broken, 
and very few bruises were found 
on his body.  His legs were cold 
.and numb, as might be expected, 
but he was able to walk round the 

room. He was, huwe n:r, i n an hysterical 
condition, which in the circumstances 
was not in the least surprising. 

In a tonr t hat left no doubt as to 
his sinrcritv Allen later announced 
his abandon'ment of well -digging as a 
hobby. 

" I am not going to dig any more 
wells," said he . " �Iy wife shall have 
a well, but my part will be the looking 
on, for I shall employ a professional . 
Digging a well is an art, and getting 
out of one a miracle. 1\'l y  escape was 
sure ly one of God's miracles." 

The exact peri od of Allen's confine­
ment was twenty-three hours fifty-five 
minutes, and during sixteen hours of 
that time the unfortunate man was 
under the barrel in total darkness, 
breathing the air which was pumped 
to him from above. The rescue work, 
as already stated, was under the 
skilled direction of Chief Buckley, who 

stayed on the scene from the time the accident 
was reported until l\lr. Allen was carried into 
the house. He assumed responsibility for all 
the work, and offered many Yaluable suggestions 
for the better safety of the men. Bourgois 
behaved most heroically. For a great number 
of hours he worked at the bottom of the well. 
thirty feet below t he surface; continually risking 
his own life in the hope of saving his friend. 
All through the long hours of darkness, during 
that trying Sunday night, he laboured in a place 
where a cave-in would haYe meant certain 
death. The town of Ware should be proud 
of the men who saved Allen from a living tomb. 

A photoguph of Allen taken with his family Rfter his rescue. 
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THE LION'S CUB. 

By DENNIS H. STOVALL, of 'Philomath, Oref.!on. 

I L L U STRATED BY H. McC O R M I C K .  

A striking little story o f  mother-love. " It i s  quite true," writes M r .  Stovall. " Th e  affair occurred three 
years ago in the Coast Mountains of Southern Oregon, where old • Yellow Tail ' was well known," 

.�.-;;;pjiW'I HE first assignment Dick Wimer 
received, after he had entered the 
U.S. Forest Service, was to make 
a cruise through the black hemlock 
of a section wrll up on the hump 

of the Siskiyou Range, between Oregon and 
California. He took with him Jud Bucklin, 
a mountaineer well acquainted with the isolated 
region he was about to visit. It was late fall 
when they made camp, taking possession of 
an abandoned cabin, near which was a spring 
of excellent water and a log stable for the two 
" cayuses." 

The two men left the cabin earh· on the morn­
ing following their arrival, for they had a number 
of miles to coYer on their initial trip. Late in 
the afternoon, as they passed through a dark 
grove on their return to camp, their attention 
was attracted by a peculiar whine. It sound�d 
very much like the pitiful wail of a lost kitten, 
and came from the hollow of a black hemlock that 
overhung the trail. 

" I helie\·e it's a kitten," said Wimer, as he 
halted and listened. " Must have been left by 
some miner and wandered out here ." 

" It is a kitten," the mountaineer returned, 
knowingly. " But it wasn 't left by no miner, and 
it ain't lost, you can depend on that ." 

Before anything more could be said, Dick 
climbed the tree to the hollow, reached in his 
arm, and pulled out a scratching, biting, squalling 
mountain-lion cub. It was little bigger than 
a house-cat, but it seemed to be all teeth and 
claws. Dick dropped down with it, and finally 
got it into his carry-all hag, with the evident 
intention of taking it to camp. 

" I shouldn't carry that kitten very far from 
its present location," said the mountaineer, 
dubiously. " I took note of some tracks in 
the soft ground farther back, an' I 'm of the 
opinion they were made by the mother of the 
youngster. She's an ugly customer, that old 
cat, and I 've no particular desire to make her 
acquaintance." 

" Let her come on," Wimer returned, lightly, 
as he bore off his prize in triumph. " We'll 
capture her, too, if she starts any nonsense." 

Old ] ud said nothing more, but it was very 
plain, from the seriousness of his grizzled coun­
tenance, that he disapproved of Wimer's action. 
The two men were so hungry when they reached 
the cabin that the cub was forgotten in the pre­
parations for supper and the meal that followed. 
Afterwards Wimer took the little animal from 
the carry-all bag and placed it in a box, trying 
to get it to eat. But it disdained to give the 
morsels so much as a sniff of its royal nose. 

Dick was certainly proud of that kitten. He 
occupied the better part of an hour, following 
supper, telling old Jud how he was going to 
raise it, and how he would train it to perform 
all manner of tricks. To all this the mountaineer 
said nothing ; he only shook his head. At last, 
however, he made one remark. 

" I'm thinkin'," he growled, " that this kitten 
belongs to Yellow Tail. Maybe you've never 
heard about her ? " 

Dick said he had not, and thereupon old J ud 
proceeded to give him the history of the notorious 
lioness which for years had been the terror of 
the upper Siskiyous, and which all old-timers 
of the region declared possessed a charmed life. 
She had been fired upon many times, but always 
escaped, apparently unhurt. She had robbed 
goat pens, pigsties, and cattle corrals, leaving 
a trail of blood in her wake, and though a special 
bounty hung over her head, no one seemed able 
to claim it. 

Such, in brief, was the story of Yellow Tail, 
and Wimer listened to it with rapt interest, 
declaring, when old J ud had finished the recital, 
that he would remove the charm that had so 
long stood in the way of getting the outlaw. 

About ten o'clock the couple got ready to 
turn into their bunk. Their bed was made of 
dry fern fronds and spruce needles, and it was 
set just under the one \vindow of the cabin. 
Though he would not admit it, old Jud's tale 
made Dick a little uneasy in mind. and just 
before retiring he went out and looked cautiously 
round the cabin. The night was perfectly clear ; 
there was frost in the air, the stars sparkled like 
jewels, and the pine-covered mountains that 
closely encircled the cabin were clearly outlined 
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in the half darkness. Out in the log stable the 
two ponies were standing quietly. Peace seemed 
to have dropped heavily over the Siskiyous. 
Dick could hear nothing save the low whistle 
of a pine owl and the distant yapping of a· coyote. 
Reassured, he returned to the cabin, put a chunk 
of wood on the fire, and turned to the bunk. 
Old Jud had already st.retched his length between 
the blankets, though Wimer noted that the 
mountaineer's long-barrelled rifle leaned con­
veniently against the wall near his pillow. 

Accordingly Dick brought his own weapon, an 
automatic 30-30, and stood it close beside J ud's. 
Then he took a peep into the box where the lion 
cub was imprisoned. The little fellow had ceased 
his low whining and lay curled in a rorner. 

" Some ll'reat heavy obj9ct leaped throul!h from outside and Jandc:d in the middle of the floor.'· 
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"• Don't move: he said, as he slowly and 
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The young ranger crawled into the bunk, and 
in less than half an hour was sound! y asleep. 

During the night he awoke suddenly. Sitting 
up, he rubbed his eyes in an attempt to see 
better. The fire had died down to a bed of 
glowing coals, and in the soft glow he discovered 
old J ud also sitting erect, the long-barrelled 
rifle drawn across the bed-covering. From the 
log stable came the terrified snorting of the 
ponies. The lion cub was awake and squalling 
loudly. 

" What's wrong ? "  asked Dick, in a voice 
muffled with a strange terror. 

Before Jud could reply, there came an awful 
crash at the window. It was as if a tornado 
had swept down from the peaceful mountains 
and suddenly struck the cabin. The window was 
shattered into a thousand bits, raining broken 
glass over the bunk as some �reat heavy object 
leaped through from outside and landed in 
the middle of the floor. For a moment neither 

cautiously raised the long-barrelled weapon ... 

Wimer nor J ud could see anything, because 
of the dust and flying wreckage, hut both of 
them knew what had occurred ; both of them 
felt, though they could not see, another presence 
in the room. They heard its laboured breathing 
now that quiet had come again, and heard the 
regular swish, swish as of a long, furry tail being 
swept to and fro. 

The mountaineer leaned over and whispered 
in Dick's ear. 

" Don't move," he breathed. " There's a 
mountain lion in the cabin. It's old Yellow 
Tail ! "  

As a matter of fact, the young man had at 
that moment no desire to move. It is doubtful 
if he could have moved, so paralyzed was he 
with fear. This soon passed, however, and he 
found himself thinking of some means of escape 
-of some way of ridding themselves of this most 
unwelcome visitor. The cub kept up its crying, 
and Dick knew full well it was the rub that the 
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lion wantt•cl . Yet he realized it would be fool­
hardy for him to ath:mpt to rise and liberate 
the little prisoner. en·n though his intentions 
might be for the best .  

After a time old J ud spoke again. 
" Don't move," he repeated, as he slowly 

and cautiously raised the long-barrelled weapon. 
" I 'm going to shoot ." 

Over there in the corner near the fireplace 
crouched the monster cat, its eyeballs glowing 
in the dim light of the coals. It was a good 
mark, even in the dark. Though it was less than 
half a minute, it seemed an age to Dick before 
the mountaineer levelled the long rifle to take aim. 

Just before the instant when old J ud would 
have pulled the trigger, the ('hunk of wood that 
leant smouldering against the back log in the 
fireplace fell clown on the coals and blazed up 
quickly, flooding the cabin with light. At that 
moment the lioness, struck with terror, uttered 
a growl and leaped. Fortunately the cabin 
door had been but lightly fastened with a crude 
wooden latch. When the big brute came through 
the window, the impact opened the door, and 
it now stood widely ajar. When the lion leaped, 
it went through the door, bolting so quickly 
that old J ud had no chance to shoot. 

" Throw 'er the kitten ! " the mountaineer 
cried, as he lowered his gun. 

He knew. of course, that the brute would 
return. And Dick Wimer, rising to shut the 
door, plainly saw the big cat coming back, 
creeping across the star-lit yard, as she once more 
approached the window. He had his rifle on 
his arm, and he knew he could kill her just as 
easily as he could raise the weapon and take aim. 
Yet something nobler than the desire to kill 
rose in his heart and prompted him to Jet 
her alone. . 

This same feeling led him in all haste to the 
box where the squalling cub plunged round and 
round in its mad desire to get out. With his 
bare hands he tore off the covering, lifted the 
scratching, biting thing, and tossed it through 
the window. A wild, weird cry that was filled 
with red-blooded mother-love came back to them, 
and then they heard the patter of cushioned 
feet on the hard ground, growing fainter as the 
moments fled. 

" I'm glad she's got her baby." Old Jud 
spoke with genuine relief, as he set his rifle up 
again and got under the blankets. 

" So am I," Dick agreed, heartily. " She 
loved it more than I ever could." 

AU NT BARBARA VISITS MUSTYPORE. 
By c7«rs. c7«. GERARD. 

I L L U STRATED B Y  W. L U NT. 

Another of Mrs. Gerard's amusing stories from an Indian coffee.planting district. The names, 
needless to say, have been c hanged, but the incidents actually occurred. 

MUST say that I did not welcome 
with any particular effusion the 
prospect of a visit from Aunt 
Barbara during her forthcoming cold­
weather tour in India. To be quite 

frank, her letter saying she would be with us 
in a fortnight's time came in the nature of 
a shock. 

I handed the communication to Peter, i n  
expectation of sympathy. l lut Peter, a s  was 
not unnatural, never having set eyes on my 
relative, was not alive to the threatened calamity. 

·' I shall he charmed to make your aunt's 
acquaintance,'' he said, genially, " and I shall 
do my best to give the old girl a jolly time. 
I fear, howe\·er, that she may find an out-of-the­
way up-country district like Mustypore as dull 
as ditch water, especially as I shall be in the thick 
of crop-picking just then·. Still, I shall do my 
utmost to make her visit agreeable ." 

" My dear boy," I rejoined, sadly, " let me 
at once enlighten the darkness of your mind. 
The term ' jolly time,' in connection with Aunt 

Barbara, seems almost a profanity, for she 
happens to be one of those uncomfortably 
goody-goody people possessed with a mania 
for reforming this wicked world. She considers 
card-playing immoral, looks upon non-teetotallers 
as on the straight road to perdition, and will 
inquire after the condition of your soul before 
she has been in the bungalow half an hour. 
Don't, therefore, get buoyed up with the notion 
that her sojourn under our roof will be a period 
of bliss, for my recollections of her visits to us 
at home are quite otherwise." 

The genial expression on my husband's face 
suddenly vanished. 

" Can't you wire to Madras on her arrival, 
and say that bubonic plague, or something, 
has broken out on our plantation ? " he suggested, 
gloomily. " I don't like a person of such an 
unpleasant description as a visitor." 

The suggestion seemed quite worthy of con­
sideration, and I turned it over in my mind. 
But motives not altogether disinterested made 
me dismiss it. 
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Aunt Barbara is very rich. We are very 

poor, the beggarly salary Peter draws as manager 
of a coffee estate being ridiculously inadequate 
to our needs. To cultivate Aunt Barbara was 
therefore clearly our bounden duty. So I wrote 
her an effusive letter, which she would receive on 
landing, expressing myself as charmed at the 
prospect of a visit from her, and in the course of 
time we heard of her arrival at the port of Madras. 

Aunt Barbara's introduction into our midst 
cannot exactly be described as a state entry. 
Mustypore is eighty miles off the line of rail, 
and the journey-a painfully fatiguing one-is 
achieved by bullock tonga. That the motives 
which inspired Peter with the desire to drive 
out part of the way to meet our expected 
guest were most humane and noble ones I do 
not for an instant doubt. 

" The poor old girl will find my light dogcart 
and the spanking paces of Kitty, the new mare, 
an agreeable change, after miles of jolting in  
a crawlin_g cow carriage," said he, amiably, on 
the mormng Aunt Barbara was due, 

Now Peter is the dearest boy in the world, 
but truth compels the statement that a more 
erratic and reckless driver never handled a pair 
of reins. The rare occasions on which I have 
trusted myself to his care are fraught with such 
painful memories that a due regard for my life 
prompts me nowadays to take my drives abroad 
in a lumbering arrangement drawn by bullocks. 

When, therefore, I beheld him driving out 
of the compound at a tearing pace-Kitty, who 
was fresh and skittish, having executed a little 
preliminary waltzing among my flower-beds­
I must confess to having serious misgivings 
as to the safety of my one and only aunt. I was 
told to expect them in time for tiffin. Long 
before that hour, however, I heard the sound 
of horse's hoofs in the distance, and a few seconds 
later I beheld Kitty, the 
new mare, galloping up the 

I 

After half an hour's painful suspense, Hussein, 
the syce (groom), breathless with much running, 
appeared on the scene, and put me in possession 
of details, which set my fears at rest . " Kitty 
had shied at some bullock car�s, and, the sahib 
being unprepared, she got out of hand and bolted. 
The occupants of the dogcart were pitched out, 
and Kitty galloped home. No one was hurt, and 
the sahib had engaged a cart to bring the mem­
sahib home in." 

Such was, in brief, Hussein's report of the 
accident, and it quite prepared me for the melan­
choly procession which, about an hour later, 
wended its way solemnly into our compound­
Aunt Barbara, much dishevelled, and looking 
the image of .  grim despair, sitting in an empty 
manure cart, and Peter, a disreputable object, 
with battered solar topee and torn nether gar­
ments, walking gloomily behind. Aunt Barham, 
although a woman of iron nerves, had evidently 
been badly shaken by the accident. When I 
supported her into her room, she sank in an 
hysterical heap on the bed, and said my husband 
had nearly killed her through his reckless driving, 
and that if she had known our district was such 
a forsaken spot, and so backward in the matter 
of railways, she would never have ventured to 
come up to see us. The administration of sal 
volatile calmed her down a little, and she 
departed to bed, where she remained for the best 
part of a week. 

Although Peter and I had always considered 

drive with fragments of 
Peter's cherished dogcart 
dangling gaily behind. In 
ordinary circumstances, I 
should. have viewed the 
incident with the calm and 
dignified composure born of a 
long and intimate experience 
of such catastrophes. Peter's 
safety did not concern me, 
for he usually escaped un­
scathed on such occasions, 
but the thought of being 
c o n f r o n t e d  with Aunt 
Barbara's mangled remains 
was distinctly unpleasant. 

.. Aunt Barbara, although a woman of iron nerve"', had evidently been badly abakeo 
by the accident. ""  
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..  It hurt her to see him imbibe whisky·peJ.ts with evident enjoyment and relish." 

ourselves to be quite a worthy and respectable 
couple, we could nut hut feel that we fell very 
far short uf Aunt Barbara's  standard of excel­
lence, and she made it clear that her visit was 
to be devoted tu the task of reforming, not only 
ourselves, but the household generally. Of Peter 
she quite disapproved from the beginning, the 
un fortunate episode connected with her arrival 
doubtless creating a prejudice against him. But 
there were other things about Peter that she 
didn't like. It hurt her to sec him imbibe 
whisky-pegs with evident enjoyment and relish. 
It horrified her to know that when he sallied 
out to the club on a Sunday afternoon, it  was 
to engage in the ungodly pursuits of tennis and 
bridge. It scandalized her to hear him, in the 
early mornings, usc fun·ible language towards 
his " boy," Anthony, when he laced up his boots 
all wrong. And since Peter showed no dis­
posit ion to depart from his evil ways, despite 
her scathing remonstrances, it was inevitable 
that the relations between them should not" be 
of a happy nature. l\iy own special crime, it  
seemed, consisted in keeping a retinue of twelve 
servants to perform duties that could be efficiently 
executed by two. 

When I timidly mentioned the sacred claims 
of caste she sniffed, and said that if she lived 
in India she would soon revolutionize the whole 
system of housekeeping, by adopting Western 
and more rational methods. 

She at first contracted a violent regard for 
Anthony, htTause, in t he course of some searching 

inquiries as to his spiritual condition, she elicited 
the satisfactory rejoinder that he was a Christian, 
" same like missy." Her regard, however, under­
went a violent change the day he came home from 
the bazaar disgracefully intoxicated, and stag­
gered into her presence reeking of arrack. 

The remorselessness with which she sub­
sequently pursued him, to point out to him the 
evils of drunkenness, made his life a veritable 
burden. 

She inspired old Veraswamy, the cook, with 
abject awe because of her incursions into the 
kitchen to  confer with him upon his spiritual 
darkness. 

These visits were paid at inopportune moments, 
usually when he was having his afternoon siesta 
on the kitchen floor, in neglige attire, which 
meant no clothes to speak of, and, being unaccus­
tomed to such liberties, he not unnaturally 
resented them. 

So it did not at all surprise me when he 
announced that he was required to go and soothe 
the last sad moments of his brother, who had been 
suddenly seized with a mortal complaint. Nor 
was it a matter for much wonder that Anthony 
should at the same moment receive an urgent 
summons to his grandmother's deat�bed.  Since 
in an up-country district servants cannot always 
be replaced at a moment's notice, we were for 
some days left to the inadequate ministrations 
of the kitchen " matey," Veraswamy's under­
study, and it was in vain for Peter to clamour 
indignantly for entrees and hot curries and 
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.. Made his life a veritable burden.'' 

toothsome savouries, when all this creature could 
achieve was a revolting Irish " estew," and a 
�ruesome-looking mess he was pleased to call 
" minch gallops." And so the domestic atmo­
sphere was charged with much discontent, until 
substitutes had been found for those who had 
gone to cheer their dying relatives. It is true 
that Aunt Barbara, weary of unappetizing meals, 
offered one day to cook a recherche repast for us, 
to let us know what really good food tasted like, 
and it is also true that in a weak moment I 
accepted her offer. 

Now it is one thing to cook in a spick-and­
span English kitchen, possessed of every modern 
convenience, but when it comes to cooking 
in an Indian kitchen, on a primitive range, 
consisting of a row of charcoal fires 
between bricks, and in an atmosphere 
thick with pungent wood smoke, it is not 
exactly a holiday entertainment. After 
about an hour of it, having reduced the 
coolies she had in attendance to the verge 
of lunacy, Aunt Barbara emerged a wreck, 
her efforts crowned with utter failure. 
When she had finished saying all the 
scathing things she could think of about 
myself, my housekeeping, and the general 
inefficiency of everyone on the premises, 
she retired to bed, leaving Pete.r and me 

hospitable instincts, but when he t hat night 
expressed the pious hope that Aunt Barbara 
would soon relieve us of her presen('e I cordially 
sympathized with his feelings. 

When Aunt Barbara had been with us for 
about a month Charlie MacPherson introduced 
himself upon the scene. 

Charlie lived on one of the outlyin� estates, 
far removed from his own kind, and being desirous 
of a little excitement and change from the 
deadly monotony of life in the jungle, he invited 
himself to our bungalow durin� the Christmas 
week. Charlie was a popular favourite, especially 
with ladies, and Aunt Barbara from the very first 
succumbed to his fascination and charm of 
manner. He treated her with such courtly 
deference, and expressed such a fervent interest 
in all the matters that she had so much at heart, 
that he went up in her esteem by leaps and 
bounds. He discussed foreign missions and tem­
perance reform, things he knew as much about 
as did my pet monkey, with a seriousness that 
might lead one to suppose he had given 
them his lifelong attention . He sadly deplored 
the giddy frivolity of Mustypore ; he sternly 
denounced the profane practices of Sunday 
tennis and bridge. And with tears in his eyes 
he informed her of his utterly vain efforts to 
introduce a spirit of reform into the district, and 
wean planters from their riotous and evil ways. 
Aunt Barbara was enchanted, and she privately 
expressed her gratification in at last meeting in 
our benighted district a man who could converse 
intelligently upon sane and ordinary topics, and 
whose mind soared above such imbecile matters 
as pig-sticking and shikar. She further expressed 

· to gaze gloomily on the fruits of her 
labours - some mutton quenelles that 
would have served for golf balls, a chicken 
pie encased in a crust of cinders, and the 
fragments of a sweet omelette that had 
fallen into the fire and been fished out 
again .  I consider Peter to be a most 
amiable man; and possessed of truly 

•• Sbe retlred to bell, lt:11ving Peter and me to gaze gloomily on lhe fruits 
of her labours:· 
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the hope t hat his visi t s  would he !'n!·ouraged i n  
o u r  bunga low, he('ause of t he wholesome dl<'!'t 
his i nfluen('!' would !'X!'r('ist• upon l 'et er, who she 
r<'gret tcd to S!'C was not all h!' mil-(ht he. I did 
not shatter her i l lusions hy gi,·ing my own private 
and um·arnishcd opinion of Charlie, but l in­
wardly r!'pudiatcd t he idea of his being placed 
upon a pedesta l  abo,·e poor d!'ar Peter, who was 
a pi llar of re!'titude and ,·irtuc by C'omparison. 

But Charlie's fal l  off his pedestal was immi nent. 
One Saturday evening we im·ited some men t o  
dine and sleep. Aunt Barbara disl iked late 
hours, and hot h of us t herefore retired early, 
while t he men departed to t he wranda, where 
I knew. judging from a long e x pericn!'e of su!'h 
gatherings, t ht'y meant to sit up far i nto the 
night . 

At two o'dork i n  t he morning T was awakened 
by t he noise of t heir re,·els, and. fea ring lest Aunt 
Barbara's vigils should abo he dist urbed, l sall ied 
sternly fort h t o  end t heir  merry-making. But 
I was too late, for 1 found Aunt Barbara, a weird­
looking ohje!'t i n  a f-lannelette dressing-gown, 
mu!'h shrunk i n  t he washing, with her grey hair 
t icd in a t ight bob on t he top of her head, gazing 
out into t he Ycranda in horrified astonishment 
at t he S!'ene before her. Charlie, who, being a 
Highlander, a l wa ys affe!'ted t he k i lt  for evening 
W!'ar, was entertaining t he !'ompany to a n  exhi­
bition of skirt-dan!·ing to t he strains of a loud 
and aggressive gramophone, a horrible i nstrument 
won by Peter in a raffle a few days before. Charlie 
went through the steps in a most solemn and 
stately fashion, holding up his kilt with the air 
of a professional, which evoked loud bursts 

of laughter from his  !'Ompanions. \\'hen h!' dis­
( '0\'t'f!'d Aunt Barbara's stern gaze fixed upon 
him,  far from l wing embarras�ed. he approa('h!'d 
her < l l ld sa id it  would a fford him t he greatest 
pleasur!' if she would honour him with a dance. 
Thereupon poor Aunt Barbara sa nk upon a C'Ouch 
and proceeded to faint . For t he sad, sad truth 
a bout Charlie must he disclosed. Carried awaY 
hy t he cx('iten1tnt o f  meeting so many people, h�· 
had i mhilwd more whisky-pegs than he had any 
business t o, and was not fit for any lady's so!'ict y .  
mu!'h less Aunt Barbara's.  

She left us a !'ouple o f  days latt·r, intcndin� 
to put in the r!'st o f  her t i me at t he residence 
of a missionary down in Madras. where, she said 
sadly, she hoped she would find hersel f in more 
congenial surroundings than she did with us.  
After t he farewells had been said,  and t he tonga 
had disappeared from view, Peter, in sheer 
exuberance of spi rits, seized me by t he waist 
and waltzed me round t he garden ,  regardless of  
the presence of t he servants, who had al l  
assembled on t he veranda to view t he departure. 
It is unnecessary to add that Charlie kept 
discreetly in t he ha('kground. 

By way of a l itt le relaxation after t he strain of 
Aunt Barbara's ,·isit , wt· went to t he Mustyporc 
race meeting, held at a station thirty miles distant . 
Here we spent some days of delirious excitement ,  
and most o f  our money into the bargain, returning 
on the verge of financial ruin.  

Aunt Barbara has not since honoured us with 
any communications. Of one t hing we are quite 
certain, however, and that is  that we arc not i n  
the least likely to  benefit by her wi ll . 

" Gazing out into the veranda in horrified astonishment at the �cene before her. .. 



The entrance to the late Empress·Dowager's tomb, Tungling. 

A WOMAN ALONE 
IN CHINA. 

:J3y MA 'l(Y GA UNT. 
China, as Sir Robert Hart said, is a country where " anything may happen." Europeans there 
will tell you they live on the verge of a volcano, for n o  W e stern mind understands the Chinese 
character, and at any moment a terrible anti - foreign ou tbreak m ay occur, like the· Boxer rebellion 
of I goo. To this vast land of mystery went the Authoress, intent upon travelling alone far from the 
beaten tracks. Old residents raised their hands in horror, prophesying all kinds o f  disasters, but 
Mrs. Ga11nt pluckily stuck t o  her guns and set forth in a Peking cart, unescorted save for an 
interpreter and her cart-men .  She met with many odd experiences and saw many strange sights, 

which are here described in most entertaining fashion. 

• 
H�RE were two places that I · par­

ttcularly wanted to go to when I 
could make up my mind to tear 
myself away from the charms of 
Peking. One was the Tungling, or 

Eastern Tombs-the tombs where the great 
Empress-Dowager and most of the Manchu 
Emperors were buried-and Jehol, the Hunting 
Palace of the Manchus, away to the North in 
Inner Mongolia, or on the outermost edge of 

Vol. xxxv.-17 

II  . 

the Province of Chihli, for boundaries are vague 
things in that out-of-the-way part of the world. 
I wondered if I could combine them both-if, 
instead of coming back to Peking after visiting 
the tombs, I might make my way over the 
mountains to J ehol. With that end in view I 
instituted inquiries, only to find that while many 
people knew a man, or had heard of several men, 
who had been, I never struck the knowledgeable 
man himself. The only thing was to start out 
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on my own account, and I knew then I should 
soon arrive at the difficulties to be overcome, 
not the least of which was a two-hundred-and­
eighty-mile journey in a Peking cart. The only 
drawback to that arrangement was thac if I 
didn't like the difficulties when I met them there 
could be no drawing back. They would have 
to be faced. 

Accordingly I engaged a servant with a rudi­
mentary knowledge of English. When the matter 
we spoke of was of no importance, such as my 
dinner, I could generally understand him ; when 
it was of importance, such as the difficulties of 
the way, I could not, but I guessed, or the events 
themselves as they unfolded became explanatory. 
This gentleman was a small person with noble 
views on the subject of " squeeze," as it pertained 
to " missie's " servant, and he wore on state occa­
sions a long black coat of brocaded silk, slit at 
the sides, and on all occasions the short hairs 
that fringed the shaven front of his head stood 
up like a black horsehair halo. He was very 
cheerful, and an excellent servant, engineering 
me through difficulties so well that I had to 
forgive him the " squeeze," though in small 
matters I was occasionally made aware I was 
paying not merely double the price; but seven 
times what it ought to have been. However, 
one buys one's experience. He was my first 
servant, and I paid him thirty dollars a month ; 
so I was "· squeezed " on that basis. A six 
months' stay in China convinced me I could get 
just as good a servant for fifteen dollars a month, 
and feel he was well paid. 

His name was Tuan, pronounced as if it began 
with a " D," and he engaged for me two Peking 
carts with a driver each, and two mules apiece . 
One was for myself and some of my luggage ; 
the other took my servant, my humble kitchen 
utensils, and the rest of my baggage. One 
Sunday morning in May the carts appeared at 
the door ot the Wagons Lits, and we were 
ready to start . At least, everything was ready 
but me. I ached in every limb, and felt sure that 
I was just beginning an attack of influenza. 
What was to be done ? I longed with a great 
longing for my peaceful bed. I did not want to 
go venturing forth into the-to me-unknown 
wilds of China, but I had engaged those carts 
at the rate of seven dollars a day for the two, 
and I felt that I really could not afford to linger. 
Possibly the fresh air might do me good. At 
any rate, I reflected thankfully as I climbed into 
the foremost cart, no active exertion was required 
of me. And that only shows how remarkably 
little I knew about a Peking cart. 

Now, a Peking cart is a very venerable mode of 
progression. When our ancestors were lightly 
dressed in woad, and had no conception of any 

wheeled vehicle, the Chinese lady was paying her 
calls in the back of a Peking cart, the seat of 
honour under the tilt, well out of sight of the 
passers-by, while her scn·ant sat in front, the 
place of comfort, if such a word can be applied 
to anything pertaining to a Peking cart. In 
spite of its long and aristocratic record, if there 
is any mode of progression more wearying and 
uncomfortable I have not met it. It is simply a 
springless board set on a couple of wheels with a 
wagon tilt of blue cotton over it, and a place for 
heavy luggage behind. The Chinaman sits oR 
the floor and does not seem to mind, but the 
ordinary Westerner, like myself, packs his bed­
ding and all the cushions he can beg or borrow 
around him, and then resigns himself to his fate. 
The Peking cart has one advantage, people will 
tell you : it has nothing to break in it, but there 
are moments when it would be a mighty relief if 
something did break, for if the woodwork holds 
together, as it tosses you from side to side, you 
yourself are one sore, bruised mass. No, I cannot 
recommend a Peking cart, even on the smoothest 
road. 

And the roads in China are not smooth. We 
all know the description of the snakes in Ireland, 
" There arc none," and much the same might 
be said about the roads in China. There are 
so-called roads, certainly, upon which the people 
move about, but I have seldom met one that 
was any better than the surrounding country, and 
very, very often on this journey I met roads 
where it was ease and luxury to move off them on 
to the neighbouring ploughed field. The recipe 
for a road there in the North seems to be : Take 
a piece of the country that is really too bad to 
plough or to use for any agricultural purposes 
whatever, that a mountain torrent, in fact, has 
given up as too much for the water, upset a stone 
wall over it, a stone wall with good large stones 
in it, take care they never for a moment lie evenly, 
and you have your road. 

Leaving Peking for the Eastern Tombs you go, 
for the first two or three hours, along a paved 
way of magnificent proportions, planned and 
laid out as a highway should be. The great 
stone5 with which it is paved were probably put 
there by slave labour, how 11any hundred years 
ago I do not know ; but the blocks are uneven 
now, some of them are gone altogether, though 
how a huge block of stone could possibly dis­
appear passes n:y understanding, and whenever 
the carter could he took the cart down beside 
the road, where at le:1st the dust made a cushion 
for the nail-studded wheels, and the jarring and 
the jolting were not quite so terrible. 

It takes as long to get beyond the environs of 
Peking in a cart as it does to get out of London 
in a motor-car. First we passed through the 



A W OMAN ALONE IN CHINA. 2 �9 

The tate o( a walled city. 

Babylonish gate, and the great walls were 
behind us ; then, outside the city, all looking 
dusty, dirty, and khaki-coloured in the brilliant 
sunshine, were numerous small houses, and the 
wayside was lined with booths on ·which were 
things for sale. Along the roadway came an 
endless array of people, clad for the most part in 
blue cotton-men walking, men with loads slung 
from a bamboo across their shoulders, donkeys 
Ltden with baskets or sacks of grain, with fat 
Chinese on their backs. There ,,·ere Peking 
carts, there were mules, there were ponies ; and 
this busy throng is almost the same as it was a 
couple of thousand years ago. 

But it was a long, long while before I could 
feel I was really in the country. There was the 
khaki-coloured land, there were the khaki­
coloured houses, built of mud apparently, with 
graceful tiled roofs, and blue-clad people every­
where, and everywhere at work. Always the 
fields were most beautifully tilled ; there were 
no fences. The Chinese are too civilized to need 
fences, and when you see stone walls it is only 
because, since they can't be dropped off the 

pla nl't into ,;pal'e . till' stont·s mu,;t 
hl' disposed of sonwhmY. Herr 
and there the kaoliang was coming 

up like young wheat, in 
vivid green patches that 

were a relief from the 
g e n e r a  I dust, and 

occasionally t h e r e  
were trees, willo"· 
or poplar or fir. 
delightful to look 
upon , that marked 
a g r a v e y a r d . 
Then, just as I 
was beginning to 
hope I was out 
in the country. 

a walled town 
would loom up. 
And in the dusk 

of the evening Wl' 
stopped and met 
for the first time 

the discomforts of 
a Chinese inn . 

We had started 
rather late. and I had 

spent so much time 
bidding farewell to my 

friends that we did not 
reach the town we had in­

tended to, but put up at a small 
inn in a tiny hamlet. This, like 
most Chinese inns, consisted of a 
line of one-storeyed buildings, built 

round the four sides of a large courtyard. Mixed 
up with the rooms were the stalls for the beasts, 
and the courtyard was dotted with stone or 
wooden mangers. In the pleasant May weather 
there was no need to put all the beasts under 
cover, and there were so many travellers that 
there was not room in the stalls for all the animals. 

The Peking cart jolted over the step that 
forms the threshold of all Chinese doors-no one 
considers comfort in China ; what is a jolt more 
or less ?-and I found myself in the courtyard, 
and a trestle was brought for me to get down 
from the cart. 

" Room for ten thousand merchant guests," 
read the notice on red paper over the door, but 
unless the merchants were \·ery small indeed I 
am sure I don't know where the proprietor 
proposed to put them. · Very reluctantly I 
peeped into a room trom which douds of dust 
were issuing, and which smelt worse than any 
place I had ever before thought of using as a 
bed-chamber and dining-room combined. The 
dust was because I had impressed upon the 
valued Tuan that I must have a dean room, �o 
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he had importantly turned two coolies on to stir 
up the dust of ages. After more dust than I 
had ever seen before all at once had rome out 
of that room, I instructed water to be brought 
and poured on things in general, and when the 
turmoil had quieted down a little I went in and 
inspected my new quarters. 

They all bear a strong family resemblance to 
one another, the rooms of these Chinese inns. 
I always tried to get one that opened directly 
on to the courtyard, as giving more chance of 
air. The Chinese, as a rule, have not much use 
for fresh air. Tuan, had he had his way, would 
have shut the door fast, as being more correct 
and private, and then I should have been in an 
hermetically-sealed room, lighted all along the 
courtyard side by a most dainty lattice-work 
window covered with tissue paper. But air I 
must have, so I had the paper stripped off from 
the top of the window as far down as. my desire 
for privacy would allow. llelow, the more 
daring spirits, who had assembled to see the 
foreign woman, wetted their fingers and poked 
them softly through the bottom part of the 
window ; and then an eye appeared, so that it 
really seemed at first as if I might as well have 
been comfortable and had all the paper off. I 
went outside, and let it plainly be seen that I 
was very angry indeed, and then Tuan, who had 
a great idea of my dignity (or rather of his 
dignity, which would suffer if I was of no 
consequence), put one of the " cartee men " on 
guard, and once more I retired to my uncom­
fortable lodging. It had a stone floor, being 

quite a superior sort of inn ; the poorer sort 
. have only beaten earth. There· were two 
wooden chairs, with narrow and uncomfortable 
seats, a table, also uncomfortably high, and, of 
course, the k'ang. Most people know about the 
k'ang now, but this was my first introduction to 
it as a working piece of furniture. It is a 
platform of stone about two feet high, so con­
structed that a small fire lighted underneath 
carries the warmth, by a system of flues, all over 
it. It is covered generally with matting, and on 
it is always a k'ang table, a little thing about 
eighteen inches square and a foot high. 

I �ooked doubtfully at the k'ang this first day. 
It seemed to me I could not lodge in such a place, 
and I wished heartily that I had left the describ­
ing of China to some more hardened traveller. 
There was a grass mat upon it, hiding its stoniness, 
and I had powdered borax sprinkled over it ; 
about half a tin of Keating's followed, and only 
then did I venture to have my bed set up. 
Alongside was placed my indiarubbcr bath, the 
gift of a friend, and every night of that journey 
did I thank her with all my heart. Finally, 
making sure that the " cartee man " was still on 
guard, I proceeded to wash and undress and creep 
into my sleeping-bag. 

At only one Chinese inn where I stayed could 
food for the traveller be had, and that was, I 
think, only because it combined the functions of 
inn-keeping and restaurant. In any case, of 
course, the foreign traveller would not think of 
eating Chinese food, and I, like everyone else, 
-provided my own. I brought with me rice, tea, 

Mn. Gaunt"s carts in tha yard of a mountain inn. 
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and flour. Tuan cooked for me on an absurd 
little charcoal stove, upon which I might have 
succeeded in boiling an egg. With the exception 
of those few stores I lived off the country, buying 
chickens and eggs, onions, and hard little pears, 
Tuan doing the buying, charging me at a rate 
that made me wonder how on earth the Wagons 
Lits managed to board and lodge its guests at 
one pound a day. 

I arose with the sun, looked at my breakfast, 
urank the tea, and was ready to start. All the 
h:.tmlet watched me climb into my cart, and we 
rumbled over that steep step and were out in 
the roadway again. 

In China, as far as I have been, you never get 
away from the people. The days were getting 
hot, and the men were working in the fields 
stripped to the waist. Always there were houses 
by the wayside, and many villages and hamlets, 
and the women sat on the doorsteps sewing­
generally, it seemed to me, at the sole of a shoe 
-or two of them laboured at the little stone 
corn-mills that were in every village, grinding 
the corn, millet, or maize for household use. 
Sometimes the donkey-and a donkey can be 
bought for a very small sum-turned the stone, 
but usually it seemed that it was the women of 
the household who, on their tiny feet, painfully 
hobbled round, turning the heavy stone and 
smoothing out the flour with their hands, so 
that it might be smoothly and evenly ground. 

Poor women ! They have a saying in China 
to the effect that a woman eats bitterness, and 
she surely does, if the little I have seen of her life 
is any criterion. As I went through the villages, 
in the morning and evening I could hear the 
crying of children. Chinese children are pro­
verbially naughty ; no one ever checks them, 
and I could not know why these children were 
crying. Some probably from the pure contrari­
ness of human nature ; but a missionary woman 
and a man who scorned missionaries and all their 
works both told me that, morning and evening, 
the little girls cried because the bandages on 
their feet were being drawn more tightly. 
Always it is a gnawing pain, and the only relief 
the little girl can get is by pressing the calf of her 
leg tightly against the edge of the k'ang. The 
pressure stops the flow of blood and numbs the 
feet as long as it is kept up, but it cannot be 
kept up long, and with the rush of blood comes 
the increase of pain-a pain that the tightening 
of the bandages deepens. 

There is no mistaking the gait of a woman 
with bound feet. She walks as if her legs were 
made of wood, unbending from the hip down­
wards to the heels. The feet are tiny, shaped 
like small hoofs about four inches long, and cased 
in embroidered slippers, and to walk at all she 

must hold out her arms to balance herself. 
When I was laughed at for my " pathetic note " 
and was told I exaggerated the suf{erin�s of the 
women, I took the trouble to inquire of four 
doctors, three men and one woman-people who 
came daily in contact with these women-and 
they were all of one opinion : that the sufferings 
of the women were very great. The binding in 
girlhood was not only terribly painful, but even 
after the process was finished the feet were often 
diseased, often sore and ulcerated, and at the 
very best the least exertion, as is only natural, 
makes them ache. 

At last, at Malanyu, the hills that at first had 
loomed purple on the horizon fairly over­
shadowed us, and I had arrived at the first stage 
of my journey, the Tungling, or Eastern Tombs. 
We did forty miles that day over the roughest 
road I had gone yet, and thankful was I when we 
rumbled through the gates of the dirty, crowded 
little town. 

We put up at the smallest and filthiest inn I 
had yet met. Chinese towns, even the smallest 
country hamlet, are always suggestive of slums, 
and Malanyu was worse than usual, but I slept 
the sleep of the utterly weary, and next morning 
at sunrise I had breakfast and went to see the 
tombs. I went in state, in my own cart with an 
extra mule in front, I seated under the tilt a 
little back, and my servant and the head " cartee 
man " on the shafts ; and then I discovered that 
if a loaded cart is an abomination, a light cart is 
something unspeakable .  But we had seen the 
wall that went round the tombs the night before, 
just the other side of the town, so I consoled 
myself with the reflection that my sufferings 
would not be for long. 

When the Imperial Manchus sought a last 
resting-place for themselves they had the whole 
of China to choose from, and they took with 
Oriental disregard for humbler people ; but­
saving grace-they chose wisely though they 
chose cruelly. They have taken for their own a 
place just where the mountains begin, a place 
that must be miles in extent. It is of rich 
alluvial soil swept down by the rains from the 
hills, and all China, with her teeming population, 
cannot afford to waste one inch of soil. The 
tiniest bit of arable land, as I had been seeing 
for the last three days, is put to some use ; it is 
tilled and planted and carefully tended, though 
it bear only a single fruit-tree, only a handful of 
grain ; but here we entered a park, waste land 
covering many miles, waste.d with a royal dis­
regard for the people's needs. It lay in a great 
bay of the hills-sterile, stony, rugged hills with 
no trace of green upon them, hills that stand up 
a perfect background to a most perfect place of 
tombs. I had thought the resting-place of the 
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Mings wonderful, but surely there is no such 
place for the honoured dead as that the Manchus 
have set up at the Eastern Tombs. 

Immediately we entered the gateway, the cart 
jolting wickedly along a hardly-defined track, I 
found myself in a forest of firs and pines that 
grew denser as we advanced. Here and there 
was a poplar or other deciduous tree, green with 
the greenness of Maytime, but the touch of 
lighter colour only emphasized the sombreness 
of the pines and firs that, with their dark foliage, 
deepened the solemnity of the scene. Through 
their branches peeped the deep blue sky, and 
every now and again they opened out a little, 
and beyond I could see the bare hills, brown, and 
orange, and purple, but always beautiful. 
Spacious, grand, silent, it was truly an ideal 
place for the burial of emperors and their consorts. 

Dotted about in this great park, with long 
vistas in between, are the tombs. They are 
enclosed in walls of the pinkish Imperial red. 
Generally there is a caretaker, and they look for 
all the world like comfortable houses, picturesque 
and artistic, nestling away from the rush and 
roar of cities, like homes where a man may take 
his well-earm·d rest. 

Here and there, among the trees. rose up 
marble pillars can·ed with dragons and winged 
at the top, such as one sees in representations of 
Babylon and Nineveh. There was also a magni­
ficent marble bridge. This bridge crosses no 
stream. It is e\·idently just a manifestation of 
power, and beyond it is an avenue of marble 
animals. There they stand on the green sward 
-horses, elephants, fabulous beasts that might 
have come out of the Bock of Re\·elation­
guarding the entrance to the place of rest. 

And now Tuan became very important. I 
began to feel that he had · arranged the whole 
landscape for my benefit, and was keeping the 
best piece back to crown it all . We came to a 
stretch of wild country and I was requested to 
get out of the cart. Getting out of the cart 
where there was no place to step was always a 
business. I was stiff from the jolting, felt 
disindined to be very acrobatic. and Tuan 
always deemed it his bounden duty to stretch 
out his arms to catch me, or break my fall. He 
was so small, though he was round and fat, that 
he complicated matters by making me feel that 
if I did fall I should certainly materially damage 
him. But it was no good protesting ; it was the 
correct thing for him to help his " missie " out of 
her cart, and he was prepared to perish in the 
attempt. However, here was a soft cushion of 
fragrant pine-needles, so I scrambled down 
without any of the qualms from which I usually 
suffered. We had come to a halt for a moment 
by the steep side of a little wooded hill where a 

narrow footpath wound round it. Just such a 
modest little path between steep, rising ground 
one might see in the Surrey Hills. It invites to 
a secluded glen, but no cart can possibly go 
along it ; it is necessary to walk. I turned the 
corner of the hill, and lo ! there was a paved way, 
a newly-paved way, such as I have seldom seen 
in China. The faint morning breeze stirred 
among the pine-needles, making a low, myste­
rious whispering, and out against the back­
ground stood a splash of brilliant, glowing colour, 
the many roofs of golden-brown tiles that cever 
the mausoleum of the Empress-Dowager, the 
great woman who once ruled over China. 

And from the Tungling we went on to Tsung 
Hua Chou. 

Entering a Chinese walled city is like opening a 
door into the past. I never realized before what 
the dirt that comes from a packed population, 
from seething humanity, can be like. The 
Chinese live in these crowded towns for the sake 
of security, for even still China seems to be 
much in the condition of Europe of the Middle 
Ages. Safety cannot be absolutely counted 
upon inside the gates of a town, but at least it is 
a little safer than the open country. 

Tsung Hua Chou will always remain in my 
memory a-s my own little walled city, the one 
that I explored carefully all by myself, and 
when I think of a walled town my thoughts 
always fly back to that little town three-quarters 
of a mile square, at the foot of the hills that 
mark the limit of the great plain of China pwper. 

It was Tuan's suggestion tha:. we should stay 
there. I would have lingered at the tombs, but 
he was emphatic. 

" Missie want make picture. More better we 
stop Tsung Hua Chou. Fine picture Tsung 
Hua Chou." 

There weren't fine pictures at Tsung Hua 
Chou. He had struck up a great friendship 
with the " cartee man," and, perhaps, either he or 
the " cartee man " had a favourite gaming-house 
in the town. At �my rate, we went, and I, for 
some hardly explainable reason, am glad we did. 

The road from the tombs was simply appalling. 
The hills frowned down on us, close on either 
side, high and steep and rugged, but the rough 
valley bottom, up which we went, was the 
wildest I was to see for a long time. To say I 
was tossed and jolted is but mildly to express 
the condition of affairs. I sat on a cushion, I 
packed my bedding round me, and

. 
with both 

my hands I held on to the side of the cart, and 
if for one moment I relaxed the rigidity of my 
aching arms my head or some other portion of 
my anatomy was brought into contact with the 
woodwork of the cart. I thought of walking, 
for our progress was very slow, but in addition 
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The moat and wall of a Chinese city-The built-out portion is a mark of disgrace. iodicatiOg that a parricide has occurred 
in the town. 

to the going being bad the mules went just a 
little faster than I did, and I felt there was 
nothing for it but to resign myself and make the 
best of a bad job. Not for worlds would I have 
lingered an hour longer on that road than I was 
absolutely obliged. And yet, bad as it was, it 
was the best road I had till I got back to Peking 
again. There may be worse roads than those 
of China, and there may be worse ways of 
getting over them than in a Peking cart, but 
I trust I shall never come across them. 

We entered the gates of the city as the evening 
shadows were growing long, and, as usual, I was 
carried back to the days of the Crusaders as we 
rumbled under the arched gateway, but inside 
it was like .every other town I have seen-dirty, 
sordid, crowded, with uneven pavements that 
there was no getting away from. Within the 
curtain wall that guarded the gate there were 
the usual little stalls for the sale of cakes-big, 
round, flat cakes, and little scone-like cakes, 
studded with sesame seed or a bright pink sweet­
meat ; there were the sellers of pottery-ware , 
basins, and pots of all sorts, and the people 
staJ;Cd at the wealthy foreign woman who ran 
to two carts. It is an unheard-of thing in China 
for a Chinese woman to travel alone, though 
sometimes the foreign missionary women do, but 
they would invariably be accompanied by a 
Chinese woman, and one woman would not be 
likely to have two carts. One thing was certain, 
however : my outfit was all that it should have 
been, bar the lack of a male protector. It 
bespoke me a woman of wealth and position in 
the eyes of the country folk and the people of 
the little towns through which I passed. 

There were no foreigners, that I could hear of 
in Tsung Hua Chou. The missionaries had fled 
during the Boxer trouble, though, indeed, in all 
the towns I passed through I was a show, and 
the people stared, and chattered, and crowded 
round the carts, and evidently closely questioned 
the carters. 

They tell me Chinese carters are often rascals, 
but I grew to like mine before we parted. 

They were stolid men in blue, with dirty rags 
wrapped round their heads to keep off the dust, 
and I have no reason to suppose that they 
patronized water any more than the rest of the 
population. What romance they wove about 
me, for the benefit of the questioning people, I 
don't know, but the result of their communica­
tions was that the crowd pressed closer and 
stared harder ; and they were evil-smelling, and 
had never, never in all their lives been washed. 
I ceased to wonder that I ached all over with the 
jolting and rumbling of the cart ; I only wondered 
if something worse had not befallen me, and 
how it happened that these people, who crowded 
round, staring as if they had never seen a 
foreign woman before, did not fall victims to 
some horrible pestilence. 

Once inside Tsung Hua Chou I saw no beauty 
in it, for all the romantic walls outside. The 
evil-smelling streets we rumbled through to the 
inn were wickedly narrow, and down the centre 
hung notices in Chinese characters on long strips 
of paper, white and red, and pigs and children 
and creaking wheelbarrows and men with loads 
blocked the way. But we jolted over the step 
into the courtyard of the inn at last-quite a big 
courtyard, and quite a busy inn. This was aP 
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A typical Chinese coolie. 

inn where they apparently ran a restaurant, 
for as I climbed stiffly out of my cart a servant, 
carrying a tray of little basins containing the 
soups and stews the Chinese eat, was so absorbed 
in gazing at me that he ran into the " ·cartee 
man," and a catastrophe occurred which was 
the occasion of much bad language. 

The courtyard was crowded. There were 
blue-tilted Peking carts, there were mules, there 
were donkeys, there were men of all sorts ; but 
there was only one wretched little room for me. 
It was very dirty, too, and I was very tired. 
What was to be done ? 

" Plenty Chinese gentlemen sleep here," 
declared Tuan, and I could quite believe it. At 
the door of every lattice-windowed room that 
looked out on to that busy courtyard stood one. 
or perhaps two, Chinese of the better class-long 
petticoats, shaven head, queue and all ; each 
held in his hand a long, silver-mounted pipe, 
from which he took languid whiffs, and he looked 
under his eyelids, which is the polite way, at 
the foreign woman. The foreign woman was 
very dirty, very tired, and very uncomfortable, 
and the room looked very hopeless. The 
" cartee man " declared, however, that this was 
the best inn in the town, and. anyhow, I was 
disinclined to go out and look for other quarters. 

I was too tired to do anything that night but 
go to bed as soon as I had had my dinner. I 
had it, as usual, on the k'ang table, the dirt 
shrouded by my humble tablecloth, and curious 
eyes watched me, even as I watched the trays 
of full basins and the trays of empty ones that 
were for ever coming and going across the 
courtyard. 

Next morning I set out to explore the town. 
It was only a small place, built square, with two 
main roads running north, south, east, and west, 
and cutting each other at right angles in the 
heart of it. They were abominably paved. No 
vehicle but a springless Peking cart would have 
dreamt of making its way across that pavement, 
but then probably no vehicle save a cart or a 
wheelbarrow in all the years of the city's life had 
ever been thought of there. The remaining 
streets were but evil-smelling alley-ways, narrow 
in comparison with the main ways, which any­
where else I should have deemed hopelessly 
inadequate, thronged as they were with people, 
and encroached upon by the shops that stood 
close on either side. They had no glass fronts, 
of course, these shops, but otherwise they were 
not so very unlike the shops one sees in the 
poorer quarters of the great towns of England. 
But there was evidently no town council to 
regulate the use to which the streets should be 
put. The dyer hung his strips of blue cloth 
half across the roadway, careless of the con­
venience of the passer-by ; the man who sold 
cloth had out little tables or benches piled with 
white and blue calico ; the butcher had his 
wares fully displayed half across the roadway ; 
the gentleman who was making mud bricks for 
the repair of his house made them where it was 
handiest-in the street close to the house ; and 
the man who sold cooked provisions, with his 
little portable kitchen and table, set himself 
down right in the fairway and tempted all­
comers with little basins of soup, fat, pale­
looking steamed scones, hard-boiled eggs, or 
meat turnovers. 
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This place, hidden behind romantic grey 
walls, was in the morning just like any other 
Chinese city, and the people who thronged the 
streets were just the poorer classes of Peking, 
only it seemed there were more naked children 
and more small-footed women, with elaborately­
dressed hair, tottering along, balancing them­
selves with their arms. I met a crowd accompany­
ing the gay, scarlet poles, flags, musical instru­
ments, and the red Sedan-chair of a wedding. 
The poor little bride, shut up in the scarlet chair, 
was going to her husband's house and leaving 
her father's for ever. It is to be hoped she would 
find favour in the sight of her husband and her 
husband's women-folk. It was more important, 
probably, that she should please the latter. 

W h e n I e n­
gaged Tuan I had 
thought he was to 
do all the waiting 
upon me l needed, 
but it seems I 
made a mistake . 
The farther I got 
from Peking the 
greater his im­
portance became, 
and here he could 
not so much as 
carry the lightest 
wrap for me. His 
business appeared 
to be to engage 
other people to 
d o  t h e  w o r k. 
There was one 
d i l a p i d a t e d  
wretch to carry 
the camera, an­
other the box 
with the plates, 
and yet a third 
b o r e t h e black 
cloth I put over 
my head. It was not a bit of good prote$ting ; 
two minutes after I got rid of one lot of followers, 
another took their place, and as everyone had 
t<1 be paid-apparently, I often thought, for the 
pleasure of looking at me-l resigned myself to 
my fate. 

Accompanied by all the idlers and children 
in the town I climbed the ramp on to the walls, 
which are in perfect order, three miles round, 
and on the top from fifteen feet to twenty broad. 
Tuan helped me up in approved Chinese fashion, 
putting his hand underneath my elbow, and once 
I was there the town was metamorphosed ; it 

was again the romantic city I had seen from the 
plain in the evening light. Now the early 
morning sunlight, with all the promise of the 
day in it, fell upon graceful, curYed Chinese 
roofs and innumerable trees, dainty with the 
delicate vivid verdure that comes in the spring 
as a reward to a country where the winter has 
been long, bitter, and iron-bound. 

The walls of most Chinese cities are built 
square, with right angles at the four corners, 
but in at least two that I have been in, T'ung 
Chou and Pao Ting Fu, one corner is built out in 
a bow. I rather admired the effect at first, till 
I found it was a mark of deepest disgrace. 
There had been a parricide committed in the 
town. When such a terrible thing occurs a 

A street restaurant. 

corner of the city wall must be pulled down and 
built out. For a second one another corner is 
pulled down and built out, and a third likewise ; 
but the fourth time such a crime is committed 
in the luckless town the walls must be razed to 
the ground. But this disgrace, however, has 
never occurred in any town in the annals of 
Chinese history, for if a place should be so 
unlucky as to have harboured four such criminals 
within its walls the authorities generally manage, 
by the payment of a sum of money, to get a city 
that has some of its corners still intact to take 
the disgrace upon itself. 

(To be continued.) 



A 
Tragic Ocean Race. 

'By HENR Y E . .ST A N'DEN. 
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The story of five clipper ships which started on a race from Australia to China, and the strange and 
terrible happenings .that took place o n  board one of the vessels. The series of disasters that befell 

the " I sland Bay " proves once more that " it is the unexpected that happens." 

was on January 4th, 1898, that the 
full - rigged ship Island Bay entered 
Newcastle, New South Wales, in  
ballast from Cape Town, her agent 
expecting a probable cargo of coal 

to some foreign port . The Island Bay was a 
splendid vessel, which had made a great name 
for herself among seafarers on account of her 
superior sailing qualities, having placed many a 
fine record to her credit in various seas. 

Her commander, Captain McKnight, was a 
God-fearing, pious man, and a splendid seaman, 
but age was fast getting the better of him, and 
he had decided to retire in favour of his son 
Edward-a strapping young fellow of twenty­
seven, who held the post of chief officer on board 
-as soon as the ship arrived back in New York. 

I was second officer of the Island Bay, and 
right proud I was to hold the position in such 
a fine ship. It so happened that there were in 
port at this time several other large sailing-ships 
awaiting charters ; and when at last we loaded 
up with a cargo of coal, which was to be delivered 
with all speed at Hong-Kong, we learned that 
four of the other ships-all clippers well known 
to us by repute-had also received orders for the 
China Seas. There was thus before us the 
possibility of an exciting ocean race, the prospect 
of which filled us all with delight. 

" We'll do our best to beat them," said the 
skipper to the first officer, after announcing the 
news. " I am just going to write to your 
mother to tell her we are well and on the road 
home to her." 

With that he entered his cabin, while the first 
mate and I set about making preparations for 
our departure. 

During that night it commenced to blow con­
siderably from the eastward-straight in over 
the bar at the entrance of the harbour-and 
continued so for eight days with more or less 
Yiolence, rendering the bar dangerous for loaded 

vessels. During this enforced delay quite a lot 
of shipping collected at the entrance awaiting 
the signal from the pilot-station that ships might 
proceed to sea. Among the vessels were our 
four rivals in the race that was shortly to take 
place-the Palm Grove, Berhampore, Cogeltown, 
and Brooklyn, all bound, like ourselves, to 
China. 

On the morning of the ninth day of our 
detention the signal was 4oisted that vessels 
might proceed to sea. In a very short time all 
the small craft had crossed the bar and were 
getting an offing with a light westerly breeze . 
Of the larger ships the Palm Grove-which 
belonged to the same company as the Island Bay 
-:-was the first to be towed slowly towards the 
bar with her courses and six topsails in the 
running gear. As she passed us, still lying at 
our buoy, her crew cheered us, and we cheered 
in return. 

The next vessels to start on their journey 
were the Cogeltown, Brooklyn, and Berhampore, 
closely followed by the Island Bay, with every 
stitch of canvas set. Captain McKnight was 
eager to start the race to the Flowery Land at 
once, and talked about arriving there seven days 
ahead of the other vessels. 

When we arrived in line with the three ships 
that had preceded us they were just releasing 
their tugs, so all four of us set out to chase the 
Palm Grove, and by nightfall we lay close behind 
her, just twenty-two miles east-north-east of 
Newcastle, in a dead calm, the wind having 
fallen away. About nine at night a light breeze 
came from the south-east, and I at once trimmed 
the sails accordingly. It was a fine, clear, 
moonlight night, so the other ships, all quite 
close to us, could be plainly seen. After I had 
given the course to the man at the wheel I went 
into the cabin to report the shift of wind to the 
captain, leaving Lion, the mate's big New­
foundland dog, pacing the poop-his favourite 
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pastime. He loved to walk up and down with 
the officer of the watch and help sup his coffee 
and share his biscuit. When I returned on 
deck the great dog ran to meet me and looked at 
me as much as to say, " All's well, sir." Then 
we both set out to pace the poop together until 
midnight, when the first officer came on deck to 
relieve me and stand his watch till 4 a.m. 

The breeze by this time was considerably 
fresher, and the ship to the best of my judgment 
was doing about ten knots. As for the other 
vessels, there was very little difference in their 
positions and ours except that the Palm Grove, 
having a slight advantage of the Island Bay by 
being to the northward at the start of the breeze, 
was lengthening the distance between herself 
and the rest of the company. When I relieved 
the first officer at four o'clock, however, our 
ship was fast overhauling the Palm Grove, while 
the distance between the Cogeltown and Ber­
hampore was lengthening perceptibly. The 
captain appeared on deck at seven o'clock and 
seemed greatly pleased at the favourable wind, 
remarking to me that the Palm Grove would not 
stay ahead of us long now. I agreed, and 
stated my belief that all the rest of the company 
would be hull down behind us by nightfall 
except the Brooldyn, which was still holding her 
own with the Palm Grove, although losing to the 
Island Bay. The mate again relieved me at 
eight o'clock, by which time the wind had 
increased to half a gale, so that we furled several 
sails. At noon we were just on the Palm Grove's 
quarter, almost within shouting distance. She 
was flying her top-gallant sails and ploughing 
ahead at a great rate, s.ending the water flying 
from her bows in white sheets. The Brooklyn, 
under all plain sail, was clearly to be seen coming 
up not far behind on our starboard quarter, 
followed closely and being fast overhauled by 
the Boston ship, Berhampore, with the Cogeltown 
far out of the race, hull down below the horizon. 
By the first dog-watch - 4 p.rrt•. to 6 p.m. ­
the Brooklyn had caught the Palm Grove, and 
they were both just a mile astern of us, with the 
Berhampore overhauling them in leaps and 
bounds and promising us a tight ra�e. Before 
the wind-which had now settled to the strength 
of a whole gale-eased off the following morning, 
the Palm Grove was seemingly out of the race, 
with the American Berhampore close up to the 
beam of the Island Bay and the Brooklyn half 
or three-quarters of a mile astern of the Yankee 
clipper. With a telescope we could plainly see 
that the pretty little Cogeltown had shortened 
the distance by half between the Palm Grove and 
herself, and was carrying a crowd of canvas. 
During the day the gale moderated, and by 
nightfall the Berhampore was half a mile astern 

of the Brooklyn, and the Island Bay leading th1· 
Brooklyn by about five miles. The Cogeltown 
had passed the Palm Grove, and both were about 
fourteen miles astern of our ship. 

Seven days later found the island Bay in the 
doldrums, twenty-nine degrees south of the 
Equator. The Palm Grove and Brooklyn lay 
respectively two miles on the port and star­
board sides of the island Bay. The Berhampore 
looked as though she was lashed alongside the 
Cogeltown down on the horizon. So far the 
competitors in the race had kept wonderfully 
close together. 

Four days afterwards we were in the north­
east trade winds, three degrees north of the 
Equator, our yards braced sharp up on the 
starboard tack. Strange to say, not one of the 
other ships was to be seen, even with the tele­
scope. The trade winds were exceptionally 
strong, and the ship was making very satisfactory 
progress and promised a record trip from New­
castle to Hong-Kong. The captain was fast 
recovering from a very severe attack of rheumatic 
gout, which had confined him to his cabin for the 
last ten days. On this particular day he asked 
to be taken on deck to get the fresh air, and was 
accordingly placed on the shady side of the poop 
in a comfortable deck-chair. At noon the chief 
officer and myself took observations, finding the 
ship just eighteen degrees north of the Equator. 

" That's good business, sir," remarked the 
mate to the captain. " We shall beat the record 
hollow this trip." 

" It points that way," the captain replied. 
smiling. " But, I say, Ted, gi,·e that poor brute 
of a dog a drink ; he seems thoroughly dried up. 
I have been watching him all the morning, and 
he staring at me, poor fellow. He mustn't be 
kept in this baking sun with no water." 

" All right, captain ; I will attend to him," 
said the mate . " It is the fault of that lubber 
who styles himself steward." 

Before I went below the captain asked to be 
taken to his cabin, and I therefore carried him 
there, remarking as we went that the heat was 
intense, whereupon he replied that he would be 
glad when it was sunset. 

I had my tiffin, and had been lying down just 
about two hours when the steward came rushing 
into my cabin. 

" Wake up, sir ; wake up, sir ! "  he cried, 
wildly. " For Heaven's sake, come on deck ! "  

With that he rushed off, crying like a child, 
and paying not the least attention to my shouted 
questions. 

I promptly dived beneath my mattress for my 
revolver, fully believing that a mutiny must 
have broken out, although I had no reason for 
such a thought, our crew being everything that 
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could be desired. As I rushed out on the main 
deck in my pyjamas I saw a sight that will 
remain in my memory to my dying day. The 
steward was perched in the main rigging, the 
crew and cook in the fore, and as I appeared 
the dog Lion ran around the forward house, 
snapping his teeth savagely and foaming at the 
mouth. His white breast and fore-legs were 
covered with blood. At once I realized the cause 
of all the disturbance. The dog had gone mad, 
and by the blood on him he had apparently 
attacked someone ! 

The moment his glaring eyes caught sight of 
me, standing at the break of the poop, he uttered 
one frantic yelp and leaped towards me-and his 
death ; for at once I discharged one of the 
chambers of my revolver. He received the 
bullet through his right eye and rolled under the 
main fife-rail, dead. 

All this happened in the space of about 
fifteen seconds. Returning my revolver to my 
pocket, I rushed toward the poop, for the sails 
were flat aback, and the ship was driving rapidly 
astern. But I was too late . Just as I reached 
the first rung of the poop-ladder the foremast 
snapped off short at the doublings of the top and 
lower mast. I gained the poop and rushed fran­
tically to the wheel, only to be too late again ; 
for, just as I grasped the helm, away went the 
main top-gallant mast, also at the doublings. 
However, I managed to pay the ship's head off 
again till she filled on the opposite tack. During 
this time the helmsman, who had deserted his 
post and fled up the mizzen rigging for fear of 
the dog, had returned to the wheel. 

" You coward ! " I cried. " The dog is dead 
long ago, and you could have saved all this 
dismasting. Here, take this wheel. Where is 
the mate ? " 

" Lying in the starboard alley-way, sir," he 
meekly replied.  

I hurried anxiously in the direction indicated. 
On turning into the alley-way a sight met my 
gaze which I trust I may never see again. 
There lay the unfortunate chief, fearfully 
mangled, and with his clothes literally torn from 
his body. It was the work of the mad Newfound­
lan.d dog. The poor fellow was still conscious 
-although obviously past all human help-and 
when I put my ear to his lips I heard him 
gasp, " Don't tell mother. Good-bye-good-bye, 
father ! " From then onwards he lapsed into a 
state of merciful unconsciousness until he died at 
midnight. 

By this time all the crew had gathered at the 
poop-ladder. I immediately ordered the boat­
swain to clear away the wreck as it was useless 
to try to hand the yards ar mnd and stand the 
ship on the right tack till this was done. I had 

just completed giving a few instructions how to 
proceed, and ordered four hands to carry the 
mate to the cabin by the main-deck entrance, as 
it was the most convenient, when t he hlark 
steward, who had returned to the cabin, came 
hurriedly toward me and told me that the cap­
tain was dead. On reaching the companion­
stairs I discovered the captain lying prone at 
the bottom, apparently lifeless. I knelt beside 
him and, to my great satisfaction, found him only 
in a swoon, from which I soon brought him round 
by administering brandy. He had evidently 
either heard the cries of the mate or the unusual 
bustle on the poop, and, leaving his bed, had 
rushed up the companion-stairs. The effects 
of the awful sight that met his gaze, coupled 
with the physical exertion, had been too much for 
him in his weak state, and he had fallen back 
in a dead faint to the bottom of the stairs, a 
distance of ten feet. 

Needless to say, the captain's first inquiries 
were concerning his son. 

" How is my poor son ? " he asked. " Did 
the dog kill him, or is he still living ? " 

It was no good beating about the hush with the 
poor old man, and at last I told him, as gently 
as I could, that the chief officer had been so badly 
injured by the frenzied dog that it was impossible 
for him to recover. At this dreadful news the 
old gentleman sank back on his pillow again in a 
faint, and did not recover consciousness until 
his son had been dead for two hours. When he 
did his talk was rambling and incoherent. 

We committed the mate's body to the deep 
thirty-six hours after he died, myself reading the 
burial service. During the previous day the 
wreckage had all been cut away and hauled 
aboard, where it was lashed and stowed on deck, 
and the ship, considering that she was partially 
dismasted, continued to make good progress. 
During the following week the captain worked 
himself into a high fever, and I feared the worst. 
I took over the entire command of the ship myself, 
and informed the crew of the step by appointing 
the boatswain to take charge of the starboard 
watch, intending still to keep charge of one 
watch myself and take the ship to Manila, where 
I could inform her owners of the disaster and 
await their orders. Meanwhile, the captain 
began to grow gradually worse, and I feared a 
total collapse of the brain. 

Two days after I had taken charge of the 
bland Bay I sighted a steamer approaching me 
from the direction in which we were going, so 
accordingly had my signals ready to communi­
cate with her, and as she made our beam I 
hoisted the ensign and the ship's number. The 
steamer promptly replied with a signal asking 
me to heave my ship to. I at once had the 
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mizzen yards backed, 
the steamboat altering 
her course until we 
w e r e  c l o s e  t o  o n e  
another. Then a boat 
left her side containing 
six men and an officer. 
On coming alongside 
the officer informed 
me that his ship was 
the Featherston, bound 
from China to New 
Zealand. His captain, 
he said,had been asked, 
if he fell in with any 
of the five ships that 
h a d  I e f t  Newcastle 
t o g e t h e r, bound for 
China, to kindly stop 
them and deliver the 
o r d e r s  given him. 
After telling me this 
the officer handed me 
a large sealed envelope, 
which I then and there 
opened. It read thus : 
" Hong - Kong, China, 
August 14th, r898. To 
the ship Island Bay, 
bound to Hong - Kong. 
Sir, I, George Duncan, 
sh ipp ing - age nt, 29, 
South Street, Hong­
Kong, beg to inform 
you that charterer and 
owners desire me to 
inform you to proceed 
through the Straits. 
Do not come north 
about on any con­
s i d e r a t i o n unless 
dismasted or under­
m a n n e d . - ( Signed ) 
GEORGE DuNCAN AND 
COMPANY." 

I asked the officer 
to convey my thanks 
to Captain Drake, of 
the Featherston, for his 
courtesy, at the same 
time giving him a full 
account of our unlucky 
passage. I f u r t h e r  
requested the officer to 
signal his captain's 
advice as to what had 
better be done re­
g a r d i n g  C a p t a i n  
M r K n i g h t . Shortly 
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1\lter the }'eatherston;s boat had been hoisted 
in the davits she signalled, " Proceed on landing, 
or hand captain to first vessel to nearest port, 
as you are in the track of steamers." 

It was possible, therefore, to get the invalid 
ashore in a very few days, but, sad to relate, the 
Featherston was hardly out of sight when I went 
to the captain's cabin and found that the poor 
old man had passed away. This discovery dis­
heartened me greatly, as I had entertained hopes 
of the captain's recovery, if he could only receive 
medical attendance in time.  I hove the ship to 
and buried him the next day, reading the burial 
service again myself. The same day I called a 
sailor who held a mate's certificate aft and made 
him chief mate, so as to allow me to be on deck 
at any time, as this was the typhoon season in  
the China Seas. Five days after the burial of 
the poor captain I observed signs of a coming 
typhoon, so commenced to prepare the Island 
Bay for the fight. 

I was pacing the poop awaiting the storm 
while the ship, under the main lower and fore 
stay-sails alone, rolled in the trough of the sea 
in a dead calm, when an appalling thought 
struck me. There were no shifting boards i n  
the 'tween-deck to prevent the cargo from rolling 
from side to side of the vessel ! This neglect 
nearly lost my vessel and every life aboard her, 
for, as the typhoon struck the Island Bay she 
lay over till her lee rail was under water, and I 
heard the loud rumbling of the coal in the 'tween­
deck and felt the planks quiver beneath my feet. 
It was impossible to try to wear ship, as my two 
sails had been torn to shreds directly the hurri­
cane struck us. The ship fell off in the trough 
of the sea and lay helpless at the mercy of the 
screaming wind, that blew with a force which 
actually lifted the water from the ocean to our 
decks in solid masses. Every moment I expected 

the good old ship to capsize and taKe us all to a 
watery grave, or else that an explosion would 
take place in the <:.:'lrgo through the shifting and 
the fact that the hatches had been closed for six 
days with no outlet for the gas. But the Island 
Bay fought gallantly, though the lifeboats and 
everything movable were blown or washed 
away in the pandemonium of the elements. 

Before daylight next morning, to our intense 
relief, the typhoon had passed and a light breeze 
arose. I squared my yards to it and then set 
all hands to retrim the cargo. In forty-eight 
hours things had been put to rights as far as 
possible, and our once beautiful clipper, present­
ing a pitiable sight in her battered and dismasted 
condition, sailed triumphantly past Crididore 
Island and up the Bay of Manila, coming to an 
anchor at Cavite, the naval depot for the United 
States Navy. I communicated with the owners 
and charterer at once, and received instructions 
that the vessel would be discharged, repaired, 
and receive a captain in Manila. The company, 
as a token of esteem, promoted me to the post 
of chief officer, and the acting mate was made 
second officer. 

From the agent in Hong-Kong I learned of 
the arrival of our rivals in the race, the Palm 
Grove, Cogeltown, and Brooklyn, the first-named 
ship beating the second one by four hours and 
the third by two days. Sad to say, however, 
after all these years the fate of the 
Berhampore is still unknown, although it is 
believed she was either blown up or was lost. 
So ended the great ocean race which began so 
auspiciously for the Island Bay and ended so 
disastrously. As I follow the plough in my own 
native New Zealand and reflect on the dreadful 
events of that voyage, I vow that never again 
will I go to sea so long as I am able to make 
" brownie " for the shearers. 



After Gold in the ' '  Land 
of Fire.'' 

'By CAPTAIN JAMES 'BARRACLIFFE. 

I L L U STRATED BY A R C H. W E B B .  

T h e  story of an unfortunate prospecting expedition in the inhospitable wilds ol Tierra del Fuego. 
Captain Barracliffe's narrative affords yet another illustration of the irresist ible nature of the " lure 

of the gold " once a man has listened to its call. 

F you have ever prospected, ever 
followed the lure of the yellow 
goddess of wealth into the unknown, 
you know the " call of the gold." 
No doubt, even now, you can think 

back and picture the places that looked good 
to you, and still look good to you. A regret 
comes to you that you didn't satisfy yourself 
while you were about it as to the certainty of 
hidden riches or the lack of them. 

There is gold in Tierra del Fuego - the 
inhospitable " Land of Fire," away at the bottom 
of South America, where big sailing vessels 
round the Horn. I have seen it, handled it, 
mined it .  Some day, when the insistent call 
becomes too much for me. I shall try again, tra\·cl 
over the old tracks, and court the yellow goddess 
in her hidden palaces. One's luf'k is sure to turn 
sooner or later, you know ; one is bound to win 
some day if one only keeps on trying long enough. 
That's what the prospector always says ; he can 
never get the " gold fever " out of his blood. 

It's well enough to play th-:: philosopher when 
there's " not hing doing " ; but just let some 
fellow rome along with a rich chunk of ore or a 
few grains of precious dust and a tale of unde­
veloped but certain richness. Then at once the 
luxury and ease of ci\·ilized li fe begin to pall 
upon you. Abow the noises of the bustling 
city you hear the call of the gold. It beckons 
you on and on, somet imes to fortune, more often 
to despair. But, when it comes, all bygone hard­
ships and sufferings, all the failures, all your iron­
bound, copper-riveted resolutions to quit the 
chase go for naught. The old enthusiasm comes 
back like an O\·erwhelming wave, the microbe 
gets to work in the blood, and you're off once 
more. 

That is just what happened to me after I 
t hought I had dropped rainbow-chasing for good 
and all, and had settled down to the consulting 

end of the game. When I was consulted in the 
matter of the Tierra del Fuego scheme I had no 
intention of being interested beyond an advisory 
capacity. 

Old M-- showed a bottle of nuggets just as 
pretty as you would want to see. He had also 
an interesting story, and told it well. His ship 
had been blown ashore in a Cape Horn " souther," 
and all hands lost but himself. This much of 
his story was easily verified. 

He had been washed up on the southern shore 
of Hoste Island, on the Chile side of the line . 
While digging for fresh water with a broken 
oar, he struck a shallow bed of gravel lying over 
a hard clay " bed rock." From this bed he 
picked out nearly a handful of nuggets, running 
in size from a grain of wheat to one of maize. 
Besides the bottle, he still had, in a buckskin 
bag, about an ounce of wash-gold that was 
certainly alluring. 

At first I declined to do more than advise. 
But the men who proposed to back the scheme 
were friends of clients of mine, and the offer 
they made was generous rather than fair. So I 
dug out my prospecting kit, or such part of it 
as I could usc on this trip. This was a sea-going 
prospecting rxpedition, so, instead of pack­
saddles, canteens, and other dry-land equip­
ment, it required a web-footed outfit. 

Within two weeks I was in Kew York City, all 
equipment complete. With me were M-- and 
a young German named R--, who was finan­
cially interested. Without a doubt he was 
the most useless piece of humanity for such an 
enterprise that it would be possible to find. At the 
time, however, I did not suspect this ; but his 
uselessness developed at critical points with 
disastrous results. Had I suspected the fatal 
part this young man was to play in the trip, 
I would have left him at one of the ports en route. 

We stayed for a fortnight at Buenos Aires, 
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where I was courteously received by the Minister 
of Mines. He placed at my disposal full informa­
tion regarding the beach-washings on the Argen­
tine side of the line, and very kindly gave me 
letters to a Government official stationed at 
Parano .. on the island of Tierra del Fuego. We 
returned to Montevideo and outfitted with food 
supplies and tools ; then we sailed for Puenta 
Arenas, Chile, the southernmost town on the 
South American continent. There are camps 
farther south, but none worthy of the name of 
" town." All supplies and equipment for work 
projected in this wild country had t0 be shipped 
from this place. 

Owing to the stupid volubility of R-- our 
advent into the town was heralded, and we were 
soon " easy marks " for all the " grafters " in 
the place. They all had something to sell­
mining outfits, supplies, boats, information, and 
maps of localities containing so-called rich 
deposits. They offered anything and everything 
that I did not want, nothing that I did, and all 
at exorbitant charges. It seemed to me that 
fifty per cent . of the male inhabitants of that 
raw town at that time lived by " grafting." 

There were two boats available that would 
have answered our purpose--one a fifty-foot 
schooner and the other a sloop. The owners, 
however, were hard to deal with, and before I 
had made very much progress in arranging a 
charter I saw evidences of a combine to hold 
out for high prices. 

Taking a hint from our friend, I sent M-­

to the Argentine port ot Gallegas to see what he 
could find in the way of transportation. At the 
end of fifteen days he was back with a thirty­
ton sloop called the Buscano, Captain Ortiz, 
which sailed under the Chiliar. flag. She was 
hardly large enough for the party I wished to 
take, consisting of M--, R--, myself, 
Captain Ortiz, two sailors, one of whom served 
as cook, and two strapping Chilians whom I 
hired in Puenta Arenas for rough work. 

I was very much amused at the efforts of the 
two local sailing masters who had been so exor­
bitant in their demands.. \Vhen they saw the 
Buscano drop anchor, they immediately tried to 
6x up a charter with me. The arrival of the 
third vessel broke the combine, and the prices 
asked for charter came tumbling to a reasonable 
figure. But I only smiled at their offers, 
although I kept a sharp look-out to see that 
they did not enter into a combine with Ortiz 
to prevent my sailing. 

The weather was unusually fair for early 
September, and, as the summer season--or, 
rather, the £air-weather season-seldom lasts for 
more than three months, I decided to make every 
dav count. 

"'Vol. XXX\·.-18. 

At dawn on September 3rd · we sailed away 
to the south through the Straits of 1\lagcllan, 
down through the Cockburn Channel into the 
Antarctic Ocean, past the Beagle Channel . 
around the western point of Hoste Island, and 
then east to the south side. 

Our boat, though small, was staunch, and it 
was necessary that she should be, for these 
troubled waters are among the wildest and most 
tempestuous to be found anywhere on the globe. 

The treacherous currents, Yiciously churning 
over hidden reefs ; the sudden hurricanes, or 
" willi-waws," as they term the wicked squalls 
that overtake the hapless mariner, keep the 
voyager continuously on the look-out. As the 
charts are poor and unreliable, he has to steer 
his way by landmarks and frequent guesses. 
Often his vision is obscured by fog, driving rain, 
or snow. It is precarious navigation, yet this 
inhospitable archipelago has been extensive] y 
prospected by men in twenty-foot cat-boats, and 
Indians in open canoes are often met with. 

We had considerable difficulty in finding the 
location M-- had described. Quite by acci­
dent we turned a point and entered a bay that 
looked familiar to him. On investigation we 
found that we had discovered the right spot . 
The bay was sheltered from the north and west 
winds, but was open to the south and cast. In 
winter this would be a dangerous place to 
anchor on account of the cruel and relentless 
" southers " that roar up from the Antarctic 
icefields ; in summer, however, they are not so 
prevalent. We hoped to lie at anchor here in 
safety until we could test the placer-ground and 
decide whether to land our outfit or seek another 
location. 

We let go both mudhooks, which fo�md good 
holding-ground, and, paying out plenty of cable, 
rode easily while we landed the prospecting tools 
and enough supplies for a short stay ashore. 

R-- was left behind with the two sailors 
to watch for squalls. He objected to this 
arrangement ; but, being the least useful of our 
party, I felt he would be out of harm's way, 
and insisted upon his staying aboard. 

Aided by the captain, M--, and two Chilanos, 
we carried the tools to an alluvial flat about a 
half-mile from shore . Here we made a camp and 
prepared to sink prospect-holes to test the gravel. 

I did not find the gravel as 2\f-- had described 
it, though, on account of it ha,·ing been a shallow, 
the rains and floods of the three years following 
the shipwreck might have changed the surface. 
However, we did find the remains of the rude 
shelter he had erected and other indications 
sufficient to prove that he had been there . Among 
these were included the shattered hoat to which 
he had clung when washed up by the waves. 
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The country, both on the hillside and down 
into the fiats, was covered with a dense growth 
of evergreen beeches and magnolia brush, render­
ing prospet:ting away from the beaches or stream 
beds extremely tiresome work. 

It took me several days to lay out the pre­
liminary testing I wished to do, and in the mean­
time I put the Chilians to the work of digging 
for black sand deposits on the beach. M-­

knew nothing of these deposits, but so far most 
of the gold found in this region has come from 
the beach . After a time the men uncovered a 
likely-looking deposit under several feet of sand. 
Such deposits can only be worked at low tide and 
in fair weather. 

My tests showed a nice string of " colours " 
in the pan, and as I had provided copper plates, 
mercury, and magnets for working this kind of 
stuff in sluices, I decided to put part of our little 
force to work on it while I outlined by tests the 
alluvial ground selected farther inland. 

For two weeks we made borings over a large 
tract of creek bottom, with fair results. I 
decided to move the equipment and supplies 
ashore and send the sloop to a more sheltered 
spot in charge of the captain and one sailor, 
with orders to return for us at a stated time. 
R-- and the two sailors were still aboard, 
keeping a look-out for sudden squalls. The day 
after my decision was made was calm-suspi­
ciously so. I determined to seize this oppor­
tunity to land our supplies. 

On visiting the spot where the men were sinking 
a prospect-hole, I found the showings so rich that 
I was reluctant to leave. It was late in the 
afternoon when I reached the beach again . The 
weather had changed suddenly, and a mist was 
rolling in from the south. On the beach I found 
R--, who, against strict orders, had come 
ashore in a boat. He complained of being tired 
of the sloop, and said he wished to stretch his 
legs on land. As he had frequently been on 
shore, he really had little to complain of. 

As we talked a " souther " came roaring up 
from the Antarctic, and the breakers began to 
roll in. The angry sea made it impossible for 
R-- to return to the sloop. 

We watched the little Buscano pitch and toss 
on the tempestuous waters, but there was no 
sign of life on board. This R-- explained. He 
had tapped a keg of Chilian claret in the cargo, 
kept for emergencies. In all probability the 
sailors were intoxicated and had fallen asleep. 
As we watched, through the flying spume and 
mist we could see our staunch little vessel pitch 
and strain, now rising into plain sight on the top 
of some mighty roller, now sinking into the 
trough until only the topmast could be seen. 

All night the storm raged. Vainly we watched 

through the flying spray for a light that would 
indicate life on board. We kept up a roaring 
fire on the beach, hoping to encourage the storm­
tossed men. But when morning dawned there 
was no sign of our brave little vessel upon the 
troubled waters. She had gone to her doom, 
carrying with her the two unfortunate sailors. 

This disaster was appalling. We searched for 
the two bodies, but after two days of fruitless 
effort gave up hope. The sailors had gone down 
with the Buscano to an ocean grave. . 

Some odds and ends of wreckage floated 
ashore, but we found scarcely any food fit to 
eat. We were now reduced to the supplies 
brought on land for the temporary camp. A 
hurried inventory showed that we had barely 
enough rations to last us for a week. It was 
imperative that something be done at once to find 
a way out of our predicament. 

A council was immediately called. There were 
only two places in that region to which we could 
look for relief. One was a mining camp to the 
south-west, known as Tekenika ; the other was 
Ushuaia, the capital of Argentine Tierra del 
Fuego, a very small village on Beagle Channel, 
to the north-east. The former might have been 
abandoned ; no one of the party had ever been 
there, and little was known of its location, except 
that it was on the coast to the south-west. 
Ushuaia was farther away than Tekenika, and 
to get there we should have to cross the island, 
through the trackless forest. We discussed the 
possibilities of the two routes. At length I found 
that the Chilians were afraid of going inland ; 
they dreaded getting lost in the dense woods, 
meeting wild Indiarts, and the unknown generally. 
lf they could follow the shore, they said, they 
felt sure of making their destination, and were 
willing to take their chances of finding relief 
when they arrived at Tekenika. 

In an emergency of this kind, I deemed it 
advisable that they should follow their own 
desires. For myself, I decided with M-- and 
R-- to make for Ushuaia, where I was sure 
of finding some assistance . It was further agreed 
that, in the event of either party getting out 
alive, they would send immediate assistance to 
the other. 

Both the Chilian and Argentine Governments 
maintain small steamers that cruise about 
through these channels on official business, and 
I hoped to pick up one of these at some point 
on Beagle Channel. 

Our route meant a trip through the unknown 
and untravelled wilderness, our only guide a 
compass, our equipment only such as we could 
carry on our backs, and consisting of the barest 
necessities-a blanket and rubber poncho, one 
revolver, and a machete apiece ; one rifle, a pair 
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of binoculars, one axe, a small skillet and coffee­
pot, some bacon and coffee, some pilot bread 
in a waterproof bag, and the cloth('s we stood 
in. These things completed our kit. 

For a mile we journeyed together in one party. 
Then our routes parted. Captain Ortiz and the 
two Chilians decided to follow the beach to the 
east, while we turned away from the sea and 
made a trail along a creek in a north:easterly 
direction. 

As I bade Captain Ortiz good-bye we shook 
hands. He held mine as he crossed himself 
reverently, and with bared head muttered a 
prayer. Evidently he thought it was the last 
he would see of any of us, and that we would 
surely be overcome by the unknown horrors 
that lurked within the sinister depths of the 
luxuriant forest that covered the hills. 

R-- was almost overcome with fear ; he 
was in a " blue funk," in fact. It was necessary 
to talk roughly to him to stir up any latent sense 
of manhood that might lurk within his make-up. 
He wanted to follow Captain Ortiz, believing the 
beach route to be ·more open and less dangerous, 
but this I would not allow. I felt sure that, 
should he show any signs of giving out, they 
would leave him to his fate, and I felt responsible 
for his safe return. 

At first the travelling was easy. The valley 
was fairly open, well grassed, and free from trees. 
It was more like a big park than anything else, 
and, the day being bright, R-- soon regained 
his spirits. 

After about two hours' travel, the sombre 
woods began to close in on us, and we were soon 
fighting our way through a dense growth of 
beeches and magnolia brush. By sticking close 
to the stream and travelling at times through 
the shallow reaches, stepping from stone to 
stone or wading, we made fair progress ; but 
darkness came on early. Then we cleared a 
place in the brush, built a fire, and partook of a 
meal of bread and coffee. Rolling up in our 
blankets and ponchos, we were soon lost in 
slumber. 

I felt safe from any possible attack ; the 
forest seemed too dense to be penetrated, even 
by a greased Indian. We were awakened during 
the night by a drenching downpour of rain, but, 
sheltering ourselves as well as we could under 
our rubber ponchos, we made the best of things. 
After what seemed an interminable night, morn­
ing came, cold and wet. A " souther " was 
driving in sheets of rain and snow. The dense 
vegetation sheltered us from the blasts, and 
though wet and cold, we followed as well as we 
could the general direction pointed out by the 
compass. 

All day we groped in the fog and driving mists 

of rain, and, although we struggled valiantly and 
worked inces�antly with axe and machete, I d'J 
not think we covered more than eight or ten miles. 
It was a wet, dreary camp that we made that 
night, and R-- grumbled much. Only the 
fear of being left alone in the forest kept him to 
his work. His whining and complaining were 
almost continuous, and after a time they upset 
M--'s nerves. I had some difficulty in re­
straining him from overreaching my authority 
and administering some well-merited chastise-
ment. 

· 

The third morning opened clear and bright. 
The timber was growing more stunted, and my 
aneroid barometer showed an elevation of nearly 
a thousand feet. In a few hours we emerged 
from the forest, and found ourselves on the 
shores of a small but beautiful lake. It was 
heavily clothed with a bushy growth on one side. 
The other was open, with a beach and grassy 
shores along which we travelled, much relieved 
after our gropings in the dense forest. In a few 
more hours we reached the summit of a divide, 
and could look across the undulating landscape 
of forest-covered, precipitous hills. In the 
distance we could see a large body of water, but 
whether it was a lake or an arm of the sea we 
could not tell. The mists began to roll up, and 
soon obscured our view. 

Fatigued as I was, I could not resist a casual 
examination of a jutting quartz ledge that had 
been exposed by a recent landslide . Specimens 
knocked from the ledge and broken from the 
" float " lying about showed free gold in dis­
semination ; but without a loss of time I could 
not determine the width and extent of the 
vein. Our food supply was already low. We 
were in the heart of an unknown land, with 
starvation staring us in the face ; and since 
leaving the beautiful valley traversed in the 
first stage of our journey, I had seen no trace of 
any animal. 

I made a few rough notes on the occurrence 
of the quartz, and we hastened on. Just then 
life was more valuable to us than all the gold 
that inhospitable region could supply.  In the 
few minutes of clear weather I was able to make 
a mental note of the configuration of the country 
before me, and to pick out a route to the sea. 
It did not, however, lie in the exact direction I 
would have liked to follow. 

I had some difficulty in getting M-- away 
from the quartz ledge. Fatigued as we were, 
with unknown labours before us, he wished to 
carry away samples of the ore. I allowed him 

· to burden himself with as much as he wanted, 
but refused to permit him· to load R-- in like 
manner. R-- was listless, and did not share 
his enthus.i<J,sm. I would not take any samples 
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' "I reached what seemed t o  b e  a hole in  the rock floor.'' 
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for myself, much to the disgust of the excited 
gold-hunter. 

In the face of a heavy mist, we started down . 
the north slope of the divide, following the edge 
of the timber. We were soon wet to the skin, 
but stumbled on, groping our way by means of 
the compass. Plunging into the timber, we 
followed a stream for convenience' sake, feeling 
sure that it must ultimately bring us to salt 
water. When the water became too deep and 
the current too strong for comfortable wading, 
we tra veiled along the banks. In places the 
growth of brush was so dense that it was only 
with the greatest difficulty that we could force 
a passage. While fighting our way through a 
particularly stiff patch of this brush my attention 
was arrested by a low, ominous roar. At first 
I could not make out the cause. We were 
then in a narrow canyon, with high, precipitous 
walls. The noise grew stronger as we struggled 
on, and I became convinced that there must 
be a waterfall of considerable proportions ahead 
of us. 

I proceeded cautiously and warned the other 
two. R--, · however, had found an easier 
passage, and was recklessly charging into the 
brush regardless of consequences. · I was about 
to caution him again when we were startled by a 
cry. For a second I stood still ; the only sound 
to be heard above the roaring was the rushing 
of the stream over its rocky bed and a rustle 
behind me-M-- laboriously making his way 
through the tangled brush. Shouting to him, I 
hurried forward. I could see nothing but the 
heavy growth around us and the fallen trunk 
of an immense beech tree. Jumping upon this, 
I cleared away the branches and climbed along 
it. I caught sight of a broken branch, which 
looked as if R-- might have fallen into the 
matted boughs. I worked vigorously with the 
machete and cleared an opening. Below the 
trunk I could see more foliage, but no sign of 
the missing man. M-- joined me, but no 
trace did we find. 

The roar of a waterfall close by deafened us, 
and the foliage was wet with flying spray. So 
far as the eye could reach there was nothing but 
bru.sh. We continued our search at a little 
distance from each other. 

Presently a shout from M-- came to me 
above the roar of the water. Following the 
direction whence the sound came, but with 
great caution, I reached what seemed to be a 
hole in the rock floor. Only by grasping a friendly 
bough had he saved himself from falling into it.  

We soon cleared a space with our machetes, 
and saw that we were standing on the rocky 
rim of a precipice which had been masked by 
the overhanging brush and branches. 

Descent at this place was impo�sible, and we 
began a feverish hunt for a way to get down 
and offer assistance to poor R--, who had 
evidently fallen through. As we had heard no 
sound from him, we feared the worst. 

We struggled to the right until our progress 
was stopped by the precipitous rocky walls of 
the canyon ; then we turned to the left and 
worked across the river, although we were forced 
to go up-stream for a considerable distance, in 
order to make a safe crossing. Then we fol­
lowed the canyon wall and, just at the edge of 
the precipice, found a jutting beech, gnarled 
and stunted, that offered a foothold around the 
edge and on to the steeply-sloping cliff of loose 
rock. Here the way was more open, and we 
scrambled down to a ledge about forty feet below 
the rim of the precipice. Following this back 
to the stream, we worked our way around a 
point and beheld a magnificent waterfall. 
Straight down from the edge the water leaped 
into a black pool that seethed and churned a 
hundred feet below. 

Intent upon our quest, we took scant time to 
view the majestic beauty of the scene. The roar 
was such that it was impossible to make oneself 
heard. From where we stood we could see that 
there was a cave-like hollow behind the falls­
worn, no doubt, by the attrition of falling water 
on the softer formation that seemed to underlie 
the granite rim. By cautiously following along 
the ledge we came to the edge of the falls. · 

R-- lay somewhere on the other side, and 
we must get to him. The edge upon which we 
had been making our way broke off abruptly. 
M--, by rolling some heavy loose boulders, 
opened up a scant foothold on to a narrow 
shelving ledge that led into a recess under the 
falls. 

For a moment we hesitated. The rocks were 
slippery and moss-covered ; lush weeds and 
grass grew where there was soil enough. The 
only feasible way seemed to lead into the recess 
under the roaring waterfall. It looked dangerous, 
uncanny. M-- insisted upon leading the way. 
As a precaution we cut a long, whip-like pole 
with which we could steady each other over 
slippery places. 

The first dozen yards or so were over a sliding, 
slippery mass of flat rocks that had been scaled 
by the action of the elements from the rim-rocks 
above. 

At one place we were so close to the falling 
water that we could have touched it with an 
outstretched hand. The air suction was dan­
gerous, and we rounded the point without delay. 
We then came upon a sloping bank free from 
loose rock and comparatively soft. Into this 
M-- dug foot-holes with the point of his 



machete, and we worked 
our way along until, slowly 
and surely, we came to the 
other side. At the centre 
the space behind the falls 
was hollowed out to a con­
siderable depth, but the 
din and vibration-or " air 
hammer " - due to the 
falling water were almost 
unbearable. For relief we 
had to put our fingers into 
our ears. After a short 
rest we started on. Regard­
less of the urgency of the 
case, M-- hesitated 
long enough to scratch 
his initials and the date 
in the soft wall rock with 
the point of his machete . 

I doubt if the inscrip­
tion will ever be seen by 
mortal eye; butitseemed 
to appeal to his vanity. 
I was interested in noting 
how a trivial thing will 
thrust itself upon a man's 
attention even under great 
stress. 

We worked our way 
onward and soon stood on 
solid ground. We could 
still see no sign of R-- . 
Backwards and forwards 
we searched through the 
gatheringdarkness.Finally 
M-- climbed up the 
sloping hillside as far as 
he could. Then looking 
down, he saw before him, 
resting on a mass of foliage, 
the body of R--. Shout­
ing to me to come, he 
made his way to the brush. 
I followed him closely, and 
by using our machetes 
vigorously we soon had 
our companion on the 
ground beside us. He was 
quite unconscious. We 
found that he had fallen 
fully thirty feet, landing 
in a tree-top. A stiff limb 
had broken off, the jagged 
end slipping beneath the 
roll of blankets he was 
carrying tied diagonally 
over his shoulder. His 
weight had bent the tree 
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ovrr, and he alighted softly on the shorter brush 
beneath. There he lay unconscious, but un­
injured, until we found him. 

He soon revived, and when .M--, with little 
gentleness, convinced him that he was not really 
dead, nor even injured, we made our way in 
the gathering darkness to the pool at the foot of 
the falls. 

It was useless to try to proceed that night . 
Around the pool there was but little brush, due 
to the fact that there was no soil for anything to 
grow upon, it being all hard rock. 

We ate our bacon raw. Everything, including 
ourselves, being water-soaked, a fire was out of 
the question. So we passed a miserable night 
on the bare, wet rock. Though we were worn 
out, the incessant roar of the waterfall made 
sleep impossible. R-- complained, as usual ; 
but there was no relief. Finally the cold, grey 
dawn came. As soon as it was possible to see, we 
left those thundering falls behind us and made 
our way down-stream. 

After a time we found some semblance of a 
track, which afforded a welcome relief after our 
arduous labours in penetrating the untrodden 
wilderness. At the first suitable place where 
we could find dry wood we halted, built a fire, 
and made some coffee from our precious store. 
This, with a few slices of bacon, made us feel 
somewhat refreshed. The weather had brightened 
up, and life seemed worth living again. Even 
R--, for the moment, stopped grumbling. 

Following the path for what seemed about a 
mile, we rounded a bend in the trail, and were 
surprised to see before us a body of water. No 
doubt it  was Beagle Channel. The waters, ruffled 
by a gentle breeze from the north, sparkled in the 
clear sunshine. As we drew near to the shore, 
:M--, who was in the lead, held up a warning 
hand and quickly unslung the rifle he carried. 
Taking careful aim at some object, he fired. 
Then, passing me the rifle, he rushed down to 
the beach, picking up a stout club on his way. 
I could see some dark grey object floundering 
on the beach. M-- attacked it vigorously, 
and when it finally ceased its struggles I saw that 
it was a seal. I had never eaten seal-meat, but 
almost anything clean was a welcome addition 
to our sorely-depleted larder. So, with a machete, 
we cut off a big chunk of the meat, and, taking a 
slender branch from a near-by beech, M-- ran 
it through a slit in the meat to make the carrying 
easier. 

The trail turned again, and to our surprise we 
suddenly burst upon an Indian camp. Grouped 
about an open fire sat several Yahgan men and a 
boy. There were no women in evidence, and 
I saw no signs of a canoe. As a peace-offering 
we presented the seal-meat. Although they 

appeared surly at first, this offer brqught about a 
better feeling. One of the men, a fine, strapping 
fellow, wearing the remains of an old pair of 
dungaree trousers and nothing else, shouted 
something in guttural jargon, which brought 
out from the bushes a woman carrying a child. 
There were evidently others where she came from. 
Taking the meat, she proceeded to boil it in a 
big shell, but not before the men had each sliced 
off a piece to eat raw. 

We explained that the seal lay on the beach. 
Nodding assent, the man spoke again to someone 
unseen. 

We still f.elt a little doubtful as to our recep­
tion ; but, although the Yahgans did not 
apparently understand our language, they were 
quick to grasp the meaning of signs. I used the 
sign language I had learned among the Sioux of 
the Dakotas many years before. It is a language 
all Indians understand, and the Yahgans were 
more apt with it than some of the tribes who 
rank above them in intelligence. 

After a short time two squaws came in, bearing 
most of the seal. One was old and wrinkled, the 
other plump and almost pretty, having straight, 
black hair, large, expressive, merry eyes, and 
small hands and feet. 

· • 

As the women appeared with their burden 
R--, who had been standing by the fire, backed 
away, watching them intently. Blunderingly, 
as usual, he backed over a log, lost his balance, 
and fell flat on his back into the brush. So 
ludicrous were his frantic efforts to regain his 
feet that, with one accord, the Indians burst 
into hearty laughter. It was infectious, and, 
strained and nerve-racked as we had been for a 
week, the laugh acted as· a tonic. Relaxing, we 
joined in whole-heartedly. I was somewhat 
astonished to hear these Indians laugh, as I had 
been told that they were morose and treacherous. 
While we still felt that vigilance was necessary, 
we were more at ease. 

M-- sat upon one side of . the fire and I 
upon the other, so as to guard against a surprise. 
The Indians, however, did not seem to fear us ; 
in fact, they paid little attention to our move­
ments. 

The women prepared a meal of cooked seal­
flesh and a dish of mashed berries. Everyone 
ate by dipping the fingers into the general dish 
and conveying the food to the mouth. The meat 
was decidedly oily, with a strong fishy flavour, 
but not unclean. The berries had a peculiar 
tart taste. I discovered that they were the 
fruit of the Berberis aquifolia, sometimes called 
the " Oregon grape." 

After the meal was over we tried to make the 
men understand that they must guide us to 
Ushuaia. By signs they explained that this was 
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impossible, as they had no canoe. By means of 
the sign language they also made us understand 
that a week before a steamer, evidently a 
Government boat, had passed up the channel, 
and only the day previous a sail-boat had gone 
to the west. They told us to wait four days­
making a sweeping motion across the heavens 
with the hands, to signify a day, and laying a 
short stick on the ground for each sweep until 
the four sticks Jay side by side. Then a motioon 
was made to indicate the direction we wished 
to take to the east and down the channel. 

A hut was pointed out to us which was for 
our use. It was a crude affair, conical in shape, 
made of sticks, and covered with dry grass and 
foliage. The hut was about five feet high. Just 
within the door smouldered the embers of a fire. 
The earth had been scooped out, and the ground 
was partially covered with dry grass. Compared 
with our sleeping quarters for the past week, the 
place was palatial. 

R-- promptly crawled in and went to sleep. 
I insisted that M-- should do so also. I 
thought it best that one of us should keep watch 
during the night. Towards evening the mists 
rolled up, followed by rain. I was informed that 
bad weather would last three days, and then the 
canoe would come back and take us to Ushuaia. 
While I did not relish the delay, we were fairly 
comfortable, and, not caring to brave the 
fatigues of the trackless forest again, I decided 
to wait for fair weather and the canoe. 

We gathered a large pile of firewood, and, by 
utilizing one of the rubber blankets and spreading 
it over one side of the hut, we kept out both wind 
and rain and made it very comfortable within. 

Although I felt completely worn out with loss 
of sleep and hard travel, I decided to sit up for a 
few hours, and then call l\1-- to keep watch 
for the remainder of the night. R--, I knew, 
could not be trusted to stay awake. 

Making a comfortable seat for myself, I sat 
beside the fire. The storm without thrashed and 
blustered and moaned. The patter of the rain­
drops on the roof of the hut must have lulled me 
to sleep. Tired Nature could hold out no longer, 
and, reckless of my charge, I passed into oblivion. 
Suddenly I awakened with a cold shudder as of a 
knife thrust down the back of my neck. For a 
second thoughts of Indian treachery and an 
attack flashed through my mind. But it was 
only the effect of stiffened muscles, due to the 
strained position of my head. 

M-- and R-- still slept. I looked outside 
and saw that the rain had settled into a steady 
drizzle. The grey dawn was just breaking. Feeling 
sure that my vigilance was no longer necessary, 
I made a place for myself and lay down for a com­
fortable sleep. As the Indians had said, the storm 

lasted for three days. Then came the canoe, 
and in two more days we were at Ushuaia. 

The Indians were suitably rewarded with 
presents of fish spears, an axe, and other useful 
things. Clothing they did not care for, except 
as a means of decoration. The boy was fitted 
out, much to his disgust, with various contribu­
tions from the men about the governor's office. 
However, as soon as he could get away from his 
kind, but misguided friends, he promptly dis­
carded the habiliments of civilization, and, 
instead, tied around his waist by a string a 
guanaco skin with the hairy side turned outwaras. 
These natives are evidently immune to cold. The 
governor also made a donation to the Indians, 
and upon the leader-he of the dungaree trousers 
-he bestowed a copper coin hung by a string 
around his neck. It was a sort of Carnegie 
medal, I suppose, and occasioned considerable 
comment among the other members of the tribe. 
The party had only brought one old woman 
with them to do their cooking, and they did not 
stay long. Plainly the white man's civilization 
had little charm for them. 

The governor, after hearing the complete his­
tory of our experiences, ordered a sail-boat to 
be sent out to look for the other members of our 
prospecting party. We spent ten days cooped 
up in a little frame shack that was very kindly 
placed at our disposal while we waited for the 
Argentine Government supply steamer. On this 
we embarked for a tempestuous passage of nearly 
a week. The steamer stoppe d with supplies at 
various points, most of which appeared to be 
uninhabited. Finally we arrived at Puenta 
Arenas again. 

As it was too late to make another trip that 
season, I decided to return to New York. M--, 
however, could not turn his back upon the 
quartz ledge we had discovered, so he deter­
mined to go to Buenos Aires and try to secure 
the capital necessary for further explorations. 
At Montevideo he left me, taking with him letters 
to h:iends who, I thought, would be helpful to 
him in his project of developing the new find. 
But he never accomplished his purpose. An 
attack of enteric fever, contracted soon after his 
arrival, brought his earthly efforts to an end. 

I breathed a sigh of relief when I saw R-­

safely on the train for home, where he stayed. 
One prospecting trip was enough for him. 

It was a rough and unfortunate experience ; 
but as I look back upon it now, with the raw 
edge of the hardships worn off, I catch myself 
still thinking of that unexplored ledge of quartz 
and the other fascinations of that wild, in­
hospitable region of Tierra del Fuego. It is 
the call of the gold, and some day I may have to 
obey the summons. 



The 
H au nted Tomb. 

'By C. H. SHANAN, Assoc.M.Inst.C.E. 

I L L U S T RATED B Y  FRANK WRIGHT. 

The author wrftes : " This story was told t o  me by the headman of Malout, a village in the 
Southern Punjab when I was an assistant engineer in the Irrigation Branch of t h e  Indian 
Public W'orks Department. Several officers o f  the Salt Department have assured me that t h e  

narrative is true in every detail. " " .OU aco right, .ahib ; "' you ;;ay, I 
have seen many strange things in 
my life. Do you see that tomb 
over yonder ? Shall I tell you a 
story about it ? The night is still 

young, and maybe it will interest your honour." 
So spoke Harnam Singh, the old lambardar 

(headman) of Malout, as we sat on the parapet of 
the canal bridge one hot, stifling night in June 
some fifteen years ago. 

The old Customs preventive line, a high, thick 
thorn hedge, that stretched for miles north and 
south, ran on one side of the canal. This line 
was intended to check the smuggling of salt that 
had not paid Government duty from the native 
States into British territory. It extended from 
the Sutlej, near Fazilka, along the borders of 
British territory, to the frontiers of Berar, and 
was guarded by a chain of posts manned by 
native peons, under the supervision of European 
officers. The system has been abolished now 
for many, many years, but the hedge still exists 
in a few places in the Southern Punjab. 

In the background, set in a treeless, undulating 
sea of sand, were clustered the mud huts of the 
villagers, raised high above the tank dug to 
supply the sun-baked bricks with which they 
were built. Numerous black blotches in the 
water showed where the buffaloes were wallowing 
to escape the tender attentions of the sand-flies 
and mosquitoes, unheeding the opprobrious 
epithets heaped upon them and their remote 
ancestors by the naked lads playing near the 
margin. The hot air quivered as the heat rose 
from the earth, and made one think with an 
intense longing of blue hills and snow-capped 
peaks. 

About a hundred yards away, in the shelter of 

the hedge, stood a small, mosque-like tomb, 
covered with a dome ; hundreds of similar 
structures are to be seen scattered all over tht' 
country. It was this place to which the old 
headman had directed my attention ; and here 
is the strange story he told me concerning it. 

It is now many years ago, sahib, probably 
when your presence was a babe in arms, that a 
rumour got spread about that this tomb was 
haunted. The rumour soon grew to a certainty, 
for Gunda Singh himself was one of the first to 
see the bhut (ghost) while coming home late one 
night from his fields) and he told his wife and me. 
He was shaking like a leaf, and had I not bcm 
with him at Ferozeshah and known of his pluck 
from experience I woul<1 have said that he was 
a coward. When he had recovered from his 
fright, and could keep his teeth from chattering 
as if he had the ague, he described it to us. He 
had been to his ·mali IIi (Indian corn) field as usual, 
but had been delayed there in an altercation 
with Ram La!, the usurious old money-lender of 
the village, and it was long past sunset when he 
started to return. 

His land, as your honour knows, lies about 
half a mile from here on the salt road. He came 
along this road singing, as is our custom, to 
frighten away the tree-clemons, but as he neared 
the tomb a terrible howl struck him mute, and 
on glancing around he saw, by the corner of the 
tomb, the flaming head of a bhul. " It was a 
veritable shitan (devil)," said he to us, " with no 
body at all-just a head only, framed in white 
and green fire, from which two red eyes stood 
out distinct and appalling, steadily fixed on me. 
May I eat dirt, Harnam Singh," he added, " if I 
speak not the truth." Gunda Singh noted all 
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this in a second, and then he ran, and ran hard, 
till he got home. 

Two or three evenings later we were all sitting 
at the d/iarmsala (meeting-place of the village 
elders), discussing matters, when Gurditta 
Singh and his wife's brother burst in amongst 
us, breathless and speechless with running and 
fear, and told us between gasps that they had 
seen a terrible hhut on the salt road. They had 
been to Alamwala and were returning when, 
just as they passed the tomb, there suddenly 
emerged from out of the shadow a shitan as big 
as a buffalo, with head and shoulders darting 
flames. It had a huge, grinning mouth, out of 
which lolled a red tongue dripping with fresh 
blood. It passed quite close to them, fortunately 
not seeing them, and went through the hedge 
without making the slightest noise. They were 
rooted to the spot with terror, but when it had 
gone out of sight they ran as fast as they could 
to the dharmsala to tell us. 

Others then saw it, huzoor, and each time it 
was different in its appearance, so that no two 
accounts agreed, except in the matter of its 
flaming head and shoulders. To some it was 
the size of a large dog, to others that of a buffalo, 
and even once as tall as a camel, but I think 
terror made the man who saw it that time 
greatly exaggerate its size. As a rule it took 
the form of an animal, but when Gurditta 
Singh's wife beheld it, it resembled a man ; and 
it must have cast some sort of a spell on her, for 
she has never since been quite right in her mind. 
Others, again, only heard fearful and blood­
curdling screams at night ; I myself heard these, 
and I assur� you, huzoor, they haunted me in my 
dreams fo�. rriapy a pi_ght after ... · The tomb was 
avoided by everyone, not a man would ·go near 
it after dark, and as for the women and children 
-well, you had only to mention it to reduce a 
refractory wife or child to immediate and quiet 
obedience ! You laugh, sahib ; I know that 
you do not believe in hhuts, but I have seen not 
one, but three, and I have met some sahibs who 
do believe in them. I 've heard tell, too, that 
your hhuts write and knock on tables. This is, 
indeed, a marvellous thing. 

. Esmith Sahib was the patrol (officer) here 
then, and, though he laughed as your honour 
does at the stories told, he believed them, I think. 

Just about this time the usual attempts at 
salt-smuggling ceased, and it was very dull for 
me and the other hot-heads of .Malout, for 
there were then no nightly fights such as 
occurred when we joined Esmith Sahib and 
his chaprassis (peons) against the low-caste 
Bagris, and the lathis (quarter-staffs) were 
used and skulls broken. Well, your presence, 
to continue. After a while the salt men found 

out, by means of spies and mformers, that, 
though the smugglers made no attempts to 
break through the line openly, still a great deal 
of sal t was somehow coming across from Bikanir, 
and the patrols were extra watchful. But in 
spite of all their efforts it continued, and even 
grew worse. Esmith Sahib was fat, and used 
to be very short-tempered ; but he found out 
nothing, so they sent him to Dabwali and put 
Ugecome (Edgecombe) Sahib here. He was 
young and a great shilwree ; but though he 
tried hard the salt still came over, and now they 
knew well that it crossed the line close by

'
here. 

Ugecome Sahib swore many times, especially 
when the dah (post) came in every day, and 
would then watch and lay traps for the smugglers, 
but all in vain. 

It was the beginning of the cold weather and 
the grouse were just coming in ; for the last few 
days the air was filled with their musical calls 
as they winged their way from the cool uplands 
where they had spent the summer breeding, and 
returned to their winter feeding-grounds. As I 
have said before, the sahib was a keen shikaree, 
and his heart was glad within him. Every 
evening he went for a long walk, taking his gun. 
It was lonely for him, and, like your honour, he 
loved to hear stories of my many experiences, 
so I generally accompanied him and carried the 
game-bag. 

One evening we wandered farther than usual, 
and it was late when we started to return. 
Darkness sets in rapidly in the cold weather, as 
you know, and, as there was no moon, by the 
time we struck the line it was pitch-black. I 
had been telling the story of the haunted tomb 
and what Gunda Singh had seen, when, just as 
we came abreast of it, a most blood-curdling 
cry broke the stillness-a cry I cannot describe, 
sahib ; it turned my blood to water. Then, lo ! 
out of the deep blackness of the hedge stole a 
fearsome thing. Imagine an animal - like 
creature, larger than the largest dog, with long, 
brindled hair. It was not the body of it, how­
ever, that frightened me, but the awful head ; 
a bright, whitish-green light enveloped it, out 
of which gleamed two savage red eyes. The 
light was not of this earth, sahib, for it moved 
and quivered and seemed just to float around 
the head. Never in my life have I beheld such 
a thing, and I was rigid where I stood, with my 
turban rising off my head. For a second the 
thing stood staring at us with those awful eyes, 
then turned and ran towards the tomb. A bang, 
followed by another, broke the silence ; Ugecome 
Sahib had fired both barrels at it, but too late, 
for it went right through the wall and dis­
appeared. We ran up, the sahib cursing under 
his breath and very excited, I still shaking with 
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The Price of Progress 
THE Panama Canal stands as one 

of the most marvelous achieve� 
ments of the age. Into its construe� 
tion went not only the highest engi� 
neering skill, but the best business 
brains of the nation, backed by 
hundreds of millions of dollars. 

-. Suppose conditions not to be fore� 
seen made it necessary to replace the 
present canal with a riew and larger 
waterway of the sea�level type, to be 
built in the next ten years. 

Also suppose that this new canal 
would be the means of a great saving 
in time and money to the canal�using 
public, because of the rapid progress 
in canal engineering. 

· This sounds improbable ; yet it 
illustrates exactly what has happened 
in the development of the telephone, 
and what certainly will happen again. 

Increasing demands upon the 

telephone system, calling for more 
extended and better service, forced 
removal of every part of the plant 
not equal to these demands. Switch� 
boards, cables, wires and the telephone 
instrument itself were changed time 
and again, as fast as the advancing art 
of the telephone could improve them. 

It was practical to do all this because 
it greatly increased the capacity of the 
plant, reduced service rates and added 
subscribers by the hundred thousand. 

In ten years, the telephone plant of 
the Bell System has been rebuilt and 
renewed, piece by piece, at an expense 
exceeding the cost of the Canal. 

Thus the Bell System is kept at the 
highest point of efficiency, always 
apace with the telephone requirements 
of the public. And the usefulness of 
the telephone has been extended to 
all the people. 

Kindly mention this magazine when writing to advertisers. 
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a great fear, for to annoy a bhut brings bad luck, 
and my first grandson was but a week old. We 
searched \'arefully as best we could in the 
intense darkness, the sahib s-triking match after 
match, but found nothing. 

" Look you, Harnam Singh," said he, " that 
was no bhut at all ; it is some trick, and we are 
going to find it out. I have an idea we shall 
find the salt-smugglers in this ; but we must 
move slowly and catch them if possible. To­
morrow night you and I will sit here and keep 
watch. You are not afraid ; a Singh �rs 
nothing." 

I was afraid-terribly afraid, huzoor-but 
even if a Singh is afraid he does not show it, and 
never bal'ks out of danger. We returned then to 
the bungalow. 

The next night the sahib and I stole out, not 
telling anyone where we were going, and quietly 
took up our stand in the deep shadow of a hikar 
tree dose to the tomb. Hour after hour went 
by ; the sahib was getting impatient, and we 
were just going to give it up for that night, 
when suddenly the awful cry broke out on the 
still air ; it carne so suddenly that we both 
started violently. Thrice was it repeated, and 
then from under the hedge appeared the bhut. 
It stood for a while and seemed to be looking at 
us: 

The magical light around it s head and mouth 
was stronger than ever, and truly, your presence, 
it made me tremble with fear, for I believed i t  
to  be  a bhut in spite of  what Ugecorne Sahib 
said. It seemed an age to me before he sighted 
and fired. With another fearful cry the thing 
turned and staggered to the tomb, where, as on 
the night before, it went through the wall and 
was lost to sight. We had brought a lantern 
this time, and on lighting it and searching about 
we discoYered a hole in the foundations, care­
fully hidden by some cactus. I pulled this 
away, and the sahib, without any hesitation, 
serarnbled into the hole, calling on me to follow. 
We groped our way along, but the hole or tunnel 
was very small, and it was with the utmost 
difficulty we rould wriggle through. 

At last, when I was nearly suffocated and my 
eyes and mouth were filled with sand, we came 
out inside the tomb under the dome. Then 
we saw the bhut-he was lying just inside near 
the mouth of the tunnel, quite dead. But even 
then he would haYe made a brave man run, for 
the ghostly light still quivered around his head, 

and a ghastly grin showed a row of huge teeth 
dripping blood and froth. What was it, you 
ask, huzoor 7 Why, only a hyena, after all ! 
But he was a huge brute, with some devilish 
magic stuff on his 

·
head and jaws, which, in the 

dark, gave him a terrible appearance .* 
A laugh caused me to turn, and there was 

Ugecome Sahib waYing the lantern and looking 
much pleased. " Lo ! Harnam Singh," said he, 
" what do you think this is ? Was I not right 
last night ? " and then I saw what had made him 
so glad. For the tomb was full of nothing but 
salt ; there it was in a great heap from the floor 
to the top of the dome. Only a small space 
near the hole was kept clear. 

My tale is now told, huzoor, for the remainder 
is nothing. The mystery of the salt-smugglers 
was explained, but they were never caught, for 
one of the gang must have been close by from 
the start, and he gave the alarm to the rest . 
It appears, however, that they had fixed on this 
place for their enterprise ; they got a hyena, 
tamed it, and trained it to live in this tomb and 
just- wander about near it at nights. With some 
kind of paint they gave it that fearful appearance 
which frightened so mc:..ly of us. Afterwards. 
when no one would venture near the tomb for 
fear of the bhut, the salt-smugglers started using 
it as a storehouse. One lot would bring the 
salt from Bikanir up to the other side of the 
line, and when darkness came and the coast 
was clear smuggle it <1cross-they had a carefully­
concealed hole in the hedge-and store it in the 
tomb. The peons were too frightened of the 
bhut to go near this part of their beats, so the 
smugglers were quite safe. The men on this 
side would then remove it when they got a 
chance, and the others would return for more. 

It was an unnatural way of smuggling, I 
admit, but what can you expect from low-caste 
Bagris ? After a time they returned to the 
good old way again, and, in fact, I think it was 
only a week later that we had a glorious fight 
with about thirty cf them. We were out­
numbered-two to one-and it would have gone 
hard with us had not a huge wild boar caused a 
diversion ; but it grows late and the huzoor is 
yawning, so the story will keep till next time 
your honour comes to Malout. Good night, 
huzoor ; may your prosperity increase and may 
you have twelve strapping sons ! 

------

* I t will ht= reml'!mbered that Sir A. Connn Dnyle makes use of an 
exactly simib.r device in his " Hound of the Baskervilles. "'-Eo. 
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Shells are the fastest by a good round margin. 
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keeps all the drive of the explosion in a straight line 
behind the shot. A Remington-UMC specialty that 
is giving the "Speed Shells" first place with Sportsmen 
everywhere. 

Ask for "Arrow" or "Nitro Club." You can be sure of getting them from the dealer who dieplays the Red Ball Mark of Reminglon-U MC. Go to him. 

Remington Arms-Union Metallic Cartridge Co. 
WOOLWORTH BLDG. (233 Broadway) NEW YORK CITY 

The "SPEED SHELLS"-
�� d"· •' X >'f"':<>%1<� 
�'-� 

,.,,,., .. ��/. "' -l 
% � 

Kindly mention this magazine when writing to advertisers. 

J O  



ODDS AND E N DS. 
A " Camel " Plant-A Brigh am Young Monument- Where the Prophet Elijah Was Fed by the 

R avens, e t c . ,  etc.  

A plant which store• water for its own susteuauc.;. 

fii��r!iii] IIE New York Botanical Garden �Y � possrsscs a curiosity in a plant which 

"'- supplies its own water from an in· 8: tern a! reservoir. It comes from t h e  
Sonora Desert i n  �lcxico, a n d  is 
called t he guarcqui. The plant 

rlevelops a large , thickened root and stem base. 
and, in the sliOrt season - only a few weeks 
in lengt h - during which it can obtain water 
from the soil , it supplies i tself by means of 
short tendrils, which then dry up. After that 
it lies on the desert entirely detached from the 
soil. It is said t hat this odd plant can store 
enough wat'cr to last a quarter of a century. 

The specimen in Kew York was obtained in 1902, 
and it has remained in a museum-case ever smce. 
Annually, at its wonted season, it puts out tubers, 
which, obtaining no moisture or sun.shine, soon 
die ; but the plant itself continues to live. For 

seven successive years, repeat ing its annual search for moisture. 
the guarequi has continuer! to send out its useless t endrils. A 
specimen of this " camel " among plants is seen in the foreground 
of. the photograph . 

The Mormon leader, Brigham Young, has one of the most unique 
monuments ever erected to the memorv of man .  This is 
nothing more nor less than the first letter

' 
of his surname, " Y," 

cut out in white upon the western slope of t he Wasatch Mountains , 
in Utah. The " Y  " is made of rocks, bedded and painted, 
and is three hundred and thirty feet long and two hundred feet 
from tip to tip of its anns. It is the work of stuc'ents of the 
Brigham University at Provo, a Mormon institution founded ir 

A quaint memorial to Brigham Young. A giant • •  Y " of paiuh:J 
rocks on the side of a mountain. 
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My Magazine ' ' Investing for Profit ' '  
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FREE for Six Months 

I will send my 25c book 

Improve Your Eyes 
fur lOc. in stalU JlS or coin 

A hiah-arade exercise and massage 
method that <luI c k ly strengthens and heauti• fies the eyes. 

Also a most beneficial system of exercises 
that will improve the muscles of the teinples 
and sides of face, thereby facilitating Dlllsti­
cation and vocal }>ronuJwiutton. Com­
pletely illustrated. Entirely without apparatus. 

MUSCLE BUILDER 
A steel spring exerciser and chest ex 
pander, with a complete course of 
twenty-four selected exercises for 1 
developing all the muscles of the body. 
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Prof. A NTHONY BARKER 
I D;S Barker Bldf. , I IO W. 42d St., New York 

BIG BARGAIN TELESCOPE 

To introduce ourselves to the public we offer ' 
this 3 foot telescope at a great bargain for only 
99c. This is what you will call a big bargain 
when you once see it and is only an introductory 
offer, which will not hold good after we once 
withdraw it. With it one can see everything that 
is going on around. Everyone has use for a 
telescope. Farmers, Ranchers, Y atchsmen. Avia­
tors, Hunters, Boy Sconts and in fact everyone has 
use for a telescope no matter where they live or 
who they are. Have you ever enjoyed the 
marvels of a telescope's power? If not then order 
this one to-day and give yourself a treat. Price 

· prepaid by mail only 99 cents. 
JAflES H .  ARNOLD CO. , 

Box 303 P, Columbus, Indiana. 
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gain list and free book fREE BOOK 
describing the SHAW Bicycle Motor At. 
tachment. Motorcycles, all m&kes, new 
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Resolve to Win !  
Determination made Grant one of the great­

est generals in h istory. The world knows his 
story. It knows, too, the stories of thousands 
of other determined men, who succeeded be­
cause they had a purpose and stuck to it. 

Do you want to succeed f Do you 
want that better job f Do you want 
that increase in pay f 

If you do want to get out of the rut-if you are determined to make something of yourself, 
send the Internati onal Correspondence Schools 
the attached coupon. Tell them what kind of 
position you want and they will show you how 
you can fit yourself to get it, 

More than 500 determined men and women got 
better positions last month solely as a result of I. C. S. 
training. They secured this training in their own 
homes, at small cost and without losing time from 
their every-day work. 
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ODDS AND ENDS. 

Tbe Greek Convent of St. George, near Jericho - It was here, according to Biblical narrative, that the prophet Elijah was fed by 
Photo. by} the ,ravens. [American Colotz.y, jeY1ualtm. 

r 873· The great sign is situated well up on the mountain 
side in a position that makes it easily visible from nearly 
all points in the Utah Valley. 

It would seem that practically every place in Palestine 
which tradition has associated with Biblical history is 
commemorated by a religious edifice of some kind. In 
the cities it is churches, and in the villages shrines ; while 
in the open country the memorial takes the form of 
monasteries. Some of these latter are situated in extremely 
dreary spots, very difficult of approach. In the wild 
gorge of the Der Wadi el Kelt, for instance, at no great 
distance from Jericho, stands the Greek Convent of St. 
( ;eorge. Although oflicially styled " convent " it is occu­
pied by monks. In the basin of this ravine runs the 
brook Cherit h, and it was beside this river, according to 
t he Biblical narrative, that Elijah was fed by the ravens. 
l ligh up among the precipitous crags, at a point where the 
stream makes a turn, towers the convent, tradition 

identifying this particular spot as the place where the 
prophet was succoured by the birds. A bleaker or more 
lonely habitation it is impossible to imagine, for it is in  
the very heart of the wilderness. The monastery was 
really formed by walling up a cavern in the rocks, one of 
the many which abound in this locality, and which were, 
in olden times, the abode of anchorites or hermits. The 
monastery dates back to t l 1e sixth century and is at present 
occupied by a band of some twent y Greek monks, who 
lead an ascetic life, eating little else beside vegetables, and 
fasting frequently. Although they are now seldom 
molested, this was not the case in olden times, for the 
monastery has been repeatedly stormed and plundered by 
hostile t ribes. 

The first photograph on the next page shows a huge 
model of a meerschaum pipe, mounted on wheels, forming 
one of the oddest delivery wagons to be seen anywhere. 
It was designed for a Los Angeles pipe manufacturer, and 
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Frt"sh tl.:ln ft1Hl nmtebless romplf'xlnn " llirh 
nalurnlly n1ul surely rt•sults rrum tl1e use or 

Dr • .James P. Campbell's Sale 
Arsenic Complexion Walers. 

So pure they are absolutely harmless. they 
make the roughest. pimple affected skin soft, 
smooth auc! clear. Your skin shows a fiucr "el­
vetyness clear aurl firm with the treshucss of 
youth i n  a !thort time. Do not he deceived­
the laying o n  the delicate cuticle of paints, 
creams aud lulious i 5>  only a mask, which in many cases IHIYC rcsultc1l i u  hlood pois'.)n as 
they close the skiu pores drid uJ: all impurities 
which !>hould he thrown olf iuto) the system­
Campbell's \\'a fer;; act from the inside through 
the hlood aud their w�u dcrful tonic quahtics 
build up the system hy purifying the blood, the eyes havo! added 
brillianq•, you becowe vivacious with the buoyaucy uf ynuth­
Physiciaus :tdvise immediate attentiou o f  all skiu :uTcctiuns-put 
t o  a real test the Wonderful efficacy of CamfJhell's. Wafers-try 
them-s'!nd for a box. soc. and $1.00 by mail iu plain cover o n  
receipt of price from 
Richard Fink Co., Dept. 91, 396 Broadway, N. Y 
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tratcd beer made of Barley ........ 1!-...... � ..... 
Malt and Hops-just add .� 
•vater. Pure Lager Beer wit I snap 
rich C'reamy foa m .  Mad� in a few minutes 
-1 cent a glass. Guaranteed under the U. S. Pure �an be sola �very where_, wet or dry. Guaranteed strictl}' le�i­
tnuate, No llccuse requ1red. EYeryhudy buys, big repeater. 
wu per cent. profit. Small, compact, carry the beer tn con­
centrated f<?rrn in your P'!ck7t aud supply the enormous de­
maud. tums sold 30oo; Dtck111son soo; Johnson made $ uo 
��j.

s
:T;;�::U1r� �:::an':��r��.'�n o?!������

inj�! t!1����� !��?e�:� �:::,c� �=:\:,r;o-�:�:.od•y for free booklet "Secreta of 1\la.klnc Deer at Home'' 

The AMBREW CO., Deot. 232 1 ,  Cincinnati, Ohio. 

Powdered Perfection for the Complexion 

To give your skin a smooth, 
transparent radiance like 
Nature's own charm, use only this-the powder that 

clings and beautifies. 

-r:. -� • '1/ilvcalt:r; J,ng,um s r Souve-rain& 
Face Powder SOc, at drugstores or b)l mall postpaid 

Four tints: pink, white, flesh, brunette. Send us 6c In 
stamps to cover cost o f  pack in!!' and mailing, and get frft 
sample o f  above and Ingram's Rouge in novel purse pack­
ets, and also sample of M ilkweed Cream, Zodenta Tooth 

Powder and Perfume. 
FREDERICK F. INGRAM COMPANY 

Estab'lshed 1885 
Windsor, Con. 79 Tenth St., Detroit, U.S. A 
ltl:!J1Crm'S Milkweed Cream 

Pre.�erves Good Complexlon.J 
-Improves Dad Complexions 

Price 60c and $1.00 at druggists'. 

SO �!!��r!h 
- piece of watch 
manufacture-ndjnstcd to 
the second, posi tio1·s, tcm· 

perature and isochrotJi:-;m. Encased 
at the factory into your choice of 
t he e x q u i s i t e new watch cases. 

19 Jewel 
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A giant meerschaum used. b y  a Los Angeles pipe. 
merchant as a perambulating advertisement. 

not only serves for the delivery of his wares, 
but constitutes a most striking perambulating 
advert iscment. TITe big pipe is drawn by a 
Shetland pony and driven by a boy. which adds 
to the illusion of gigantic size. The model is 
cleverly constructed of wood, with a metal cap. 

A few years ago, our readers 
will remember, there was a great 
earthquake in Jamaica, which. 
together with the fire that fol· 
lowed, did an enormous amount 
of damage. The night before the 
catastrophe occurreu �lessrs. A .  
W. Gardner a n u  Co., o f  Kings· 
ton, locked up in their safe f1ft y· 
five pounds in gold, silver, and 
notes ; the safe also contained 
two teapots, one silver and one 
white · metal. After the earth· 
quake and fire had done their 
work . the safe was reopenep, 
when, in place of the money and 
the teapots, the extraordinary· 
looking object shown in the 
photograph was discovered. Care· 
ful search d isclosed the fact that 
the notes were at the bot tom left· 
hand corner of the mass, but-· 
alas !-were no longer negotiable. 

In November last an out burst of natural gas 
ncar Sinton, Texas, U.S.A., made a hole in the 
earth's surhtce two thousand two hundred feet 
deep and seventy-five feet across. A well was 
being bored in search of oil, when a terrific flow 
of gas was encountered. The first " blow-out " 
threw t he casing that lined the hole high into 
the air. and the gas flowed unrestrained at an 
estimated volume of sixty million cubic feet per 
day for a week. Then the powerful sub:cr· 
rancan forces suudenly found an easier vent by 
tearing a crater-l ike cavern through the entire 
length of the well. Into this great hole the 
well-drilling outlit, engine and all, rlisappe-. .tTed 
fron1 view. Boiling-hot water now fills the pit 
-which is shown in our photograph-to within 

All that remained of the contents of a safe after the Jamaica earthquake and 
fire. The lump represents £55 in money and two teapots ! 

1 

about a hundreu feet of the surface, and the outlook for 
the recovery of the plant is the reverse of reassuring. • 

It would be interesting to know how much ):!essrs. Gardner 
ultimately received for this cnrious lump of mixed metals. 

The effect of e.n explosion of natural gas near Sinton, Texas-A huge hole two thousand two hundred feet d�p. 
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WE INVITE 
EVERY THIN MAN AND WOMAN 

This is an invitation that no thin man 
or wotna11 can afford to ignore. We in­
vite you to try a new treatment called 
"Sargol" that helps digest the food 
you eat-hundreds o f  letters will prove 
that it puts good, solid flesh on people 
that are thin and under weight. 

How can " Sargol" do this ? We will 
tell you This new treatment is a scien­
tific, assimilative agent for increasing cell 
growth, the very substance of which our 
bodies are made-�putting red corpuscles 
in the blood which every thin person so 
sadly needs, strengthening the nerves 
and putting the digestive tract in such 
shape that every ounce of food gives out 
its full amount of nourishment to the 
blood instead of  passing through the 
system undigested and unassimilated. 

Women who never appeared stylish in 
anything they wore because of their 
thinness, men under weight or lacking in 
nerve force or energy tell how they have 
been made to enjoy the pleasures of l i fe 
-been fitted to fight l ife's battles, as 
never for years, through the use o f  
"Sargol." 

If you want a beautiful and well­
rounded figure of which you can be 
justly proud-----\o1. body full of throbbing 
l i fe and energy. write the Sargol Com­
pany, 420-G, Herald Bldg., Bingham­
ton, N. Y., to-·day, for soc. box "Sargol," 
absolutely free, and use with every meal. 

But you say you want proof ? Well, 
here you are. Here is the statement of 
those who have tried-been convinced­
and will swear to the virtues of this 
preparation : 

C. BAPTIST says: 
"After finishing the Sargol treatment for flesh buildin�, I de­

sire to inform you that I have gained just 39 pounds. \Vhen I 
be:.:-an taking your treatment, 1 weighed 124 pounds and now 
alter finishing your course the scales show that 1 weigh 163 
pounds in four months.''  · 

MRS. A. I. RODE N H EISER writes: 
"1 have gained immensely since I took Sargol, for I only 

weig-hed about Jo6 pounds when I began usinu it  and now I 
weigh 130 pounds, so really this  makes twenty-four pounds. I 
feel stronger and am looking better than eyer before, and now I 
carry rosy cheeks, which is  something I could never say before." 

CLAY J O H N S O N  says: 
"Please send me another ten-day treatment. I am well pleased 

with Sargol. lt has been t h e  liJ.:'ht of my life. I am g-etting back 
to my proper weight again. �'hen I began to take Sargol I only 
weighed 138 pounds, and now, four we�ks later, 1 am weighing 
153 pounds and feeling Jlne." 

F. GAGN O N  writes: 
"Here is my report since taking the Sargol treatment. I am a 

man 67 years of age, and was all run down to t h e  very bottom. I 

had to quit work, as 1 was so weak. Now, thanks to Sargol, I 
look like a nt-w man. I gain:d 22 pounds with 23 days' treat­
ment. I cannot tell you how happy I feel." 

MRS. VERNIE ROUSE says: 
"Sargol is certainly the grandest tr£'atment r ever useJ. I 

took only two boxes of SarJ:!ol. hl y weighl was 120 pounds and 
now I weigh 140 and feel better than I have for five years. I 
am now as fleshy as r want to be and shall Certainly recommeml 
Sargol, for it does just exactly what you say it  will  tlo." 

Full address of any of these people if 
you wish. 

Probably you are now think,ing whether 
all this can be true. Stop it ! "Sargol" 
does make thin people add flesh, but 
we don't ask you to take our word 
for it. \iVrite us to-day and we will 
send you ·absolutely free a soc. package 

for trhl. " -� 

Cut off coupon below ancl pin to your letter. 
COME. EAT WITH US AT OUR EXPENSE 

Thi� c�upon entitles a�y thin person to one soc. packa_ge of Sargol, t he concentratC'd Flesh Hu iltlcr (providt·d you have 
!ll"ver tned 1.t ) ,  and that toe. 1s .enclosed to CO\'er postage, packmg, etc. Read our advertisement pri n ted above, and th!:'n put xoc. �� stamps m letter today, w1th c�ur>on, and t h e  full soc! package will be sent to you by return of post. Address: The Sargol 
i·Om�Q"lJR 4L�<f'

T
���ald Bldg., Bmghamton, N. Y. \Vnte your name and address plainly, and, P I N  THIS COUPON 

Kindly mention this magazine when wrltlne- to advertisers. 
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1 If You H ave I R H E U M AT I S M  
Write your name and address here 

.\'t/111� • • • • •  • • • • •  • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • •  • • • • • • • • . • • .  • · · · · · ·  • • • · • • •  

.4t!t/rt'SS . . , . .  , . . . .  , . . . . .  , . . . . . •  , . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . , , , , , , , , 

A nd send to Frederick Dyer, Dept. ';"8;), Jackson 
M ich. Return mail w i l l  bring you my $1 Drafts to try FREE and my Free Book, as explained below. 

'-------- Cut off here -------.....1 
M a i l  This 

Coupon 
Today 

Return post will bring you a 
regular One Dol lar pair of Dyer 
Foot Drafts, the world -re 
nown�cl Michigan E x t e r n  a I 
Treatment for l{heumatism or 
every kind, to try FREE. 
No matter how you have suf­
fered, nor how obstinme your 
case, [ gladly take all the risk 
of fa"lure. I ' ll do just as I say, 
and when you get the Drafts 

D.VER, Cor� Sec. and try the!n, if you are ful ly 
sat tsfied w1th the benefit reccn•ed, then you can 
send me One Dollar. If not, keep your 
money. I t  IS fur you to say which you'll do. You can �ee that I couldn't afford to make such 
an unusually liberal otTer if my Drafts wcre1.'t 
almost always successful. In tact they are 
so !!:ood that thousands have written me that m\· 
Drafts cured them after all other means, includ­
ing tbe most expensive baths, had failed ; cured them even after 30 and 40 years of suffering. \' ou'l l  be astonished to see what they'll do 
f or you. The scientific reasons underlying chis 

unu,ual treat mcnt are fully explained in my 
Free Book, i l lustrated in 
colors. which I send Free 
w ith every tr ial pair of Drafts. 
Address Frederick Dyer, 785 
Oliver lluildin!!:, Jackson, 
Michigan. Send no money, just the coupon. l 'kase do it Now. 

TRIP THAT DELIGHTS " 

o A L BAN 
MANHATTAN $1 HUDSON RIVER 

BY NIGHT 
l>nj oy the exceeding-ly LOW FARB trip in our ele­

g�mt steamers, offering highest class service and 
con1fort in  the most relined surroundings. 

Dining Service a Ia Carte. Music. 
Steamers start from Pier !19, N. H..,  foot W. Houston 
!';t., 5.:iO P. M., and foot W. !29th St., 6.00 P. M. 
Through Tickets and Baggage Cbecked to All Points. 

MAN HATTAN NAVIO>\TION CO. 
Pier 39, North R i ver. Tel. 9226 Spring. 

DEAF NES S 
SUCCESSFULLY TREATED 

B y  the Simplest Method Yet Discovered 
Ninety-th·e per cent. of the cases of deafnchs brou!{ht 

to our attention are the result of chronic catarrh of the 
throat anrl middle ear. '!'he air passages become clogged 
by catarrhal deposits, stopping the action oi. the vibrat ory 
bones. Until these deposits are retnoved rel ief i s  i m pos· 

sible. 'fh-= inner c-ar can· 
not be reached by prob­
ing or spray i ng .  hence 
the inabil ity of specia l­
ists to al ways give re. 
I icf. Ne:ther can ear 
d r u m s  cure deafnt>ss. 
That then� is a succe!:iS· 
fu\  treatment for deaf• 
ness and catarrh is 

��h� mu�c
11 �f

t r
.� ��tf�:.�: 

'l'hc vapor g-enerated in 
the " A ctina" p a s s e s  
through the Eu stachian 
tubes into the m iddle 
ear, removing the CR· 
tarrhal obstru c t i o n s  
and loosen s u p tl1ebones 
(hammer , an v i l  and sti r· 
rup) in  the inner ear. 
making them respond 

to the v i brations of  sound. u Acti na " is also verv sue. 
cessful in relieving- rin ging noises in the head. \Ve have 
known people afflicted with this d istressing t rou ble for 
years to be relieved by a few week s' usc. uActi na" h.;p: 
also been successful in the treatment of hay fever, 
asthma, bronchitis, sore throat, colds, headache 
•1nd other troubles that are d i r.,ctly or i n d i rectly 
due to catarrh. • •  Actina ' '  can be used with safet v 
by every member of the fam i l y ,  for n ffi ictions of the 
ear, throat or head. FREE 'l'R I AL of tile "Acti na" 
is given in every case. Send for our FREE T R I A!, 
offer and valuhble F R E R  BOOK. Address Actina Appl i ­
a n c e  Co. , Dept. 2 D ,  8 1  I Walnut St., Kansas C i t y ,  Mo. 

New Illustrated Book 
FREE Write at once for your free 

copy of this intensely intereat• 
_ ing illustrated book 

showing how disease is successfully eradi­
cate<! through advanced Drugless Healing. 

CHIRO Our direct. practi· 
• cal, profusely illus· 

PRACTIC !��� :.u;se 

�g!��1Ytf�:�a�s %�t!r.�hrs0':��fn�Y: 
�fe0a�

t
:�� e��ftC:!�j�·yo��i����J :d 

write, you can readily master it-splendid 

r.rc,.�nre: �t?:�p:'���::,"t
m�� ':rphi��g�� $25 a Day 

Free Charts and Lessons 
For a short time only we offer five complete lesso!l sections. of 

the Course and $15 set of 8 charts, absolu= free. Th1s offer stru;t-

����:!�;1�-;,� a�����m�e:n�Sf��Tun �i:���uable free 11-

American Uainrsity, Dept. 378 162 N. Dearborn St. Claica,o 

\ Do you blm:j,h, loRe your nerve and become confused 
easily'? Arc you bashful and ummccessful in love, social or 

business affairs'! My illustrated FH.EE TREATISE tells how these faults 
may be promptly and permanently overcome. Write for it TODAY. 
1\1. D<lBETTS, Sta. 88, Jackson, Mlcb. 

RemH H Y P N O T I S M  
A nyone can learn it by 1his N�w Swiss 

. Method in a few days. For a limited 
!O"t'-11:'"'-' ·"· time only we wil l  mail  a complete 

course in Hypnotism, Personal 
sm, Suggestive Thera- 250 

peutlcs, etc. , · • • for only _ 
rrriiNINDO I'UILIIHING CO. Itlt,,•., U.S.A. -

Kindly men tion this magazine when writing to a.dvertloers. 
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BOW tO ACQUIRE 
A LlGAL TRAI.NllfG 

:: "��� �C:,:::! �!•r!'a�-c�=����:�!0,�h���!!::o'l"Jf �:r��=n•�!!o ��t���o':�l�hs�0r��� 
read •• How to Acquire a Legal Tra.inin�" before you enroll. One of the greatest frPe OOoks on h.w ever 
offered. 'l'clls how to weigh and judge the claims of correspondence schools. Tells ju�·t what a. law course "'---�..,;: 
should contain to give you tho training nbsolntely necessary to succeed in the legal profcHsion. Tells the 
:?;;i;f! �0o��Jt :r1io�ebY��i�!i���i����y ����i�� a;yh�moef X��::�1·:i:��!::rfe"ia\0:u���ii�:S"-�h��;: subJects and 30 more authors than any other correspondence law colll"86. 

FREE 1 3  Vol'u me La� Li brary 
and 60 Text. Book& 

�ntlemenr 
P1<'01se 5 e n cl  

me ) our FREE 
L"lw Hook, .. Ho" 

To Acquire a Lepl 
Trainin2'," and full 

For Your Vacation 
Go To 

BERMUDA 
Unlimited Attractions for Vacationists. 
Boating, Bathln�r. Tennis. Gol f. Cycling. 
Cooler than Middle Atlantic Coast Resorts. 
Send for Low Rate 1 ncl usi ve Tour Circular. · 

TWIN 

SCREW " Bermudian" 
Salety-Speed-Comlori-Sails Every Ten Days 

Qn�hre �. !";. Co .• 32 Broadway, N. Y.; Thontas Cook & Son, 
245 Broadway and 561 5th Ave .• o r  A n y  'l'lckct Ageut. 

particulars reinrdinK' 
your wonderful new sys .. 

tern of correspondence law 
instruction, 

Copy This Sketch � 
Illustrators and cartoontsts make $20 to $125 
per week, My practical system of personal ( 
individual lessons by mail will develop yo ur4 '�� 
talent. Fifteen years successful work for '� J! 
newspapers and magazines quJ.llfies me to :"\. teach you, Send me your sketch o{ President t!J:j 11 
\Vilson with 6c in stamps and 1 will send you ,� � 
a test lesson plate, alsocollc.:cri<:�n of drawings � 
showing- possibilities for YOU. 

The Landon School of llfilstrating and Cartooning a 14:!·1 Sehullehl Hldg., t:h•,·eland, 0. • 

FREE BOOK ON MOTORING 

I N V E N T O R S 
Write for Ll•t of Inventions "\Vaute<l an<l NEW BOOK 

on Patents. 
H. J, SANDERS, 

158 Webster Bulldlne;, Cbtcaao, W 

Kindly mention this magazine when wr·itinJ: to advertiltera. 
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IT'S G R EAT F U N  " S H O OT I N G T H E RA P I DS." S, OME tourists like ·the ·experience of "shooting the Rapids" 
best of all the features of the wonderful "Niagara- to- the­
Sea" trip. Others dwell enthusiastically on the beauties of 

ihe ".Thousand Islands," through which the boats wind their 
way. -others, again, say the remarkable feature of the trip is 
the sail up the River Saguenay. All unite, however, in pronoun.c-

. irlg it the most wonderful boat trip in America. . 
We have a book that tells all about ilt-send 6c. for maHlng. 

Canada Ste'a. mshlp Li nes, L i m ited, ISZ Victori a uare, M ontreal. 

B U I L D  U P  Y O U R  BOD Y · 
C ive Energy, Force and Power 
To Your  Blood a n d  Nerves 

Magnetic Shields fill the body with Mag­
netic Force, the greatest Life-Giving power 
known to science, which does what all the 
meJicirre on earth cannot do. It actually 
instills new Life and Energy into blood and 

and restores lost vitality to nerve 
and inh:rnal organs, relieving congestion, 

soreness and pain p·ermanently. 

Be Wel l  and Strong 
through these wonderful Magnetic Shields made 
for both men and women. The Abdominal anJ 
J{idney Vitalizer, here illustrated, is a wonderful 
invention, covering, prot-ecting and perfectly 'imp­
porting the center of the body, flooding the sys­
tem with Magrretic force which supplies Life, 
Strength and Vigor to the Back, Kidneys, Stom­
ach, Liver, Bowels and Bladder, creating vigor­
ous activity in th·e:se organs and giving buoyancy, 
magnetic tone, renewed vitality and youthful elas­
ticity to th·e system, such as can come only from a bounding, tingling 
circulation full of radiant magnetic life. 
Send F 8 k giving full informatton and instruction regarding the 
For ree 00 use of magnetism for restoring lost vitality to blo<?d 

and nerves. Describe your case fully and we w1!1 
Ry F. J. THA C H E R ,  M.D. advise y o u  free of charge, how t o  apply magnetism for 

treating any weakness or di sease and will send yon 
all the proof an::l evidence, then you can be y o u r  own judge. 

Thacher Magnetic Shield Co. , Inc. ,  Suite 768, 1 10 �o.; ,:���t�.Ave., 

Ki ndly mE-ntion this magazine wllen writing to advertisers. 



Ask your dealer to pby the latest Columbia oouble-disc records for you. There is 
a new Columbia record list of all the latest music, including the newest, popular 
dance h its, issued the 20th of every month. 

Over a thousand at 6Scents-the standard Columbia price. The big Columbia record 
catalog contains more than 4,000 records in every class of music, vocal and instrumental. 

The Columbia Grafonola " Leader " at $85, as illustrated, 
is a striking example of Columbia supremacy. The " Leader " 
embodies the newest distinctive Columbia feature-the indi­
vidual record ejector. With ordinary record racks, $75. If you 
h ave believed the difference in talking machines was mainly 
one of appearance-hear the " Leader." A beautiful, simple, 
convenient instrument with superb tone qualities. Other 
Grafonolas from $17.50 to $500 - and on very easy terms 
if you wish. 

Columbia Graphophone Company 
Box G-365 Woolworth Bldg., New York 

TORONTO: 365-367 Sorauren Ave.  Prices in Canada p l u :;  duty.  Creatou of the Talkint 
Machine Industry.  Pioneen and Leaden i n  the Talki n g  Machine A r t .  Owners 

o f  the Fundamenral Patents. Dealers and Prospective dealers, write for a 
confid�ntial letter and a free copy of our book " Music Money." 



"Mary.MarlJ quite contrary ��. 
How does Pops beard grow?" � . "'.� 

tough and thick �-J� ' 
But comes off quick � . . With GIM DAMASKIENE.you know! . 

· One Dollar-

The Gem takes 
up little room-but 
gives big service. 

ALL LiVE DEALERS 

GEM CUTLERY CO. Inc., NEW YORK 
Canadian Branch: 591 St. Catherine St. W., Montreal 

There's nothing to 
learn with a Gem­
it's simplicity itself. 

A Vacation 
Hint 
LEAV E y o u r  s h av i n g  

troubles beh i n d  when you 

start on t hat vacation ! J ust 

sl ip a G E M  Safety Razor 

in your grip-and you h ave 

the h andiest, simplest razor 

i n  the world -always ready 

for a quick, clean and com­

fortable shave. The won­

derful Gem Damaskeene 

Blade is t h e  secret. 

G e m D a m a s k e e n e  
B l a d e s ,  7 f o r  3 5 c  

(5oc z'n Canada) 

Complete J 
outfit,with 1 
7 blades in r 
handsome 

case. 




