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En Spotless Town they furnish aid that's suited to the ready Maid.
The sudden suds from every piece remove the slightest trace of grease.

It means a rest with pans aglow—
You know the rest

(1) Sapolio’s
clean dirt and grease from kitchen
utensils and wood work.

(2)
kitchen knives, forks and spoons—
quickly removing the dullness and
rust.

You rub just the amount
of Sapolio you need on adamp
cloth. Not a particle scatters.
It cannot waste.

Sapolio thoroughly scours

n R
ILali0o3/

iia

rich suds quickly

(3)

and metals a brilliant, lasting polish.

(4)
smooth surface of tins or Kitchen
enamel ware. It does not dry or
roughen your hands.

If you value your kitchen
ware and wish to retain soft
hands use nothing but Sapolio
— the economical cleaner.

(Silver nxrappei— blue band)

FREE TOY for

On request, we will mail a Spotless Town
Cut-Out for children. It consists of the Spotless
Town background, inches long, and nine Spot-

Enoch Morgan’s Sons Company

the CHILDREN

less Town characters in color, which cut out to
stand as placed in front of the Town. This makes
a very attractive miniature town for the playroom.

Sole Manufacturers New York City

Sapolio quickly gives tinware

Sapolio does not roughen the
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When Training

“ Yes sir, Vve been with you going on five
years and | think | deserve] a raise.”

You are right “ up against it” when you ask for a raise if the only recommendation you have is
“years of service.” This will never get you anywhere. You must have special training; you must
demonstrate to the boss .that you are more valuable to him on account of this special training; on ac-
count of preparing yourself to fill the shoes of the man just ahead of you. Then if you can’t get
what you think you're worth, there are always hundreds of other jobs open to the trained man.

Length of service will decrease your efficien%y rather than increaseit. Five years ago you were a younger man; you had
more ambition; you could do more work—you had'something to look forward to. To-day, if you have not been improving your
r- - ——_ - n mind, if you haven't been training yourself for a better job, youareinarut—

you have been grinding away at the same old job. Your employer may value

YOU r Opportunity COUpon | your services, but you are probably worth only what he pays—no more.
Check the course you want and mail the coupon now | HOW THE AMERICAN SCHOOL WILL GIVE YOU

THE[\TRAINING YOU NEED.

American School of Correspondence, Chicago, U. S. A. The American School of Correspondence was established fifteen years
Please send me your Bulletin and adviseme how Tcan | ago for the benefit of ambitious men and women everywhere. ~This
qualify for the position marked * X.* wi-w. 8-13 1 school makes it possible for you to obtain the education_and. training you
Electrl . need without leaving home or giving up your work. 1t will bring a practical

... Electrical Engineering .... Lawyer I

" Elec. Lighta Power Supt. college course to you right in your own home. No matter where you live,
...Electrical Wireman the American School will train you in any branch of Engineering, Business
..Telephone Expert APriva[e secretary _ and Law, or prepare you for entrance into any resident college.
...Architect ....Accountant : < . B .
Building Contractor’ T Cost Accountant Write the American School now, while the subject of making more
__ Cert'f dPublieAcent m MONEY ison your mind. State how far You_went in the public schools, what
..Auditor you are doing now, and what you would like to be. Your case will receive
BusinessManager  _  gpecial attention. The American School will tell you the best and quickest
Fire Ins. Inspector | \yay to better your condition and get more money. Check the coupon and
. ....Fire Ins. Adjuster H ) A A
i mail it now. Don't let this matter drag another day. Another year might
...Mechanical Engineer ....Fire Ins. Expert 1 . . A . .
...Mechanical Draftsman ""Moving Picture opr m slip by and find you at the same old job and prospects for a raise very slim.
.
|

~-Steam Engineer Sanitary Engineer NOTICE—The American School has been established 15
ey e et ben " ' years and Is not connected with any other school using the

————— Automobile Meehanieian ... .College Preparatory I Name “American.” We do not employ agents.

.I American School of Correspondence
CHICAGO, U.S.A.

Kindly mention this magazine when writing to advertisers.
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must be strictly true inevery detail, and a written statement to this effect must be furnished. The author must also, if possible,
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GUARANTEE that our Mennen’s Shaving

Cream will give the same thick, Creamy
lather and comfortable shave, whether used with hot,
cold, fresh or salt water.

This is not a mere statement—it is a guarantee.
Send for free sample tube and be convinced.

GERHARD MENNEN CO.

1 Newark New Jersey.
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BOOKLOVERS
SHAKESPEARE

AVING arranged for prompt delivery of
another large edition of the Booklovers
Shakespeare, and desiring to open the season
with new stock exclusively, we offer without
reserve every set now on hand. Some of these
are in almost perfect condition, but here and
there a volume shows slight signs of handling
or perhaps its cover is a trifle discolored. Not

) — —
—

one person in a hundred would notice these o4
: blemishes and most publishers would trust to ™=
”IUStratlonS their passing unnoticed. Our method, how- I
ever, is to forestall possible criticism, and offer the books at a sweeping cut in
price, a cut which more than offsets any slight imperfections. Such a bargain may
e

never again be in your reach.

No Other Edition Contains
the follmving invaluable fea-
tures. They make Shakespeare
easy to read, to understand and
to appreciate.

Topical Index

in which you can find in-

stantly any desired Passage

in the plays and poems.
Critical Comments

on the plays and characters.

They are selected from the

writingsof Coleridge, Hazlitt,

Dowden, Furnivall, Goethe,

and many other world-famed

Shakespearean scholars.
Glossaries

A complete one in each vol-

ume explaining every diffi-

cult, doubtful or obsolete
word.
Two Sets of Notes

One for the general reader

and a supplementary set

for students.
Arguments

These give a condensed story

of each play in clear and in-

teresting prose.
Study Methods

which furnish the equivalent

of a college course of Shake-

spearean study.
Life of Shakespeare

by Dr. Israel Gollancz, with

critical essays by Walter

Bagehot, Leslie Stephen,

Thomas Spencer Baynes,

and Richard Grant White.

im

Kindly

Every Word Shakespeare Wrote

The Booklovers is admittedly the best Shakespeare in existence. It is "
printed in large type and with ample margins, from new and perfect plates, \
on pure white paper of a very high grade. There are 40 dainty volumes of

great beauty, 7x5 inches (just the size for easy handling), 7000 pages in
all, handsomely and durably bound in half-leather and superbly illustrated.
There are 40 full-page plates in colors and 400 reproductions of rare wood-
cuts. The Booklovers is an absolutely complete and unabridged edition of
Shakespeare. Each volume contains a complete play and all the notes that =«

explain that play. These notes are the most complete and valuable ever

offered to readers of Shakespeare.
| ]

You Get the Entire Set for
No deposit. Examination costs nothing

An entire 40-volume set of the BOOKLOVERS SHAKESPEARE v ill be sent for ex-

amination, prepaid, to any address, if you will fill up and return promptly the coupon

in the corner. We askfor no money now. We allow you ample tine for a caieful, in-

telligent and unprejudiced examination of the set in the comfort and privacy of Wide W.

your own home. If you are disappointed you may return it at our expense, jf

you are satisfied— and we know you will be— that the Booklovers Shakes- 8-13

peare is without a peer, you retain possession of the entire 40-volume set

and send us $1.00 only. The balance may be paid at the rate of $2.00 The

amonth. Can anything befairer than this proposition t University
Society

You Must Act Quickly

You will probably miss your chance if you don't send the coupon
atonce, as many keen and Intelligent bargain hunters will respond
eagerly to this opportunity. The regular price of the Booklovers
when sold through agents is $58.00. You can get a set now
for $25.00, and you have the privilege of paying for ita
little each month. Any commentary on this fact would
onli; weaken its importance. Send the coupon NOW
— before you forget.

THE UNIVERSITY SOCIETY
44-60 £ 23rd Street, New York

New York

You may send, prepaid, for

my examination, a set of the Book-

lovers Shakespeare in half-leather bind-

ing at your special price of $25.00. If the

books are satisfactory, 1 shall pav you $1.00

within five days after their receipt, and $2.00 each

month thereafter for 12 months.  If they are not

| shall uotify you and hold them subject to your
order.

mention this magazine when writing to advertisers.
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Do You Read
The STRAND MAGAZINE?

Every Article is Entertaining!
Every Story is a Good Story!
It gives full measure, 144 pages!
Itis Bright and Original and Clean!
It is pleasingly illustrated!
Every member of the family can enjoy it!
Take a Copy home!

Price 15 Cents

Of all Newsdealers

$1.50 a year

The International News Company, New York
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These are historical romances in a real sense— strong, vivid stories full of action, conflict,

and constantly sustained interest.
than any other historical novels written since the elder Dumas
laid down the pen. The deeds and the people with which they
deal are such that most persons of ordinary culture are some-
what ashamed to be ignorant of them. “Human interest” always
prevails in these volumes and has given them their steadfast
popularity.

Fascinating Summer Reading

Here we meet Marie Antoinette, the ill-fated queen, center
of the most brilliant court in Europe, hurled from her throne by
the rude hand of revolution, and passing, 'mid the derisive roar
of the mob, to her tragic death upon the guillotine. Here, also,
we meet Frederick the Great, the eccentric Prussian, who, though
he was endeared to his subjects as “ Old Fritz,” detested things
German, always spoke French, and was not only the greatest
general of his century, but played the flute like a master; Andreas
Hofer, the Tyrolese patriot, who in his mountain passes with his
little army for years defied the French and Bavarian forces sent
to crush him; Napoleon (The *“Little Corporal,”) commanding
victorious hosts and bidding pathetic farewell to the Old Guard—
the Old Guard that could die but never surrender. Around such
great historical personages hundreds of minor characters play
their parts in these absorbing dramas.

Write Us At Once—To-day

This is the complete twenty-volume (20-vol.) edition, fresh
sets of which with a handsome new back-stamp in gold design
have just come from the binders. The books are illustrated by

40 handsome photogravures.
at the special reduced price of $23.50.
with the books you pay us only $1.00 down upon acceptance,

COUPON WirWorld

They have aroused more attention and been the subject of more talkl

TITLES OF THE
20 VOLUMES

Napoleon and the Queen of Prussia
The Empress Josephine
Napoleon and Bluecher
Queen Hortense
Marie Antoinette and Her Son
Prince Eugene and His Times
The Daughter of an Empress
Joseph I1. and llis Court
Frederick the Great and His Court
Berlin and Sans-Souci
Frederick the Great and His Family
Goethe and Schiller
The Merchant of Berlin
Louise of Prussia and Her Times
Old Fritz and the New Era
Andreas Hofer
Mohammed Ali and His House
Henry VI11. and Catherine Parr
Youth of the Great Elector
Reign of the Great Elector

The books are printed upon extra
quality of paper from easy-to-read type,
are attractively illustrated and beauti-
fully bound. Titles and ornaments are

stamped in gold on the back. The size
of the volumes is inches.

We are offering the entire set
If you are satisfied

The University Society, New York

You may send me for inspection, charges
prepaid, a set of Muehlbach's Historical
Romances, 20 vols., bound in cloth. After
examination, if I decide to keep it | shall pay
you li.oo on acceptance and $2.00 a month
thereafter until $23.50 has been paid. If not,
I shall notify you, so that you may arrange for
its return at no expense to me whatever.

Name..

Address.

and thereafter $2.00 per month until the purchase price has
been paid. If not, notify us and the books may be returned
at our expense. You will have incurred no obligation what-
ever. These books have delighted thousands at prices as
high as $50.00—remember our price : only $23.50. Now
is the time to act. Send in the coupon to-day.

The University Society
44-60 E. 23rd St., New York

Kindly mention this magazine when writing to advertisers.



THE WIDE WORLD MAGAZINE

~ CHARGE OF THE SCOTS GREYS AT WATFRT.tMI™ — M

ELLINGTON held this reﬁment of cavalry In regserve at the battle of Waterlog, awaiting the supreme
VV moment Whén an overwftfming charge might HIth e Ha2 3t Baitte. e instant the Prench lines
v ¥ wavered the order was I(zliven to charge and the Scots Greys Cavalry hurled themselves against the

French like a thunderbolt. This charge ended forever the career of Napoleon and his dream of universal

empire vanished away with the smoke of his™artillery. The celebrated picture shown herewith from Ridpath’'s

History, the original of which was purchased by Queen Victoria, illustratesbut oneeventofall the thousands

which make up the history of every nation, empire,principality or power in the world famed publication,

Ridpatihh’sHistoryeWorld

"WVV/E will name our special low price and easy terms of payment

W only in direct letters. A coupon for your convenience is ,
printed on the lower corner of this advertisement. Tear off the coupon,
swrite your name and address plainly and mail. We do not publish our
special low price for the reason Dr. Ridpath’s widow derives her support
from the royalty on this History, and to print our low price broadcast
would cause injury to the sale of future editions.

Six Thousand Years of History fcE?
RIDPATH takes you back to the dawn of history

lomy before the Pyramids of Egypt Wwere built -
down through the romantic troubled times of Chaldea’s
grandeur and Assyria’'s magnificence; of Babylonia’'s BE
wealth and luxury; of Greek and Roman splendor ; HSf
of Mohammedan culture and refinement, Of French WOP
elegance and British power; to the dawn of yester.

daY. He covers every race, every nation, every time " nd
holdsyou spellbound by its wonderful eloquence.;

46 Page Booklet FREE

E will mail our beautiful forty-
six pagefree bookletwithout any
obligation on your part to buy. It will
show Ridpatl.’s wonderfully beautiful style.
He pictures the great historical events as

i ay/l free
1

though they were happening before your p
A

A s COUPON

A A A A?/ Western"®
eyes; he carries you with him to see the /y/  Newspaper
battles of old ; to meet kings and queens 7 Association Bfl];
and warriors ; to sit in the Roman Senate ; "/ H.E.SEVER, Pres.1 1i
to march against Saladin and his dark- < 140 So. Dearborn S t." H

skinned followers; to sail the southern seas
with Drake; to circumnavigate the globe
with Magellan. He combines absorbing in-
terest with supreme reliability; and makes
the heroes of history real living men and
women, and about them he weaves the rise
and fall of empires in such a fascinating
style that history becomes as absorbingly-
interesting as the greatest of fiction.

CHICAGO, ILL.®

y©.'/ Please mail, free. ®e>-~1
X pnge sample booklet of Kid-
A m X path’s History of the World,
/0y containing photogravures of
y Napoleon, Queen Elizabeth, Soc-
S rates, Caesar and Shakespeare,
diagram of PanamacCanal, etc., andl
write me full particularsfit your speciall
offer to Wide World readers 1

A
y

Name.

Address.
SO AGENT WILL CAl

Kindly mention this magazine when writing to advertisers.
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India Paper Edition

Webster’s
Universal Dictionary

This dictionary is not published by the original pub-
lishers of Webster’s Dictionary or by their successors.

Thisis a new Dictionary. Itisprinted from new type, new plates and is an entirely new work.
It contains no supplement, no words added at the bottom of page. Being new, every word is in its
proper alphabetical order. It is complete and unabridged. The printing of this work on thin
India Paper is the greatest innovation in the history of bookmaking. The exclamation of everyone
is: “ Why has it never been done before ?” The old style Dictionary measures nearly six inches
in thickness and weighs from twelve to fifteen pounds. Printing the same work from the same
plates on the beautiful India Paper reduces the bulk to only one and a half inches in thickness
and the weight to within four pounds. Read our Special Advance Offer below.
Old Style Weight India Paper Weight
i 42 Igs.

Edition 15 Ibs Edition

Size
A% X9in.
foot thick

ee-column pages

Weight I"Pounds

India Paper Edition

H 1S beautiful India Paper Edition is com-

plete and unabridged. It is bound in

full Russia, and is so light that it may-
be held in one hand while turning the leaves
with the other. Who has not wished for a
lighter, more easily handled Dictionary when
lugging the heavy unabridged Dictionary from
the library? It is about like having your wife
or daughter lug a sack of flour from the pantry.
What isthe use? Why weigh them down with
a Dictionary that you can hardly carry when you
can buy the beautiful India Paper Edition in so
light and handy a form ? The illustration shows
the Dictionary printed on regular book paper
and the same work containing the same number
of pages printed on India paper. Take your
choice. In this advance offer by mail a very
substantial saving may be had, since no agents’
commission or dealers’ profit is involved in the
transaction. Read our Special Advance Offer.

Weight 4/22 Pounds

15 Books In One

1. Complete Dictionary of
the English Language
. Modern Gazetteer of
the World
Dictionary of Authors
with Titles of Works
. Dictionary of Noted
Names in Fiction
. Dictionary of Foreign
Words and Phrases
. Dictionary of Scripture
Proper Names
. Dictionary of Greek
andLatin Proper Names
. Dictionary of Abbrevi-
ations and Contractions
. Pronouncing Diction-
ary of Biography
10.Sign8 and Symbols
Used in Writing and
Printing
11. Marks Used in Proof-
reading.
12.Values of Standard
) Foreign Coins
Size 13.Lis|tI of Amended
N H Spellings
0/- 11 x9_|n. 14. Faulty Diction and
1%0inches thick How to Correct It
2,205 three-column pages 15. Complete Atlas of the
World. 64 Maps.

N

®

IN

o

)

~

©

©

Special Advance Offer

\fy”"E will enter your order for this beautiful India paper

Dictionary, bound in full Russia leather, ana snip
for your examination, for a payment of $1.000on approval
and $3.00 per month thereafter for five months, until
our Special Advance Offer Price of $16.00 is paid.
This is but little more than the price of one of the old style
editions of Webster's Universal Dictionary printed on
plain book paper, although the manufacturing cost is
almost double. This price is strictly limited to the small
edition now being printed. Mail application promptly.

Approval Order

The Riverside Rnblishine Co., Wide World]
Marquette Building, Chicago al3

Please ship for my examination Webster's Universal Dictionary, |
India Paper Edition, patent thumb index, bound in full Russia leather. |
If after five days’ examination | am entirely satisfied with the work. I 1
will send you .00 as first payment and J3.00 per month thereafter for |
live months until your Special Advance Offer Price of fl16 is paid. |
If not satisfactory I will notify you within five davs and return to you as |
soon as | receive shipping instructions. A discountof 5 per cent will be |
allowed customers who remit cash with order. Money refunded if vol-1
ume is unsatisfactory.

Name
Address.

| Enclose business card, letter head, or give references |

Kindly mention this magazine when writing to advertisers.
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Whitaker’'s Almanack
1013

is the greatest compilation of official statistics and information

published. It is an authority for reference that should be in

every library, public or private, and within easy reach at all

times of the Public man, the Business man, the Student, the

Writer, the Sportsman and the Traveler. It is a reference
library in itself.

Owing to the great success of Whitaker’s Almanack asa
standard work of reference on all public matters, the publish-
ers have felt the demandfor a similar Work 1° extend all over
the world which is now offered for the first time in

The International Whitaker

The International Whitaker covers the earth as a Statis-
tical, Historical, (geographical and Commercial Handbook f or
all nations, more especially for the 200,000,000 English
reading people of the World.

It is a wonderful achievement.  No corner of the rvorld
is too small or remote to escape full representation. Over
4,000 distinct references are given in the index and every
conceivable sphere ofpublic information is included. Its pages
are, like Whitaker’s Almanack, authoritative and reliable,
and are never wholly out of date.

Whitaker’s Almanack, paper covers, 50 cents
Whitaker’'s Almanack, cloth edition, with Supplement, $1.00

International Whitaker, in stiff paper covers, 60 cents

Of all Newsdealers, or direct from

The International News Company, - 83-85 Duane St., N.Y.
(0] <RI

Kindly mention this magazine when writing to advertisers.



Special Features in This Number.

SEE-

THE HUMAN BOMB.

One of the most remarkable episodes
on record.

CURIOSITIES OF KOREA.

An absorbing article, illustrated with
wonderful photographs.



IN A TWINKLING FITZGERALD SEIZED THE MACHINE."
SEE PAGE 310.
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THE
HUMAN BOMB.

BY JOHN L. VON BLON, OF LOS ANGELES, CALIFORNIA.

The story of what is probably the most amazing affair that ever happened in the annals of the
police of any country in the world. Mr. Von Blon describes how a half-crazed Anarchist, with
his fingers gripping the triggers of an infernal machine containing enough dynamite to blow up
the entire city, walked quietly into the office of the Los Angeles Chief of Police and announced
his intention of annihilating the community unless his fantastic demands were forthwith complied
with! A touch would have set the deadly contrivance off, and the “ human bomb” was keenly on
the alert for any attempt to disarm him. What happened, and how this hideous menace to thousands
of lives was finally removed, is well told in the following pages.

ROTESQUELY masked and garbed,

with one hand on the triggers,

ready to set off an infernal machine

capable of destroying a whole city,

and the other holding a loaded
revolver in his pocket, Carl Warr, an Anarchist,
slipped silently into the chief of police’s recep-
tion-room in the Los Angeles Central Station on
November 19th last, calmly seated himself,
with the engine of annihilation upon his knees,
and announced his determination to blow up the
place unless all his requests were speedily com-
plied with.

For an hour and a half this fantastic figure,
hideous yet laughable in appearance, terrorized
the whole centre of the “ City of the Angels”
and figuratively made its heart stop beating.
The green-goggled,yellow-hooded menace literally
held the lives of thousands in his hand and
threatened momentarily to sacrifice them.
Surely no police department anywhere ever
faced so extraordinary, dramatic, and perilous
a situation. How that situation was met and
mastered without loss, the terrible risks it
involved, the heroes it developed, and all

the remarkable circumstances surrounding it
Vol. xxx1—22.

constitute a chapter without parallel in police
annals.

Warr’'sdiabolical contrivance contained eighty
sticks, few of them broken, of eighty per cent,
nitro-glycerine. A quarter of a stick of this
high-powered explosive is sufficient to shatter
a good-sized building. Such an instrument,
manipulated by a man whose mind runs in
destructive channels, is an appalling thing to
contemplate.

When Sergeant Richard L. Hilf, on duty in
the reception-room, turned from a telephone
and saw the weird character waiting there,
he mistook him for a practical joker trying to
have a bit of fun at the department’s expense—
an irregular proceeding which would have been
overlooked with pleasure in this instance.

Thomas Graham, an investigator for the
Board of Police Commissioners, was sitting at
his desk in that body’s room. Looking up, he
saw what he thought to be some fellow enjoy-
ing a masquerade— probably a walking adver-
tisement.

“ Take a shot at it,” he suggested to Hilf.

“You'd better not,” came from under the
mask, and there was no humour in the icy note.
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This remarkable photograph of the *“ human bomb" was taken at the

risk of his life by Mr. B. Miller, of the Los Angeles " Evening

Express."—The dynamitard threatened to explode his machine at
once if any more pictures were taken.

From a Photograph.

Hilf and Graham still took the stranger to be
a harmless crank, however, and did not give him
close attention until he lifted the cloth which
had up to this time covered what he was

carrying.
“ How do you like the looks of that ?”
he asked. *“ It’'s full of dynamite. The

minute my hand comes out of this it goes
off, and there won't be enough of any of us
left to set on the point of a pin.”

The sticks of explosive could be clearly
seen, and the amazed officials realized that
this was no joke, but grim, deadly earnest.

Then Warr demanded that Paul Shoup,
president of the Pacific Electric Railway
Company, should be brought before him that
he might exact from the head of the great
system a promise, on pain of sudden death,

existed only in the fancy
of the dynamiter’s seeth-
ing brain.

Chief of Police Charles
E. Sebastian, who had
been busy in the inner
office, came out just at
this moment, and saw at
once that he had to deal
with an extraordinary
desperado. He had heard
the story of an infernal
machine, but did not at
first believe it, or even
consider it worthy of per-
sonal investigation until
now. He had frequently
encountered cranks who
ostensibly carried devices
of destruction. Here, how-
ever, was the real thing.
Sebastian immediately
took direct command and
prepared for action.

“ Get me the railroad
president — get him
quick,” said Warr again,
roughly, to the Chief's
secretary, Claire E.
Snively, and he empha-
sized his sharp order with
an oath.

It was explained to him
that Shoup
was out of the
city, and he
then called for
the highest
officer of the

H Warr's infernal machine—It was loaded with eighty, sticks of dynamite,
to increase the wages of thousands of em- enough to blow up a great part of the city and destroy hundreds of lives.

ployes and right various wrongs, all of which From a Photograph.
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Mr. Paul Shoup, President of the Pacific Electric Railway
Company— It was this gentleman whom Warr wanted brought
From a] to the police-station. [Photograph.

Southern Pacific, which owns the other
corporation. As a hint of his intentions
in case of refusal, he drew an extra dyna-
mite cartridge from an inner pocket and
asked the officers to examine it and satisfy
themselves that it was genuine. The
machine, he said, contained the same
brand—the highest grade manufactured.
One of the powder experts promptly
tested the explosive by taste, smell, and
with fire, and was convinced.

While others talked to Warr,
the Chief and some of his prin-
cipal officers discussed plans
for disarming him. But the
Anarchist quickly divined their
intentions, and warned them
that the first step in his direc-
tion would result in bringing
swift destruction upon that part
of the city, with everybody
and everything in it.

Meanwhile the news that a
desperate character was in the
CentrSl Station, and would pro-
bably blow it up, spread like
wildfire throughout the build- M ¢ E-
ing, and consternation reigned

supreme. Outside it passed up and down the
packed business thoroughfares from mouth to
mouth and by telephone, and curious and
excited crowds began to gather.

The Chief’s first thought was for the safety of
his two hundred and twenty-three prisoners,
over a score of them women, and the other
occupants of the Central Station. The several
police-courts in session were at once adjourned.
It was about eleven o’clock in the morning.
Messengers were dispatched upstairs and down
to warn everybody to leave, and the streets
were roped off at either end of the block to hold
back the surging throngs. More than ten thou-
sand persons gathered before the lines could
be stretched. They did not realize by what
a slender thread their lives were hanging—
that by moving his hand a fraction of an inch
Warr could blow them all to atoms.

Chief of Police® of Los Angeles, who handled the extraordinary
human bomb” with commendable presence of mind.

From a Photograph.
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While efforts to induce Warr to give up his
infernal machine were continued, and hastily-
concocted schemes to overpower him discussed,
arrangements were made to remove the prisoners.
Several special trolly-cars offered by the railway
corporation were run up the hill in front of the
station, and under heavy guard the inmates of
the cells were marched to these coaches and

swiftly whisked away to a safe distance. In
these novel jails on wheels they were kept for
over an hour. Half-a-dozen escaped during
the rush and excitement incident to their removal,
but out of gratitude to the Chief for his con-
sideration of their welfare, all returned volun
tarily the same day, and the entire body later
tendered him a resolution of thanks.
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Mr. R. T. Graham*

Deputy District At-

torney, who offered

to fight a duel with
arr.

From a Photograph.

With the building and locality cleared, the
officers’ attitude towards Warr changed, though
for a while longer they fought a battle of wits
with him, at the .same time cudgelling their
brains for a way to subdue him without sacrifice
of life and property. Grimly the fiend remained
seated in his strategic position, his back to the
wall, alert «s a cat watching a mouse, leaving
no loophole for attack, and apparently enjoying
the commotion he knew he was causing.

In his immediate vicinity there was no visible
excitement. Cool men stared death in the
face unflinchingly, seeking a way out of a dilemma
such as confronts but few persons in a life-
time.

Police-officers, newspaper reporters and photo-
graphers, and other brave spirits were constantly
passing in and out of the room. One of the
photographers took a chance and “ snapped ”

Warr. The action angered him. “ No more
pictures,” he;called out, savagely. *“ The next
one that is taken will mean the end of every-
thing, for I'll turn this thing loose. | have a

notion to do it anyway. Better get busy and
bring that railroad president, or up you
go!” And it was only too obvious that
he meant it.
Deputy District Attorney Ralph T.
Graham remained near the dynamiter
for nearly an hour, arguing with
him, teasing him, shaming him—
anything to make him leave the
place or allow himself to be dis-
armed. He even proposed to
Warr that they should adjourn
to a vacant piece of-ground
and fight to a finish with bare
fists, the winner to take the
machine. Finally, he chal-
lenged him to a duel to the
death with revolvers, but the
Anarchist would not budge.
Every resource of the prose-
cuting officer’s ingenious mind
failed.

All this time the many pro-
positions placed before Chief
Sebastian for ringing down the

curtain on this strange drama

were receiving consideration. One

of his captains suggested that every-

body should be ordered from the

station and the Anarchist locked in until

starvation compelled his voluntary sur-

render. This plan was rejected because

of its obvious drawbacks, the principal

one being that the maddened man would

in all probability release the triggers
when he saw the trick.
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Detective John Fitzgerald, who risked his life to prevent the
From a] explosion of the bomb. [Photograph.

Removing the prisoners from the city jail—They were placed
From a

Asphyxiation with gas, ammonia, or other
poisonous fumes was thought of, but decided to
be impracticable. It was pointed out that the
man’s convulsions, or his fall to the floor, would
explode the machine before anyone could get at
it through the vitiated atmosphere.

Finally, the measure being fully justified,
all persuasive methods having failed, Chief
Sebastian decided that the masked man should
be shot; the danger of a catastrophe from a
bullet hitting the infernal machine would have
to be risked. He ascertained that from the roof
of a building nearly opposite, and perhaps two
hundred feet away, the Anarchist’s head could
be seen against the lighter wall through a front
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in special street cars and hurried away to safety.
Photograph.

window of the station—the window near which
Sergeant Hilf sat throughout the ordeal,
conducting the usual business of the office as
though nothing out of the ordinary was trans-
piring. Sergeants George Willett and Willard
E. Smith, crack shots of the department, and
the writer were picked by the Chief to put an
end to the desperado from this roof. It was
hoped that the moment the bullets took effect
the infernal machine could be snatched and an
explosion averted. Five minutes more, and the
dynamiter’s fate would have been sealed in the
interest of humanity ; indeed, it is said that
heavy weapons in the hands of men who do not
miss their mark were already trained upon the

Sergeant R L. Hilf, who sat near the dynamiter throughout and calmly
From aj carried on the regular office routine. {Photograph.
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A—Where Warr sat, infernal machine in his lap.
During the m6l6e machine was set in operation.

and broke it into pieces. D —Door from which Hosick entered.

clever diagram, pub-
by one of the Los
les newspapers, shows
ai a glance tne whole of
the strange drama described
in this article.

B—Where Detective Hosick stood when he struck Warr, knocking him unconscious.
C—Position of Fitzgerald and Browne, who grabbed bomb from Warr, then carried it to street
E—Door from which Fitzgerald entered to attract Warr's attention.

F—The destruction of the sputtering infernal machine in the street.

mask when Detectives James Hosick and John
C. Fitzgerald, with the aid of County Detective
Samuel L. Browne, evolved a less drastic way
to subdue the man behind it. To this the
Chief consented.

Fitzgerald and Browne approached Warr and
discussed with him the clever mechanism of his
demoniacal invention. Of this he was inordi-
nately proud, and the officers held his close
attention while Hosiek, with a “ blackjack ”
concealed ill his right hand, entered by a side
door. Watching for ithe slightest opportunity
to take the “ human bomb” unawares, Hosick
finally caught him with his head turned aside
for the fraction of a second. Quick as a flash
he dealt him a terrific blow, but it did not go
where intended, for the Anarchist moved
slightly. The detective struck again, and then
once more with all his might. The thought
flashed through his brain, he says, that it would

probably be the last whack he would give
anybody in this world. At the last blow
Warr’s figure crumpled and he pitched out of
the chair. There was the snap of a hammer, a
flash of blue flame, a sizzling and sputtering,
and springs whirred like the tail of an angry
rattlesnake. The deadly thing was in action !
In a twinkling Fitzgerald seized the machine,
luckily getting his hand in where Warr’'s had
been, his object being to get hold of the hammer,
but in this he was too late. He pulled out some
of the mechanism, however, including burning
dynamite. Then Browne, taking the still-
smoking contraption in his arms, rushed out,
and threw it almost across the street, scattering
the many sticks of explosive broadcast. Again
he picked it up and tried to batter it to pieces
by standing on the curb and bringing it down
with all the force he could muster. Experts in
explosives declare it nothing short of miraculous
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that the nitroglycerine did not go off when
hurled upon the stone pavement. Hundreds of
persons must have been killed or maimed had
this occurred, and Browne would have disap-
peared in pieces too small to be visible.

Fate was paradoxical,even as Nature maybe.
Warr had prepared to destroy with dynamite,
and it was the dynamite that prevented destruc-
tion, as afterwards transpired. In making the
bomb, or rather in loading it, he had inserted a
bit of “ dynamite dough "—raw dynamite—in
the train of powder that connected a blank
cartridge with the fuse and fulminating cap.
The purpose of this was to hold the powder in
place until actually ready for use. It burned
rather slowly, and Fitzgerald pulled it away
before the fire touched the powder. Otherwise
there would have been no staying the fury
confined within, and the eighty sticks would
undoubtedly have blown up a great part of the
centre of the city—including a dozen office
blocks, theatres, newspaper plants, and many
large business buildings within five hundred
yards—and destroyed thousands of lives. Chief

Sebastian estimates that the property loss would
have been ten million dollars and that from
fifteen hundred to two thousand persons would
have been killed outright. On the morning of
October 1,1910, the Los Angeles Times Building,
but a few hundred feet from the Central Station,
was destroyed and twenty employes killed by
sixteen sticks of a similar explosive. Warr stated
he had planned this catastrophe, but that others
were too quick and beat him at doing the
“ job.”

It appeared at first that Hosick’s last blow
had fractured the Anarchist’s skull, but the
Receiving Hospital surgeons patched him up
and he recovered consciousness in a few hours.
The next day he volunteered to go out with the
police and show them where he had hundreds of
pounds of dynamite buried. In a vacant lot
near Eastlake Park, where hundreds of persons
must have walked over it, he had concealed a
large quantity of the explosive, lightly covered
with leaves. In the river-bed another lot was
found. It appeared that he stole the nitro-
glycerine at a great quarry sixty miles away,

Detective Browne trying to demolish the infernal machine in the street—Note the many sticks of dynamite in the foreground, where they were
scattered when the officer first threw the contrivance from him. Hundreds of persons would have been killed if the dynamite had gone off.

From a]

but it miraculously failed to do so.

[Photograph.
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ppeared after recovering from

From a Photograph.

where tons are used daily, making
frequent night trips on a stolen
bicycle.

In a little shack standing in a
respectable neighbourhood he had a
complete machine shop, practically
every item in which was stolen, and
here he had toiled and experimented
for two years to perfect his deadly
apparatus, in which he displayed the
handiwork of a genius. The machine
was in a box eighteen inches square,
and the mechanical parts were fitted
with absolute exactness in a hardwood

and steel setting, all glued firmly
together, and perforated in every
possible place to lighten it. The cart-

ridge to set it off was placed as if it
had been in a gun-barrel, a celluloid
tube acting as a conductor for the
powder and fuse to the detonating
cap. A hammer from an old army
rifle occupied the same relative posi-
tion to the cartridge as in a gun,
and the lock had been so arranged
that the releasing—not the pulling—
of three triggers would cause the
hammer to fall upon the cartridge.
It will be seen, therefore, that it
was the grip of Warr’s fingers, main-
tained all through that trying ninety
minutes, that prevented the machine
from starting into action. Directly
he was interfered with he intended to
release his hold and so set the
mechanism at work, and this is what
happened when he was clubbed. On
all sides the dynamite sticks were
closely packed. Warr's left hand is
minus three fingers, and he had made
artificial ones to replace them, fitting

them so nicely to the hand and From a)

bending them so naturally about the triggers
that the deception was complete. These fingers
were supplied with natural nails and painted a
lifelike flesh colour.

On the morning he entered the Central Station
Warr first stole by a roundabout way to a hoard-
ing half a block distant, and behind its cover
adjusted his hood, put a strap holding the heavy
box about his shoulders, and made all the final
preparations. Providentially, however, he forgot
to remove the thimbleful of raw dynamite from
the powder-tube in his machine—an oversight

Detective Hosick (in shirt-sleeves), who knocked Warr senseless, and Detective Browne,

who threw the machine into the street. {Photographs
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The little hut where Warr lived and worked for two years, perfecting his machine.

Front a Photograph.

for which he afterwards declared he would never
forgive himself.

Warr is a Russian, thirty-four years old, and
has had a hard life. He has gone under various
names and has figured in a number of minor
crimes, as the police records disclose. The
physicians, after many thorough examinations,
declared him to be sane. He was tried a few

weeks after the sensa-
tional episode. He was
convicted within a few
minutes, and is now
serving a twenty - year
term in San Quentin Peni-
tentiary. His last words
when taken away were a
threat to blow up Los
Angeles when he is re-
leased from prison, where
he was sent for “ carry-
ing, depositing, and plac-
ing dynamite in the
Central Police Station
with intent to terrify.”

In recognition of their
heroism, the Los Angeles
County Board of Super-
visors awarded Detectives
Fitzgerald, Hosick, and
Browne gold medals stud-
ded with diamonds, and
adopted resolutions of
thanks and commendation
to the other brave men who remained at their
posts of duty during the tense ninety minutes of
the dynamiter’s reign. The department, number-
ing approximately five hundred men, feels itself
highly complimented by the fact that only two
men—a detective officer and one of his subordi-
nates— proved cowards at the time of this
crucial test of courage and ran away.



The bull with whieb Mrs. Roby had aa exciting adventure at
From a] Kikwit. [Photograph.

I.—THE START.

N the 6th of January, 1912, | went
aboard the Leopoldville at Antwerp
en route for Boma, which lies on the
west coast of the Belgian Congo,
my intention being to strike out from

there in a south-easterly direction until | eventu-
ally reached Elizabethville. Although | managed
to accomplish my object, it was only after a
series of exciting adventures, from many of which
I had some difficulty in extricating myself, as
these articles will show.

Most of my fellow-passengers were Belgian
officials, bound for the Congo, and | was very
much surprised to notice how they gave way
to their feelings as they bade farewell to their
friends before coming on board. The men wept
like children, but one tall young man, with blue

ACROSS
THE CONGO.

A LADY'’S
JOURNEY IN
CENTRAL
AFRICA.

MjIRGU(5RJT<5 ROSY -

The story of a very remarkable expedition—a ten-
month journey right across the Belgian Congo,
from Boma to Elizabethville, a distance of about
three thousand five hundred miles. Alone, save
for black porters, Mrs. Roby penetrated into remote
districts where a white woman had never been seen
before, braving cannibals, fighting fever, and
meeting with numberless adventures. The follow-
ing articles have been specially written for
“The Wide World Magazine,” and will be found
particularly interesting.

eyes and golden hair, outdid all the others, nor
even after we had started was he to be com-
forted, for in the middle of dinner he broke down
once more and retired to his cabin, weeping
copiously.

However, Time came to his rescue, and a few
days later he was doing his share in amusing
his fellow-travellers. He was rather a “ green ”
young man, and one day, as | was coming up
the companion way, | heard yells of laughter
issuing from the smoking-room. | looked in
through the window, and beheld our young friend
standing on a table, with a paper cylinder held
to his lips, blowing till he was purple in the face
at the electric fan. He was trying for a wager
to stop that fan; but although he nearly broke
all the blood-vessels in his body he quite failed
to make the slightest impression upon the fan,
which continued buzzing away as though nothing
unusual was happening.
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This completely mystified the blower, because
everyone else in the room had succeeded in
stopping the fan, and as he alone could not do
so, he had to stand drinks all round, in accord-
ance with the terms of the wager. The truth
was that the other men had arranged with a
steward below deck to turn off the current at a
signal from them, and in this way*they were able
to accomplish the apparently impossible and
get a round of drinks into the bargain !

Our voyage was uneventful, except for one
storm which made us a day late in reaching
Boma, but we weathered this all right, and in
due course entered the fine river on which the
capital of the Upper Congo stands. Here the
forests come down on either bank to the water’s
edge, and the journey up-stream between these
vast woods made a picturesque and impressive
entry into the country which | had come so far
to see.

On entering Boma one of the first sights is a
big cattle-ranch, divided off into kraals, where
the animals are fed, watered, and washed, special
precautions being necessary in order to keep off
the dreaded tsetse fly,
which would attack them
if they were allowed to go
down to the river.

| sent a note to the
Governor when we arrived,
asking for a permit to
shoot, and he sent some-
one to show me over the
town, which is rather a
miserable place, the dis-
trict being swampy and
infested by mosquitoes.

I visited the Catholic
Charity School, which had
then been in existence

about a year, and found
the children had learned
to speak French quite well
in that time.

The Governor asked
me to dinner the next
evening, but | said it
was impossible, since the
boat was leaving next morning. He replied
that this matter was easily arranged—and so it
was, for he sent to the captain, told him to remain
a day longer, and invited him also to dinner.

A tram-line runs down to the landing-place,
and next evening a special tram-car called for
us, and into this the captain and | climbed.
Scarcely had we started, however, when | felt
something crawling over my shoulder, and,
flinging off my evening cloak, | discovered a
big blackbeetle running down my neck. Having

The Authoress and the Governor on the steps of
Government House at Boma.
From a Photograph.

3i5 '

dispatched this monster, we accomplished the
remainder of our ride in peace. The British
Consul and his wife were at the dinner ; she had
not been out very long, and was suffering greatly
from the mosquitoes.

Next morning we set out for Matadi, where the
Leopoldville was to discharge her cargo. Matadi
is a dreadful place, all white stone, which throws
up a frightful glare from the burning sun, and
the Government has not even erected a shed
where people can shelter while their luggage
goes through the Customs. Deaths from sun-
stroke are frequent. | went round to look
for accommodation, but all the hotels I visited
were infested by vermin, and so | got per-
mission to remain on the boat until Monday
morning, when the train was due to leave for
Thysville.

Never shall | forget that railway journey !
The train went crawling along the sides of
steep mountains, and, looking back, one”could
sometimes see the line in five places which we
had already passed. The engine-driver was a
Sierra Leone native, and on a little iron seat
outside my carriage sat a
Congo negro, his duty
being to attend to the
brakes. 1 was the only
passenger, unless | in-
clude my bulldog, Jock,
who, | regret to say, had
already taken a strong dis-
like to all coloured people.

When the driver wanted
the brakes applied he
sounded his whistle with
great energy, but at such
moments the “ engineer”
was generally asleep, so |
had to shake him back
into wakefulness ; and
thus we progressed for
some distance. Unluckily,
| at last dozed off myself,
and was awakened
suddenly by a most furious
whistling from our trusty
driver. “ The brakes!” |
thought. *“ Bless that nigger !” Leaning out,
I pushed him with all my might. Alas ! | did
it too violently, and off his iron seat he rolled,
down beside the permanent way. Leaping to my
feet, | tugged at the brakes, and had the satis-
faction of feeling them answer to my pull. Once
more, however, | had blundered, for the train
came to a sudden standstill. | had put them
on too hard.

However, it really did not matter much, for
you see we had to pick up our brakesman, so we
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The sleeping sickness camp at Leopoldville, where the sufferers from this dread disease are kept under treatment.
From a Photograph.

should have had to stop in any case. After that
the journey was resumed along the most sociable
lines imaginable. Whenever the driver wanted
a drink he stopped the train and took a pull out
of a bottle which he carried ; whenever we came
up with any natives on the track he stopped
once more to have a chat with them. The only
thing | objected to was that whenever | took
advantage of these stoppages to get out for a
walk the driver at once started his engine again.
At one spot where some natives were mending the
line we stopped half an hour, and as there was
a small telegraph-box close by | thought | would
send a wire to Thysville. | wentup to the native
<n the box and told him to send my message, to
which he replied : “ People who want telegrams
sent- generally say ‘ Please.”” So, taking this,
lesson to heart, | bowed courteously and replied :
“ Will you kindly send this telegram for me ? ”

Jock looked on as though he understood ex-
actly what was being said, and as we were leaving
the box the intelligent animal turned back and
made one great leap at the telegraphist. This
move upset the gentleman so much that he
jumped on to his telegraphic apparatus in a
panic. Then the train started.

During the course of this eventful journey I
bought twenty-four pineapples from a native
Jpt half a franc. As the boy was handing them,
to me Jock made a snap at his hands, which
made him take to his heels. | therefore had to
throw the money after him as we steamed off..
We reached Thysville at six p.m., having left
Matadi at six-thirty that morning.

The manager of the hotel at Thysville, to
whom | had wired, met me and conducted me
to his hotel, which was perched up on a hill.
| asked for a bath, but he only looked at me
reproachfully, and in the end | had to wash ina
teacup.

After dinner | went to bed, first of all tying
Jock up near the veranda. | was not disturbed
during the night, but in the morning, when I
went to untie my faithful companion, | was
astonished to find him plastered all over with
some blue substance. As he showed a great
eagerness to get loose, | unfastened him, when
he at once took to his heels and, with me after
him, rushed up a road near the hotel. When 1
at last overtook him he had got a native down
on the road, and was standing over his captive
with an air of triumph. One glance at the man
told me enough, for the fellow’s clothes were
daubed with the very same substance which
plastered Jock, so | gave him as good a
thrashing as | was capable of, and then
returned to the hotel with Jock. According
to the law of the Congo, if the native had
gone to a magistrate | should have been fined
twenty-five francs or have got ten days’ im-
prisonment.

I had not been in my room long when a black
boy presented himself, saying: “ Bibi wants
servant to go with her ?” “ Yes,” | said, andl
asked him if he were a good cook, to which he
replied in the affirmative, adding that he wanted
twenty-five francs a month wages. In the end
I told him to be ready to start next morning,
and away he went.

Two hours later he came back to say that he
must buy some things, and would | give him a
few francs ?—a proposition to which | gave am
emphatic “ No.” Once more he went away,,
looking very sad and disappointed.

An hour later he was back again, however,,
in the best of spirits. “ Can my wife come with:

me ?” he asked, and | said “ Yes.” For the:
third time he withdrew.
Shortly afterwards he returned. “ Will the'

Bibi give me the money for my ticket and my
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wife’s ticket ?” was his request this time, and
my suspicions now became certainties.

“ Are you a Mission boy ?” | demanded,
sternly.

“Yes. | from Catholic Mission. 1 know
eblything,” he responded, glibly. “ I can cook,

I wash, | put up tent. | put up eblything. |
am Bibi’'s brother.” (A Mission term.)

It struck me pretty forcibly that he knew a
good deal too much, and | turned to another
boy who happened to be standing by and asked
him : “ Do you know this boy ?”

“ Oh, yes, Bibi. He the hotel cook,” returned
this individual, imperturbably.

At these words my would-be servant made
his final retreat from my presence, and | saw him
no more.

The second boy, speaking in French, now
offered his services, and | ended by engaging
him.  Next morning we took train for Kinshasa,
from which place | was to travel by boat up to
Dima.

| had heard there was a good hotel ait Kinshasa,

From a]

but this proved a delusion. A cup of tea, made
of hot water only, cost me two and a half francs,
and lunch and dinner six and a half francs, and
then | had to go out and buy some tinned food,
as | wanted something to eat! Jock accom-
panied me on the expedition, and while we were
walking quietly along a big dog suddenly jumped
out at me without the slightest warning. It

struck me on the shoulder and ripped my dress
Vol. xxxi,—23.

The native «°] | »< UwW vrfle.

with its teeth almost down to the hem. |
caught at its throat to defend myself, but before
| had time even to call out the faithful Jock had
buried his teeth in the brute’s neck, and in a
very few seconds he had worried the life out
of it.

A young Belgian officer now appeared on the
scene, followed by a black boy, who had evidently
let the dog loose by mistake, for the officer
gesticulated in fury. Then, turning on his boy,
he shouted, “ Dirty nigger ! ” Upon this, to my
utter amazement, the black boy turned round
and struck his master across the face. 1 ex-
pected to see the boy half killed, but the Belgian
made no attempt to touch him, and when |
inquired why he replied :—

* What is the use, madame ? If | struck him
back he would go to the magistrate, and | should
have to pay a hundred francs or do six months
in prison.”

I could scarcely believe my senses ;#but such
is indeed the state of things in the Congo. This
is the reaction after the campaign which has been

[Photograph.

conducted against the Congo administration,
and its end is not yet. From what | saw in this
district 1 came to the conclusion that, unless
some change be made before long, there will be a
massacre of whites by the natives.

From Kinshasa | travelled to Leopoldville
to visit the British Consul, Captain Lyons, and
on arriving at my destination | found a very
curious vehicle, a “ push-push,” awaiting me.
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Mrs. Roby in a " push-push.*
From a Photograph.

It is sho#n in the accom-
panying photograph, and is
one of several others that
have been brought out from
Europe by white people. |
got in, and was surprised
to find how comfortable it
was ; with one boy to push
and another to pull we
covered the ground at a
fine pace.

At lunch | asked the
Consul about a personal boy
(the one | had already en-
gaged was a cook), and he
told me he had a boy named
Mokassa, from Brazzaville,
who wanted to travel. |
therefore interviewed and
engaged the boy, who
accompanied me for the rest
of my journey.

After dinner that night |
started back for Kinshasa
in the push-push, the Consul
accompanying me in an-
other. But | was lighter
than my host, so my boys
could take me over country
which the Consul's boys
could not negotiate. For
this reason he and | became
separated on the journey,
and | eventually reached
my destination minus Cap-
tain Lyons. Mokassa, who
had started with us, also
failed to put in an appear-
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ance at the other end ; but he did eventu-
ally turn up, some time after midnight,
when he was thoughtful enough to wake
me up in order to say that he had arrived
—an attention for which I did not thank
him at all !

The steamer on which | was to resume
my journey was due to leave on the
following evening, and while | was putting
some of my things together after breakfast
next day | received an invitation to dinner
from the manager of the Company Kasai,
who informed me that the boat would not
sail until midnight.

Sleeping-sickness patients. \Photograph.
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Dima, whence the Authoress started on her long journey.
From a Photograph.

I sent my luggage down to the landing-place
and spent the rest of the day trying to get my
bill from the hotel manager, who could not be
found, apparently. Finally | went over to dinner
without having paid, but before the meal was
fin shed the account was brought in by a boy,
and none of the items had been forgotten.

The Fumu Tanga was a small steamer, belong-
ing to the Company Kasai. They supplied a
cabin and | supplied the fittings. The boat was
for the use of the company’s officials, but | was
allowed on board as a favour. We sailed at
midnight, and after an uneventful voyage we
arrived at Dima a few days later. Here |
intended to lay in stores for my long trek, as |
had heard that it would be impossible to buy
food anywhere else on the route.

My guns, ammunition, tents, chairs, tables,
bedding, wines, and medicines | had bought in
England, and now | proceeded to lay in a stock

of tinned stores for my march.
or four days thus at Dima.

Near here there is a big farm, on which are
cattle, sheep, goats, chickens, ducks, and rabbits.
Although there was no grass, the sheep and goats
looked healthy enough, but the rabbits were not
doing well. Maize and salt formed the staple
food for the cattle.

I was now in need of sixty or seventy porters,
but as there were none to be had at Dima | had
to set out by steamer down the Kasai River for
Kikwit. Forests bounded the river on either
bank, and upon the sandbanks along the river
margin numerous crocodiles basked. Seeing
a young man-eater lying out on one of these
banks, | took up my twelve-bore and had a shot
at him. He rolled over, and the captain stopped
the boat and sent a boy to go and pick it up ;
but the crocodile was not dead, and when the
boy put out his hand it turned on him. This

I spent three

A farm near Dima, where Mrs. Roby laid in a stock of provisions for her expedition.
From a Photograph.
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frightened the native so much that he fell back-
wards off the sandbank into the water, but,
remembering that there were bigger crocodiles
in the water, he soon recovered himself, climbed
back, and dispatched the monster with a stick.

I had visions of a beautiful crocodile-skin
purse, and asked that the skin should be brought
to me; but the natives were evidently hungry
that day, for they cut the creature into bits and
sent the skin up in little pieces.

During this trip | found great difficulty in
making my boy, Mokassa, answer my summons
when | wanted him ; and at last | went to search
for him myself. | found him under the influence
of palm wine, and when he saw me he at once
began to finger a little piece of cloth that hung
on a chain round his neck. This, | discovered,
contained some religious emblem which he
believed would bring him luck and keep him out
of trouble, and | noticed from this time onwards
that whenever he got into a row he invariably
hung on to the chain very earnestly.

From a]

I had not guessed that he was a Mission boy
before, but now, in reply to my question, he
told me. “lama Catholic, and my name is
Joseph,” he said. Then my heart sank within
me ; for too often the Mission boy turns out to
be a very much bigger scamp than his unre-
generate brother.

This river trip resembled my recent train
journey to a certain extent, for we were con-
tinually stopping in order to get wood from the
forests. True, there were wood posts at intervals
along the river banks ; but unfortunately some
other steamer had passed that way before us,

A scene on the Kasai River.

and her captain had taken all the wood there
was, so there was nothing for it but to cut our
own.

One of the places at which we stopped was
Leversville, where the enterprising soap manu-
facturers of that name have established a factory,
the soap being made from palm oil. The day
after | reached Kikwit there was great excite-
ment amongst the natives over the arrest of a
Portuguese, who had lashed a black boy almost
to death and then crucified him, leaving him
fixed thus in a swamp to die. The culprit was
sent to Leopoldville to be tried.

On the second day numbers of native women
came in to see me, as they had heard | was
skilful as a “ medicine man.” One of them was
carrying a baby suffering from bronchitis, and |
persuaded her to leave the child with me so that
I might try to cure it. | did what | could, and
in the course of a day or two had the satisfaction of
winning it back to convalescence. When the
mother called she took it away without a word

[Photograph,

of thanks, and then, some days later, back she
came to demand a present! | asked why, and
she replied because she had left her child with me.
I told her that | was the person who ought to
have a present, whereupon she tried to smash
my camera ; but Jock, who was handy, showed
his teeth suggestively, and she and her friends
promptly took to flight.

The officers and civilians here were not at all
fond of each other, and | witnessed rather an
amusing instance of this during my short stay.
A Kasai Company official was brought in,
accused by an officer of molesting a chief. The
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accused man came in riding a bull, and accom-
panied by the brother of the man whom he was
supposed to have ill-treated. When the matter
was investigated, the brother of the chief ex-
plained that it was the officer, not the civilian, who
had been the delinquent 1

I was very anxious to see if | could ride the

Front a]

bull, and, although its master warned me not
to do so, | insisted, and, placing one foot in the
stirrup, jumped up— only to find myself promptly
deposited on the grass. | tried a second time,
and this time, through some manoeuvre of the
intelligent animal, |1 landed on the shoulders of
some natives. A third shot was more successful,
and | actually “ got there,” with both feet in the
stirrups ; but my triumph was rather dashed
when the bull absolutely refused to move an inch.

His master tried to assist him with a stick,
but the bull at once turned round, with horns
lowered. Then a new whim seized him, and he
started off at full gallop up a hill. 1 stuck on,
and the rest of the party followed us at the top
of their speed. Arrived at the top, my steed

Mrs. Roby on board the Kasai River steamer.

once more stood stock still, and as soon as his
master came up down went his head. The
natives now moved over to the other side and
started a most unearthly yell. On this the bull
took to his heels and went pounding down the
hill at a cracking pace. It was a fine race, but
I won it, for, just as he got to the bottom, his

[Photografih.

head went down and over it | sailed, a good first
by about three lengths.

I was to start my march next morning, and
the manager of the Kasai Company informed
me that my porters would arrive-at eight a.m.;
but nine and ten o’clock came and still there was
no sight of them. At eleven o’clock they began
to drop in by twos and threes, and this went on
until two in the afternoon, by which hour they
had actually all arrived, much to my surprise
and gratification.

My next task was to get them over the Kasai
River, on the other side of which lay a native
village. From there | was to commence my
march into the-wilds, and there, too, my adven-
tures began in earnest.

{To be continued.)



THE WRECK OF THE
“CRICCIETH CASTLE”™

BY CAPTAIN ROBERT THOMAS.
ILLUSTRATED BY W. E. WIGFULL, AND FROM PHOTOGRAPHS.

The “ Criccieth Castle” was lost last year in the Southern Atlantic during a terrific storm. In the
following narrative Captain Thomas, her commander, describes how the crew were forced to abandon the
vessel and take to the boats. It was mid-winter, and in what is perhaps the stormiest region in the world,
and for the next eight days the ship’s company endured the most terrible sufferings. Seven men were
drowned, and one by one the others died of hunger, thirst, and the fearful cold, while day after day the
captain sat at the steering-oar and watched his wife and four-year-old boy lying helpless iii the water
at the bottom of the leaking boat. Finally, when the survivors were too weak to pull on the oars
or to hoist the sail, deliverance came in the nick of time. In these days of steam and wireless
telegraphy, such stories of long-continued hardship and dogged endurance are growing rare.

T was a happy crew and master that

sailed on the good ship Criccieth

Castle from Ballistas, an outlying

island off the coast of Peru, on June

ioth of last year. We were loaded

with a valuable cargo of guano,and were bound for
Antwerp direct. Little did | dream then that in
a few short weeks we should have to abandon the
vessel in mid-ocean, after battling against the
severest storms it has been my lot to encounter,
should lose fifteen of our number, and undergo
some of the most terrible sufferings and priva-

tions that have ever befallen a shipwrecked
crew. For eight days we were drifting about
on the high seas, in a leaky open boat, in one of
the stormiest regions in the world, suffering
from hunger and thirst. To add to the horrors
of the situation it was mid-winter, when the
cold in this region—between Cape Horn and
the Falkland Islands—is of Antarctic severity.
In addition to the crew | had my wife and little
son, aged four, with me.

Like most shipmasters, | was very proud of
my vessel. | had served thirteen years in her
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and knew every plank and rivet in her hull.  She
was an iron-built, full-rigged sailing-ship, of
1,920 tons gross and classed Ai at Lloyd’s. She
belonged to Messrs. R. Thomas and Co., of Liver-
pool, with whom | have had the pleasure of
serving for the last eighteen years. Our crew
numbered twenty-two hands all told, while, in
addition, | had two passengers, my wife and
child. They had been to sea with me before, so
were well acquainted with life on a sailing-ship ;
in fact, they had been on the Criccieth Castle
since June, 1909, and during those three years
had circumnavigated the globe twice. Our
vessel was thoroughly seaworthy in every sense
of the word, and | looked forward to a good run
home after our long sojourn in foreign climes.

We took on board at Ballistas about two
thousand eight hundred tons of guano, so we
were by no means overloaded, and then set sail
for Antwerp. Nothing unusual happened until
we were abreast of Valparaiso, when we encoun-
tered a very heavy south-west gale which lasted
for forty-eight hours, during which we lost
several new sails—literally torn to ribbons by
the force of the wind. Hardly had the storm
abated before the weather again turned black
and another gale beat down upon us. Then,
for a period of three weeks on end, we had a
succession of fearful storms, with hardly a break
between them, accompanied by heavy gales of
wind of cyclonic character, which necessitated the
free use of oil to prevent the tremendous seas
breaking on board. Despite these storms we
safely weathered the Horn, when everyone
breathed more freely, looking forward to better
weather, as the strain upon us had been very
severe.

The sky, however, was still overcast and the
seas were running high, and on Sunday, July
14th, at about 11 p.m., in latitude 54'23 south
and longitude 6ri2 west, a tremendous gale
sprang up from the north-west. The upper
topsails were at once got in, and at midnight all
hands furled the foresail and the ship was hove-
to under lower topsails and storm staysails.
The gale steadily increased in violence, and there
were mountainous seas running. | knew we
were in for a rough time of it—and, sure enough,
it was not long in coming. About two o’clock
on the Monday morning, while I was at the
standard compass and the chief officer on the
poop aft, a tremendous sea struck the ship under
the quarter, breaking th - rudder-stock in the
immediate vicinity of the horseshoe plate.

At first | thought we had struck a submerged
wreck or an iceberg, the noise being terrific, and
I was fearful as to what had actually happened.
When | discovered that we had not run into any 1
thing | imagined the steering-gear must have
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been broken or -carried away. Accordingly
I gave orders for extra tackles to be put on the
tiller, and it was not until these had been placed
in position that | found out that it was the rudder
itself that had gone. All attempts to repair it
proved futile, on account of the heavy seas.
Left to the fury of the waves, it was not long
before the shell plating left the stem-post, and
water began to rush into the vessel.

| sent the chief officer down the after-hold to
see if all was in order. He came up a little
later and reported that the ship was leaking
badly all the way down the stern-post. There
was nothing to be done but to man the pumps,
but this proved impossible on account of the
decks being continually flooded by the heavy
seas. Accordingly | ordered all hands on deck
and commenced to jettison the cargo through
the poop ventilators, as it was impossible to
remove the hatches in such a high sea. My
idea was to lighten the vessel so as to give her
more freeboard, when the pumps could be
used.

After working our hardest for some hours,
however, during which time we threw several
tons overboard, we discovered to our dismay
that the weight of water which had come in
was in excess of the weight of cargo which had
been thrown overboard, so that the ship had
actually less freeboard than when we commenced
to jettison the cargo. This was most dishearten-
ing, but at four o’clock the weather began to
improve, and by six o’clock the sea moderated
sufficiently to allow the pumps to be manned.
To our horror we then discovered them to be
perfectly useless, having become choked with
the guano. We persevered with them for an
hour, but all in vain ; they refused to work.

I was now faced with the alternative of either
remaining on the ship and going down with her,
as it was impossible to keep her afloat much
longer, or taking to the boats. Naturally 1
chose the latter course. But how were we to
get the boats out without damaging them ?
Our gig had already been smashed in, so we only
had two boats left.

Although the weather had moderated a lot
since the time of the accident, at nine a.m.,
when we decided to leave the ship, the sea
was still running high and the vessel was
rolling fearfully. | accordingly gave orders for
the side to be padded with a view to making
a soft bed for the boats in case they were dashed
against the hull by the heavy seas. Sails were
taken from the sail-locker and lashed to the
side of the ship, and we got our provisions and
stores out and made ready for launching the
boats.

Despite all our precautions we had a bad
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"A tremendous sea struck the ship under the quarter.”

mishap in lowering our largest boat, the life-
boat. The ropes which we used as guys were
unfortunately new. Just as the davit tackles
were being pulled upon, and- while the boat
was swinging, the ship gave a tremendous
roll.  This caused the new guys to stretch
so much that the boat crashed against the davits
with terrific force, straining the little craft
in every plank from keel to gunwale. | had
placed my wife and little son in the boat, with
the sailmaker, steward, and carpenter, before
it left the chocks, and the sudden and unexpected
crash nearly threw them all into the sea.

I was considerably relieved when | found
that the damage was not more serious, as |
feared that the boat might have been rendered
utterly unseaworthy. It was a very anxious
time, but after further efforts we managed to
get the boat into the water. Here it was
repeatedly dashed against the padded side of
the ship, and it was fortunate that the pre-
caution of providing a soft bed for it had been
taken, as otherwise it would speedily have
been pounded to pieces. The violent motion
of the little craft on the high sea that was
running caused Mrs. Thomas—who was in a
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delicate condition—to become very seasick, and
she and our little son lay helpless at the bottom
of the boat, submerged in icy-cold water up to
their waists. One minute the lifeboat would
be level with the rail of the ship, and the next
ten or fifteen feet below, tossed up and down
on the great waves like a cork.

I must leave the reader to imagine my feelings
and the mental and physical strain | was enduring
as | shouted to them to be brave, and then
turned to superintend the launching of our
other boat and getting the crew safely trans-
ferred. This was no easy task, and could only
be carried out as opportunity occurred. Night
was fast coming on, and there was every appear-
ance of the weather again turning bad. The
wind and sea were gradually rising, the sky was
overcast, and a cold drizzling rain was falling.
| placed the mate, Mr. W. A. Gale, in charge
of the longboat, wth six of the c:ew, taking
change myse f of the lifeboat, in which were Mrs.
Thomas and our son, the second mate, carpenter,
sailmaker, steward, and ten seamen— seventeen
souls in all. When | stepped into the lifeboat
the water was up to my knees, for the boat
was leaking as a result of her planks having been
strained.

We pushed off and pulled away, and when
we last saw our gallant ship through the darkness
she appeared like a
huge living thing
struggling for life,
rolling and pitching
violently, with her
decks aft nearly
awash. One of my
last acts before leav-
ing her was to shoot
a live pig which we
had on board, and
also kill a number of
fowls we carried. As
a matter of fact, we
only got away in the
nick of time ; if we
had left it a little
later, I am convinced
we should all have
gone down with the
vessel.

In the lifeboat |
had placed two kegs
of water and enough
bread for ten or
twelve days, as well
as a case of tinned

meat.  Similar pro-

i Mr. W- A.
visions ) had been members of the crew, owing to the foundering of the longboat*
placed in the long- From a Photograph.

Gale, the mate, who was drowned, together with six other
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boat. My idea was to make for the Falkland
Islands, about a hundred and eighty miles away,
the nearest point of land. Although | was fully
alive to the dangers of our position, for we were
in open boats, and leaky at that, in one of the
stormiest regions in the world, where it is also
bitterly cold in mid-winter, | expected to pull
through all right.

It soon dawned upon us, however, that another
gale was springingup. By nine o’clock that night
it was blowing a hurricane and the sea was
running literally mountains high. It was im-
possible to make any progress, and so | ordered
the boats to heave to with sea-anchors to which
were attached bags full of oil. In the darkness
we lost sight of the longboat, but expected to
see it next morning, as | had given orders that
the boats were to keep together. When morning
dawned, however, after a most miserable and
anxious night, the mate’s boat was nowhere to
be seen. We scanned the horizon in every
direction and speculated as to what had become
of our companions, surmising all sorts of things.
First of all we thought that they had been picked
up by some passing ship, but finally came reluc-
tantly to the conclusion that their frail craft had
been capsized in the storm and all of them
drowned. Probably their boat drifted some
distance away from us before the catastrophe

happened, and any
cries for help would
have been inaudible
amid the roar of the
storm.

Needless to say,
this tragedy saddened
and dispirited us
beyond description.
We were now left to
fight for our lives
alone, and a grim
fight it was destined
to be — against

hunger and thirst,
mountainous  seas,
and the freezing,

numbing cold. Snow
was now falling, ac-
companied by sting-
ing showers of hail,
and we were all wet
through to the skin,
despite heavy cloth-
ing, oilskins, and top-
boots. Indeed, it is
nothing  short of
miraculous that we
did not all perish the
first night, huddled
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A blanket was quickly hoisted as a distress signal.

up as we were in the icy flood rushing
hither and thither in the bottom of the
labouring  boat. The sun had hardly
risen, however, before our troubles were tem-
porarily forgotten, for we caught sight of a big
four-masted barque running before the wind
under topsails and foresail. *A blanket was
quickly hoisted as a distress signal, and all
hands raised a shout. The men got very excited,
seeing help so close, and worked themselves up
into such a frenzied state that | was compelled
to remonstrate with them, pointing out that if
they acted so foolishly the disappointment, if
we should not happen to be seen, would o ly
tell upon them.

The barque drew steadily nearer, till she
was only about a mile distant, and we could
plainly see her men aloft getting in the upper
topsails. We shouted our loudest, waved our
garments, and generally acted like madmen,

but the big vessel passed on unheeding. It is
only charitable to suppose that we were not seen ;
ainyway, the barque gradually drew away and
was lost to view.

Bitterly disappointed at this blow to our hopes,
worn out with toil, and suffering keenly from the
cold, most of the men sank into a semi-conscious
state, from which three of them never rallied.
The horrors of the next few days can be better
imagined than described. At dusk, while it
was still blowing a whole gale of wind, with a
terrible sea running, we all began to suffer from
delusions, apparently caused by the intense

cold. | was at the steering-oar at the time,
where | had been since we left the ship on the
previous day ; | stuck to this post for a whole

week, with the exception of a few hours’ respite
A remarkable fact about these delusions is that
one and all of us imagine! we saw the same
things at the same time. At first we thought



THE WRECK OF THE

we were all safe on our ship. The sail-
maker remarked, gravely : “lam going to the
galley for my coffee ” ; another man said he
was going for a walk on deck to take the stiff-
ness out of his legs. Then we thought we saw
a long white building close to the starboard side
of the boat.

One of the articles which we had been using
to bale out the water was a white enamel basin,
about twelve inches in diameter. Presently
the second officer called out to me : “ Look at
this basin, captain,” he said. “ What a monster,
isn't it ?” As a matter of fact, | had noticed
it before he spoke, and it seemed to me to be
some three feet in diameter instead of one ; it
appeared to my disordered imagination like an
immense white tub. A little later the second
officer touched me and said, “ Look at that

Captain Thomas, with his wife and little son, who were with him on the “ Criccieth Castle,”
and who shared with him the terrible experiences and privations of an eight days' voyage in

From a Photo, by] an open boat in mid-winter.

f

[Duryea's Studio, Port Pirie.
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man’s face !” pointing to one of the members
of the crew. | looked, and it appeared to me
to be three or four times its normal size. |
drew my wife's attention to it, and when she
glanced up at me her face appeared the same,
while she informed me that my own had grown
to four or five times its usual size. In the same
way we imagined we saw a lot of other strange
things— houses, streets, roads, and so on.

I have since thought it very strange that we
should have experienced these delusions after
having undergone only some twenty-four hours’
exposure in an open boat, bitter though the
exposure was. Stranger still, we experienced
the hallucinations during part of one night only.

I was now barely conscious, but tried hard
to pull myself together, for | realized the serious-
ness of our position. Fortunately, I managed to
retain myreasoning
powers, and was able to
manoeuvre the boat with
the steering-oar. If | had
once let it go for a moment
our little craft would have
got broadside on to the
tremendous seas which
were running, which would
have meant an instanta-
neous capsize.

At seven o’clock that
night came the first
tragedy—it was reported
to me that A.B. Anfors
was dead. Ten minutes
later someone reported
P. J. Subra, the steward,
as dead, and soon after
came the tidings that
Makarate, the cabin
steward, had passed away.
“ It is the beginning of
the end,” | thought.

One of the seamen sug-
gested throwing the bodies
into the sea, but | said :
“ No; give the poor fellows
a chance to cool.”

“They cannot cool any
more, captain,” he replied;
“ they are absolutely
frozen. It is the cold that
has killed them.”

I kept the bodies in the
boat for another five
hours, till about mid-
night, when, as reverently
as the circumstances
would permit, we com-
mitted them to the
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deep, after removing their oilskins, which
were wrapped around Mrs. Thomas and our
little son, who lay, more dead than alive, in
the bottom of the boat, half buried in water,
which washed this way and that with the move-
ment of the boat. A native of Holyhead, who
assisted in heaving the bodies of our unfortunate
comrades overboard, remarked : “ My word !
what an easy way of dying—being frozen to
death ! | hope we shall all go like that, if We
aretodie.” Little did the poor fellow think, when
he uttered those words, that he was doomed to
suffer for six days longer and then die miserably
in the bottom of the boat, with the icy-cold water
washing over him !

When Wednesday morning dawned we were,
indeed, in a sad and sorry plight. Our bread
had become soaked with sea water, and was
like so much pulp. Our stomachs turned against
the horrible stuff, as it only made us sick to
eat it. Our stock of water also was getting
very low. Unfortunately, one keg had been
consumed during the first night—a fact | only
discovered next day. It must be remembered
that all the time 1 was steering the men were
busy baling out the water with any receptacle
they could get hold of, and during these opera-
tions they drank the water, unknown to me.
When | discovered this | took the remaining
keg and placed it at my feet, doling it out after-
wards a cupful at a time twice a day. As a
final ‘ piece of ill-luck, we had been compelled
to throw our case of tinned meat overboard
to lighten our over-burdened craft in the heavy
seas. The spare oars were also got rid of in
the same way, and several other articles as
well. 1 am convinced that if the three men
who had died had lived, our boat would have
sunk under our weight.

At eight o’clock on the Wednesday | was
washed clean overboard from my post at the
steering -oar. A tremendous gale was still
raging, and there was a particularly heavy sea.
Fortunately the boat had no headway at the
time, as it had been hove-to, and was merely
kept head-on to the sea with the oar in question.
The sailmaker made a rush toward the oar
immediately he saw what had happened, for
it was very important that the boat should be
kept bows on to the great waves that were
running, or else it would have capsized.

As for me, the next sea that came along
nearly threw the boat on top of me, but
fortunately |1 managed to get my arm over the
gunwale and the other arm through the life-
line. My hands were too badly frost-bitten for
me to hang on by them, and at this critical
moment they proved absolutely useless to me.

All the crew, too, were in the same cruel

predicament— their hands frost-bitten, swollen
out like puddings, black as ink, and so humbed
and devoid of feeling that they could make no
use of them. When they baled out the water
they had to use their wrists. None of them
stirred to help me into the boat; they were so
numbed and exhausted that they could hardly
move. My wife and the second officer, however,
appealed to them to make the effort, saying that
unless | was saved we should never get ashore.
I knew 1 could not hold on much longer, and
was fast losing consciousness. | had my
heavy top-boots on, my wet clothes were literally
frozen to my limbs, and 1 felt as if | were being
dragged down.

But my men, after my wife’s appeal, gallantly
came to my rescue, and by superhuman efforts
managed to get me into the boat by clutching
hold of me with their teeth and arms. Once
inboard, they placed me, face downwards, on
the oars until | recovered from the shock.
The second officer was delighted when he saw
that | was safe, and remarked that it was
a good omen, and that he was now sure we
should reach land in safety.

As soon as | had recovered from my immersion
1 resumed duty at the steering-oar. About
noon misfortune again befell us, for A.B. Kanie-
gisser died, and just before dusk we managed,
with great difficulty, to slide his body over the
side of the boat into the water.

At about midnight of the same day A.B.
Joseph Smith died, and at daylight on Thursday
this, the fifth body, was consigned to the deep.
The weather had now moderated considerably,
fortunately for us, and it kept fairly fine until
that night, when once again it began to blow
a tremendous gale from the north-west, with
a terrific sea, which continued until some time
in the afternoon of the following day, when the
wind veered round suddenly to the south-west
in a heavy squall. The wind biew much harder
after shifting to the south-west, rising at times
to a hurricane force, and the sudden shift of
wind was also responsible for a fearful cross sea,
making it difficult for our little boat to live.
Some time during Friday night the gale
moderated a lot, and by four o’clock on Saturday
morning the wind had dropped to such an
extent that we were enabled for the first time
to set a small jib on our craft.

At dawn on Saturday we sighted land right
ahead of us, my wife being the first to see it.
This gave us fresh courage, and we thought our
sufferings—we had now spent six days in the
boat, practically without food— would soon be
at an end. | thought it was the Falklands,
and in consequence took in the jib, and waited
until daylight before attempting a landing.
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“ 1 was washed clean overboard from my post at the steering-oar.”

Then, to my sorrow, | discovered that it was the
uninhabited Beauchenes Islands, about thirty
miles south of the Falklands. We were bitterly
disappointed, needless to say, but set sail at once
and made for the Falklands, and no one can
imagine our jubilation when, about noon, we
sighted our goal.

At four o’clock in the afternoon we landed
on a part of the East Falklands, in a beautiful
creek. Surely now, we thought, we should find
succour, and our trials would be over. We were
all suffering terribly for want of water, our last
keg being now exhausted, despite the fact that

we had reduced the ration to less than half a
cup aday. Some of the seamen were in a fearful
condition, their swollen tongues hanging out
nearly to the chin.

The ground where we landed was covered with
snow, and we fell upon our knees and commenced
sucking it, but unfortunately it turned every one
of us sick. Then we discovered a pool of brackish
water, which we greedily drank. Finally we fell
down, on the snow, utterly exhausted, and
remained there all night.

At daylight on Sunday, accompanied by the
carpenter, the strongest man in the party,
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I went inland to look for help, as | knew we could
not hold out much longer, and none of the others
were fit to travel. It was an exceedingly trying
journey over the rocky ground, and more often
than not we had to crawl over the rough boulders
on our hands and knees, our feet being so
numbed that we could not walk properly.
After great physical sufferings we covered about
five miles, when it was made plain to us that
misfortune was still dogging us. We were on an
uninhabited part of the Falklands, where no
succour could be hoped for.

We returned to our companions about noon
and reported the non-success of our mission.
Their disappointment was intense. 1 had left
my wife and child in a very perilous condition,
and 1 should not have been at all surprised to
have found them dead when | returned. Thank
Heaven ! they were still alive, but so badly frost-
bitten and ill that they were absolutely helpless.
The sight of them wrung my heart, but | could
do nothing to alleviate their sufferings.

About two o’clock that afternoon we detected
a small coaster in the offing, hull down, and |
decided to try to catch her. We at once made
preparations to embark, but unfortunately we
were very much hampered on account of our
weak condition. One poor fellow, who was
nearly dead, we had to lift bodily into the boat,
using our teeth and arms to do so. He appealed
to me to let him lie and die where he was. “ If
your heart is not frozen and you have one spark
of sympathy in you, you will let me die where |
am, captain,” he moaned. Removing him, in
his terrible plight, was simply torture, but I
could not let him remain behind. This man
was the poor fellow who had remarked that
being frozen to death was an easy way of
dying.

Over an hour elapsed between the time we
first saw the vessel and when we were ready to
put off. Night was fast coming on, and in addi-
tion the sky presented a wild and terrifying
appearance, heralding the approach of another
storm. The wind was now blowing off the land
and we made good progress towards the distant
sail. But fate was against us once more : after
sailing right out to sea for about an hour we
found it impossible to overtake the vessel, and
had to abandon the effort. Worn out with
toil, hunger, and thirst, we now began to feel the
effects of the brackish water we had drunk and
the snow we had eaten. Some of the men pre-
sented a terrifying appearance, foaming at the
mouth like mad dogs.

The wind was now fast increasing and the sea
rapidly rising. We were from six to eight miles
from the shore, and it was desirable to get back
to land again. As already stated, the wind was

blowing off the shore, necessitating the use of
the oars instead of the sail for the return journey.
When | ordered, “Out oars and pull for the shore,”
the men, with the little energy they had left,
put out the oars, but failed to pull, having no
feeling whatever in their hands, which had by
this time swollen to three and four times their
normal size. However, they gallantly and
pluckily did their best with their arms, being
fully alive to the danger we were in, for the fast-
increasing wind threatened to drive us right out
to sea again.

After some time it became clear we were mak-
ingho headway— were not even holding our own.
Very soon the men became utterly exhausted ;
they could do no more. Dropping their oars,
they fell back one by one, completely played
out.

Our little craft was now leaking badly as the
result of having been buffeted about for so many
days. All Sunday night we were shipping water,
and every moment | thought the boat would sink
under us. We were kept busy baling all through
the night, my poor lads holding the balers as
best they could with their wrists and teeth.
When morning dawned things did not improve ;
if anything they became worse, and | felt certain
this must be our last day. We had now been
battling against fearful odds for eight days, and
| felt the end must be near—and the sooner it
came the better, | thought. | had reached the
limit of human resistance. Then, as | glanced
at my men, haggard and worn, their eyes pro-
truding from their sockets and their tongues
hanging out of their mouths, and at my poor
wife and child lying helpless in the water in the
bottom of our craft, a revulsion of feeling swept
over me. 1 realized that all of them were looking
to me to pull them through, and I made up my
mind to fight to the last.

At about two o’clock that morning the sail-
maker reported to me at the steering-oar that
Roberts, the native of Holyhead, was dead. This
was the poor fellow who had appealed to me to
let him die on the beach. It was now blowing
a whole gale, with squalls of hurricane force. |
did not know from what direction it was blowing
at the time, as the glass of the compass had been
broken to pieces through being washed about in
the boat when she shipped a huge sea. | was
under the impression that the gale was still
blowing from the land, and | think none of us
ever expected to see the shore again. The
wind, however, had providentially changed
round during the night, and shortly after day-
light we found, to our' intense delight, that,
instead of being out of sight of land, we were only
three or four miles from it. We were, never-
theless, in a very critical situation, lying helpless
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In a little open boat on
a lee-shore— the coast of
one of the rockiest
regions in the world.

Every seaman who is
acquainted with this
locality knows full well
how it can blow from
the south there, and
what the sea is like at
such times. We were
now faced with a terrible
alternative : either to
drift ashore before the
raging gale on to the
cruel rocks, or set sail
and try to weather a
point of land about
fifteen miles away,
where we :hould get a
little shelter from the
wind and raging sea. |
chose the latter course.

The question now was
how to put up the mast

and set the sail. There

was no time to lose, as

the little boat was fast
drifting towards the rocky
shore. We were all so weak
that we could not even move
the mast, let alone set it up.
Then a happy thought
occurred to me—to use the
sprit of the sail as a mast,
and this saved the situation.
The boat’s bow was turned
towards the headland, and
she began to edge away from
the danger. When we were
well under way | decided to
consign the body of the dead
seaman in the bottom of the
boat to the deep. It took
us nearly an hour to slide
the corpse over the side, we
were so weak. This poor
fellow, like myself, had not
partaken of a morsel of food
since we left the ship, over
a week previously.

After sailing for some three
or four hours we sighted the
wireless poles of Port Stanley,
and about noon came into
view of the lighthouse o' Cape
Pembroke.  The gale was
still raging, and our difficulty
was to find a spot where we

Mr. Sully, the lighthouse-keeper at Cape Pembroke.
From a Photograph.

Nurse Whieldon, who was sent to the lighthouse
by the Governor at Port Stanley to attend to
Mrs. Thomas and the shipwrecked sailors.

From a Photograph.
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could land safely,

almost looked as if, s
the last moment, afte
spending so many ter
rible days and enduring
such  hardships, we
should be lost just as a
haven of refuge came
in sight. The coast here
is very treacherous,
studded with dangerous
rocks. It is bad enough
to manoeuvre a small
boat among them in a
calm sea with a fresh
crew, but we had no
strength left, and were
absolutely at the mercy
of the wind and waves.
Presently we were

driven close in shore,
and | ordered out the
oars, though | knew

the men had little

strength left to manipu-

late them. By this time

we had luckily been seen

by Mr. Sully, the light-
house-keeper at Cape Pem-
broke. T detected a small
creek, known as the Gulch, at
the base of the cliffs on which
the' lighthouse stood, and
steered for it. | afterwards
learned that this is the spot
where provisions for the light-
house-men are landed. There
was a big sea running and a
particularly heavy swell. A
big wave caught us and landed
us upon a shoal, where we
were 'nearly swamped, but a
second wave carried us over
this reef and deposited the
boat right against the rock
wherethe lighthouse-men land.
At that moment one of the
keepers jumped into our craft
and quickly made it fast, and
then he and his assistant
dragged us out of the boat,
one at a time, as opportunity
occurred.

The brave lighthouse-
keepers worked hard and took
many risks before they deposi-
ted us safely on the shore.
Then they carried us bodily—
we could not stand, let alone
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—over the rocks' op to their tower, and we
athed a fervent prayer of thankfulness. They

k Mrs. Thomas first, and then our little son.

,ey put us in a big room, lit a blazing fire,

,d gave us hot coffee to drink and bread and

utter to eat. Oh, the delights of the warmth

nd the good food !

Meanwhile Mr. Sully had telephoned to Port
Stanley, advising the authorities there of the
rescue and of our sad plight. The governor at
once dispatched Dr. Browne, formerly medical
officer to the Derry Workhouse, with a guide
to the lighthouse,
some four and a half
miles away — not an
easy journey over the
rough boulders, with
the tremendous wind
that was blowing at
the time.

Meariwhi le the
governor ordered the
Government launch
Penguin to proceed
to the lighthouse,
bringing Nurse
Whieldon and a
plentiful  supply of
warm clothing and
blankets, to take us
back to Port Stanley.

The doctor cut our
clothes off with a
knife, for they had
literally frozen to our
poor bodies. My little
son’s feet had swollen
to such an extent that
they had burst
through  his  boots,
and when the doctor had cut away the leather
he remarked that it would be necessary to
amputate his feet, as he feared blood-poison-
ing. He would do that in the morning, he
added. To our great delight, circulation
returned during the night, and the little
chap’s feet were saved.

As soon as we had been dressed in warm

clothing and wrapped in blankets, we were

carried down to the launch, and at half-past
eleven that night were put to bed in the Victoria
Cottage Home at Port Stanley. Unfortunately,
despite the care and attention that was given
them, two men died in the hospital. We all
remained in the hospital several weeks, and our
sufferings were terrible. Two poor fellows,
William Summers and G. Ostertram, had to
have all their toes amputated, and others had
to have fingers and toes removed to prevent
blood-poisoning as a result of the frost-bites.
Everyone was very kind to us at Port Stanley,
and did their best
for us, and we shall
ever feel grateful to
them.

After we had be-
come convalescent we
returned home by the
steamer Oropesa to
Liverpool. They had
to carry Mrs. Thomas
and my little son
aboard, and my wife
remained in bed for
another three weeks.
I walked to the
steamer on crutches,
being unable even
then to use my feet
and legs owing to
the frost-bites, while
not till my little
son reached Liverpool
was he able to put
his feet to the ground
and walk.

A Board of Trade
inquiry was held to
inquire into the loss

of the ship, and | was complete’y exonerated
from all blame, ant] congratulated upon
our wonderful and miraculous escape. 1
am glad to say my brave wife completely
recovered, and two months after our landing
presented me with a daughter. | doubt whether
any woman has ever experienced and survived
such a terrible ordeal as she was, unfortunately,
called upon to pass through.



"TWIXT THE MATTERHORN

AND MONT

BLANC.

Some Guideless Climbing

Adventures.
By GEORGE D. ABRA

HAM.

Another of Mr. Abraham’s fascinating mountaineering articles,
this time dealing with some exciting climbs in a new Alpine
playground. The author illustrates his narrative with some

remarkable photographs.

days Alpine travel has become

popular craze, yet none but the

mountaineer who leaves railways and

beaten tracks far behind can appre-

ciate the real pleasures of the Alps,

is a revelation of a new world to penetrate into

the vast solitudes of the everlasting snows ; to

wrestle with grim crags and finally stand on some

towering summit overlooking scenes of such

beauty and magnificence that to attempt descrip-
tion seems almost sacrilege.

As the years go by it is becoming more and
more difficult to get away from the ‘' madding
crowd,’and placesthatwere once almost unknown
are now spoilt by crowds of tourists.  Still, for
the mountain enthusiast there are many valleys
almost untouched by the onset of modern
civilization, though the ubiquitous Swiss
hotel manager soon appears in promising
climbing resorts and his patrons are
usually not uncivilized enough to refuse
the comforts he offers. In the long,
secluded valleys that cut deep into that
veritable sea of mountains ‘twixt the
Matterhorn and Mont Blanc there are
many ideal retreats for the lover of
mountain solitude. Of these the most
beautiful is the Val d’'Herens, with its
lofty upper branch containing the
weather-beaten chalets and large, com-
fortable hotels of Arolla.

It was a midsummer morning when
a party of four of us, bound for Arolla,
left the Simplon express at Sion, in the
Rhone Valley. Here we chartered a pre-
historic - looking vehicle, fearfully and
wonderfully made, and with a horse to
match, to carry luggage and climbers
up into the heart of the mountains.

First of all we walked up a long hill
VoL xxxi.—24.

The last man on the rope finishing the difficult “ chimney ” on the
Aiguilles Kouges.

From a Photo, by Messrs. Abraham, Keswick.
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nearly two thou-
sand feet in height,
which led out of the
Rhone Valley and
up into the more
level and loftier
Val d’'H rens.

Now we partook
of the discomforts
of our carriage.
The apology for a
road trended gently
upwards along the

High up above us
vegetat ion
clung sparsely
to bold, rocky
buttresses ; a
thousand feet
below us the
torrent roared
andtiiundered,
now hidden
beneath a

Climbing the Dent de Satarma, a favourite rock-peak in the new Alpine playground.
From a Photo, by Messrs. Abraham, Keswick.
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screen of greenery, anon flashing out into
the sunlight amidst the ruin of its weather-
iftattered retaining walls. It was a disturbing
experience to be driven along this crumbling
escarpment in a broken-down, rope-harnessed
vehicle whose wobbling wheels wandered
~perilously near the edge of the abyss. There
were terrific glimpses of the quickest way
down into the thousand-foot gulf, but familiarity
had bred contempt in our Jehu, and he attempted
to comfort us by stating that nobody had yet
fallen quite so far as the torrent. This was not
exactly reassuring; the same may be said of his
indication of a certain damaged tree far
below, where a falling carriage and its occu-
pants -once hung__suspended over the gulf.
However, in the early evening we reached
Evolena safely,, and gazed with pleasure on
the great peaks looming grandly
in the twilight above pine-
sheltered chalets and a welcome

hotel.

Early next morning, with
our luggage on mule-back, we
walked up a still higher branch
valley to Arolla, and on the
way scrambled up to the right
of the track to climb the Dent
de Satarma. The ascent of
this aggressive-looking pinnacle
proved somewhat of a gym-
nastic feat, and on the upper
part the situation was distinctly

thrilling because of
the scarcity of hand
and foot holds. The
great cliff on the
right slanted down
fearsomely.  One’s
eye, on the down-
ward glance for a
foothold, saw no-
thing but an inch-
wide ledge ; below
it, beyond a thou-
sand feet of space,
lay the tiny ch'lels
of Satarma basking
amidst sunny
pastures. It was
the first climb of the
holiday, and there
was a tendency to
cling almost too
carefully to the
small handholds,
which were only just
large enough to
make one realize
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The beautiful Arolla Valley.—Mont Collon towers up in the background.
"From, a Photo, by Messrs. Abraham, Keswick.

that he had a life to lose. The descent proved
easier than expected, and then we scrambled
down across the slopes, to finally reach Arolla
late in the afternoon.

The pine-encircled little village is situated
nearly seven thousand feet above sea-level, with
splendid peaks on every hand. It is an ideal spot
for guideless climbing. The Aiguilles Rouges,
the Dents des Veisivi, and the Aiguille de la Za
are the grandest rock-peaks ; whilst of snow-
climbs, the Pigne d’'Arolla, twelve thousand
four hundred and seventy-one feet high, and the
loftiest Arolla mountain, ranks as favourite,
with Mont Collon a good second. Next
morning we began our guideless raid on these
heights.

It was shortly after dawn, and Arolla was
four hours’ journey below. All round us was
mist, nothing but mist, white and impenetrable.
The only solid bit of visible world to which we
clung was a few vertical feet of the Petite Dent
de Veisivi. Two thousand feet of perpendicu-
larity lay below ; this much we knew after hours
of fierce fighting with the force of gravitation.
Above, all was unknown—a mist-wreathed
mystery ; yet somewhere overhead the narrow

\"

rock ridge to which we clung must end near
the shapely summit spire.

Upward again we mounted, no sound but that of
human exertion breaking the stillness of the vast
hidden abysses. At last the sharp nose of the
ridge, a veritable highway, gave way to shattered
rocks and, consequently, less certainty of the
route. Half an hour later we seemed hopelessly
lost on the great cliff. An impending bulge of
unassailable precipice overshadowed me after |
had fought my way inch by inch up the vertical
cliff ; to the left or right there was no escape.
It was a lonely feeling to hang thus suspended
amidst misty nothingness™ with friends fifty
feet below and helpless to aid. The rope which
swung downwards from my waist seemed my
only connection with the world present, and so
precarious was my holding that a careless tug
would have landed me into the world to come.
However, a descent at a rational speed was the
only resource, and this was achieved after many
anxious moments. The rope, hitched over a
friendly outstanding spike of rock, ensured
comparative safety at the worst part.

Meanwhile the mist had been gradually
vanishing. Now it swept aside like a huge white
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curtain, and mountains of a thousand forms
stood out sharp and clear, gleaming in brilliant
sunshine and flecked with wisps of fleeting
vapour. But most interesting of all was a
broad ledge slanting to the right about twenty
feet below where we were foregathered. This
proved the key t& success. We traversed it
carefully and almost breathlessly at one impend-
ing spot, for the place was recognized as the
scene of the terrible disaster to the Hopkinson
family a few years ago. The exact cause of the
disaster will never be known, because the whole
party perished, including Dr. John Hopkinson,
his son, and two daughters. When the bodies
were found at the base of the two-thousand-foot
precipice the rope was intact between them. It
seemed that the younger man of the party had
been allowed to lead, and his sister came second.
With such a frail follower a slip on the leader’s

part could not be checked, and so proved
disastrous to all.

And now the huge black jaws of the great
gully yawned below us as though awaiting more
victims; but forewarned is forearmed, and every
precaution was adopted. Then, after passing
across the face, an icy chimney was entered
where the frozen covering had to be cleared off
every hand and foot hold with an ice-axe. Half
an hour later, from the tapering summit, we
were greeting many old friends amongst the
glorious array of Alpine giants. The Matterhorn
was there on our left, capped with his midday
cloud, and some of the Mont Blanc range rose
dimly away to the right, with hundreds of
lesser but more interesting peaks between.

Only one place gave us trouble during the
descent, and here our leader became stranded
on an ice-slope covered with loose snow that had

The “ Corner on the way up the Petite Dent de Veisivi.—It was from this spot that the Hopkinsons fell, a whole party

From a Photo, by]

of four perishing.

[Messrs. Abraham. Keswick.
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Ticklish going—At any moment the snow may slip and bring about an avalanche.

From aPhoto, by Messrs. Abraham, Keswick.

melted in the sun. The startling “ swish!”
as the snow slid off the ice, carrying our com-
panions with it, was sufficient warning for our
watchful second climber to give a timely haul
on the rope. From this small beginning a great
avalanche was formed, and its augmented
thundering down the vast precipice beneath us
on to the snowfield reminded us of our fate had
there been naught but unpreparedness for the
venture. Steps in the bare ice-slope had now to

be cut with the ice-axe, and after regaining the
easy rocks we scrambled quickly down them to
the long snow-slope below the peak. Here we
sat down, one behind the other, and, each
clutching the man in front round the waist,
glissaded at tremendous speed down a thousand
feet or more to the level snows within sound of
the tinkling b6lls on the Alpe Zarmine above
Arolla.

The next climb was over the snowy Pigne
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d’Arolla, on a hot day of cloudless beauty. Yet the
earliest morning hours were bitterly cold, because a start
was made about one a.m., in order that the snow might
be found in a hard, frozen condition for the ascent. We
devoutly hoped there would be no hitch in the sunrise
that morning; nor was there. An hour after the sun
had appeared in a glare of golden splendour we were
yearning for shade on the white, pitiless, everlasting
snow-slopes. Hour after hour we trudged up the huge
alabaster dome, the only break in the perspiring monotony
coming when the weight of the heavier members
of the party made them suddenly break through
the hard crust of snow.

At one point some striking crevasses with
overhanging upper lips had to be negotiated in
gaining the summit ridge. In one particular
instance our leader had to mount on the shoulders
of the second climber before he could establish
himself above the overhanging lip of ice. The
last man of the party, who was conveying the
heavy luggage, performed some amusing dangling
feats here. He had no friendly shoulder to stand
upon, so he eventually stood on his head under

the overhanging lip of the crevasse,
the while we hauled him up feet first.
The misadventure came about through
our pulling him up on the rope too
suddenly until he became jammed
under the impending ice. His muffled
shouts were understood to mean more
“ haul,” and until he was able to kick
backwards from the ice the position
must have been a warm one, judging
from the heated remarks that followed.
The summit was gained shortly after-
wards, and while we lingered, on
photography intent, the hero of the
crevasse consoled himself with the
contents of a suspicious - looking
bottle.

Uncertain weather now set in, and
only expeditions at low levels could
be made. Mont Collon was unsuccess-
fully challenged in a snowstorm, but
the gruff old monster began a can-
nonade of avalanches that eventually
chased us valley-wards. The Aiguilles
Rouges proved a magnificent rock-
climb, and an exciting day was spent
traversing the many pinnacles which
led to the summit. The icy conditions
made success uncertain until the very
last, and we were constantly forced
on to the difficult rocks on the sunny
side of the peak, where an ascent of
a dangerous chimney took toll of our
rock-shattered garments.  Then an

Scaling the Aiguille de la Za on the steep lower slabs. icy willd On the Summit almost blew
From a Photo, by Messrs. Abraham, Keswick.

through us and Spoiled the enjoyment
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The Bertol Hut, over eleven thousand feet above sea*level.

From a Photo, by Messrs. Abraham, Keswick.

of the crowning prospect. Finally, a whirling
snow-shower hastened the descent.

A few days later we started out for the most
famous and interesting of the Arolla peaks, the
Aiguille de la Za. It was to be o' r last climb,
and after its achievement arrangements were
made to continue across the glacier pass of the
Col d'H rens to Zermatt, where the railway and
our luggage would be joined. The weather was
perfect as we set forth for the Bertol Hut, where
the night en route had to be spent. Old Sol
scorched us unmercifully, and, owing to the late
start, the conditions above the snow-line proved
absolutely sloppy. There were several snow-
covered crevasses to negotiate, and our heavy
porter, with a great load of luggage on his back,
unintentionally explored the interior of one of
these. He fell through the soft snow so sud-
denly that two of us were nearly pulled alon ;
with him into the chilly depths of the glacier.
Being next on the rope, | involuntarily had an
appalling view into the blue-black depths of the
crevasse where the unfortunate porter dangled,
yelling for help and, sad to relate, swearing
volubly in German, French, and English. His
rescue proved somewhat difficult, but, by lowering

a spare rope, on which he was able to pull, and
all hoisting with a mighty heave on the rope
around his waist, we landed him safe but sore
out of his trying position.

After continuous floundering through the soft
snow we reached the hut in a soaked condition,
so we hung our wet garments out to dry on the
hot rocks and took a prolbnged sun-bath in our
“ birthday clothes.” The rest of the afternoon
was spent in photography and enjoyment of the
magnificent views around the hut. The Bertol
Cabane,.j give it its full titl %is the second loftiest
hut in Switzerland, being situated eleven thou-
sand one hundred and fifty-five feet above sea-
level. It is perched on a small island of rock
which peeps out of the biggest glacier system
in the Alps.

We were astir at two a.m. next morning, and
gazed somewhat disconsolately on the black,
mist-shrouded solitudes; but the barometer
continued to rise and our spirits followed its
example. Half an hour later we had disposed
of breakfast by lantern light, and clambered
down the rope which had been placed to
facilitate the descent from the hut to the glacier.
The compass bearings had been carefully taken
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the previous evening, so, after roping together,
we set off confidently;across the vast, trackless
snowfield, which was now frozen hard and
firm.

In a short time we reached the base of an
intervening ridge of rock, and in the dense gloom
scrambled up a large, snow-filled gully, where
the dislodgment of some loose rocks kept the
tail end of the party very much alive, to judge
from the vigorous wagging of their tongues.
Ere long we emerged on the higher snowfield,
and a weird, greyish light augured the approach
of dawn. Onwards and upwards we trudged,
skirting the edges of black, fearsome crevasses,
and at times taking flying leaps across the
narrower rifts—a somewhat eerie proceeding in
the uncertain light. Just when a heated dis-
cussion was in progress as to our whereabouts,
rays of pale sunlight filtered through the mist,
and with astounding suddenness the great cloud
curtain sank downwards, and our wondrous
surroundings were revealed in the new
glory.

Straight ahead and apparently close at hand,
our objective, the Aiguille de la Za, rose like a
huge church spire, its weathered, slabby sides
slanting upwards to a slender, mist-wreathed
summit in a way that appealed irresistibly to
our rock-climbing instincts. Away to the right,
and behind us, the scene was so magnificent
that adequate description is impossible. The
Dent Blanche reared itself like a great black
monster in the track of the rising sun, and fleecy
wisps of mist hovered gracefully over the fields
of everlasting snow, with the unmistakable peak
of the Matterhorn now and again pushing its
tapering crest through the vanishing clouds.
Far away beyond stretched a veritable sea of
mountains. For several minutes we gazed
speechless on the sight.

After a short second breakfast we scrambled
up to the great cock’s-comb-like ridge which rose
above us and evidently led to the actual base of
the Aiguille. On arrival, we found the crest of
the ridge narrow enough to require considerable
care and attention. There was a fine sense of
lofty exhilaration as we slowly climbed and
crawled along the rocky ridge-pole of the moun-
tain, with the sunny precipice on the one hand
and on the other the deep, dark abysses of the
Arolla Valley, where night still lingered. Filmy
clouds floated lazily upwards, and now and again
the “ Spectre of the Brocken” flickered faintly
amidst the vapour. But these wonderful effects
were soon forgotten in the excitement of the
ascent. The last five hundred feet of the Aiguille
were almost vertical, and the small hand and
foot holds were often masked in ice. Up, up we
went, now gripping the narrow ridge, with its

knife-like edge, now wrestling with some over-
hanging buttress or clinging affectionately to
the great exposed precipice, with thousands of
feet of airy space between us and the tiny chalets
of Arolla far below.

The ascent of the final section was enlivened
by a stirring incident. | had reached the shat-
tered rocks close to the summit cairn and was
carefully taking in the rope, whilst the second
climber picked his way slowly up the steep
precipice. Suddenly there was a surprised cry
of warning, and at the same moment | felt a
violent pull on the rope. Fortunately this was
minimized by the friction of the rocks over
which the life-line—life-line in the truest sense
of the word— passed, and | was able to peer over
the edge at the cause of the trouble. There my
friend hung, practically in space, with a great
mass of rock tilted forward from the cliff resting
on his shoulders and arms ! He clung to the
mass with the strength of desperation, for our
two friends directly below were in dire peril.
They quickly realized that absence of body is
just as useful as presence of mind in such a
dilemma as this, and, without stopping to argue
the point, they moved along a narrow ledge to
the left, out of the line of fire. Then our long-
suffering companion let loose the piece of the
Aiguille. It went crashing down upon the very
ledges they had recently vacated, to disappear
finally over the great precipice, whence arose the
tumultuous roar of the descending dl'iris.

When we had recovered our equilibrium after
this narrow escape we scrambled steadily up-
wards and foregathered on the summit. The
view was somewhat spoiled by the clouds, which
increased rapidly with the warmth of the morn-
ing sun. Now and again the peak of the Matter-
horn thrust its cruel-looking crest through the
vapour, and even more impressive still seemed
the snowy domes of Mpnt Collon and the Pigne
d'Arolfa, when disclosed to our appreciative
gaze.

The descent was achieved without incident,
and in the afternoon we trudged across the vast
snowfields and over the Col d’H'rens, with the
tooth-like arete of the Dent Blanche on the left
and the Dent d'H rens on the right, while the
stupendous cliffs of the Matterhorn dominated all
in magnificence and grandeur. The setting sun
saw us threading our way though the pine woods
near the Staffel Alp, and Zermatt, with its
aggressive smells and signs of civilization, was
reached before darkness set in.

Homeward journeys from the Alps are always
tinged with regret, but happy days live long in
memory, and the charms of Arolla will surely
lure us back before very long to its snow-clad
peaks, shattered ridges, and rocky pinnacles.
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From a Photo. by\ Nearing the summit of the Aiguille de la Za. [Messrs. Abraham, Keswick.



THE ESCAPE OF

lhe prison of San Juan de Ulua from which Manuel Gonzales
escaped by swimming to shore through the shark - infested
waters.

From a Photograph.

N the Gallega reef, in the harbour
of Vera Cruz, Mexico, there stands
an ancient Spanish fortress known
as the Castle of San Juan de Ulua.
It is used for the incarceration of
political prisoners, and down in the depths of
the reef on which it is built, far below the water-
line, are a series of terrible cells, where the light
of day never penetrates. The wretched inmates
of these stone boxes are forbidden to speak;
they cannot lie down properly, and they can-
not stand erect. Though the castle holds some-
thing like two thousand prisoners, and has been
used as a jail for hundreds of years, only one
man has ever been known to make his escape
to the mainland, for the surrounding channels
are ceaselessly patrolled, night and day, by
scores of huge man-eating sharks— more effective
guardians than bolts and bars and lynx-eyed
sentries.
Up and down, inside and outside the reef and
round its ends, these great sharks swim inces-
santly. Their high dorsal fins cut the blue

MANUEL
GONZALES.

fBy H. H. TtUtKK-

ILLUSTRATED
BY
FRANK

PATTERSON.

If there is an impregnable jail in the world,
it should surely be the grim Castle of San
Juan de Ulua, situated on an island in the
harbour of Vera Cruz, Mexico. For four
hundred years no prisoner ever escaped alive
to the shore, for, besides its bolts and bars
and armed guards, the prison possesses a
set of guardians who never sleep, night or
day—the terrible man-eating sharks of the
surrounding waters. Many men, in the course
of the centuries, have tried to run the
gauntlet of their vigilance, but not till last
year did one man, Manuel Gonzales, succeed.
This story tells how he did it.

waters of the outer sea and the greenish-grey
tide of the harbour every hour of the night and
day, and during the four hundred years since
the corner-stone of the castillo was laid in
1528, on the spot where the Spanish conquistador,
Juan de Grijalva, first landed in Mexico ten
years before, there is no record of any prisoner
escaping to the shore until 1912.

Every man of the countless scores who have
attempted to escape a living death in this grim
prison by swimming the three hundred yards
from the reef to the mainland shore has furnished
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a meal for some shark, until one Manuel Rojas
Gonzales dropped into the harbour on the night
of June 29th, 1912. In fact, the guards of San
Juan de Ulua are never very anxious to prevent
a man from making the attempt, so great is
their confidence in the sharks, especially if the
would-be fugitive is one whose crime has been
punished with life imprisonment. If such a
man “ tries his luck,” it makes one less for the
guards to watch, and one less for the prison
commissary to feed—and the commissary is con-
trolled by contract, so that the fewer the prisoners
the more money the contractor makes.

During the last decade of the rule of Porfirio
Diaz there was a standing order that any
prisoner who
escaped from San
Juan de Ulua by
“swimming the
gauntlet” of the
lurking sharks
should not be fired
on by the guards.
On the other hand,
the lucky prisoner
could present him-
self at the office of
the inspector of the
prison in the city
of Vera Cruz,
receive his discharge
papers from the
prison, and there-
after go free of all
penalty for any
crime for which he
might have been
imprisoned.

Nobody, however,
ever claimed the
amnesty. When
Francisco |. Madero
became President of
Mexico on Novem-
ber 6th, 1911, most
of the political pri-
soners in San
Juan de Ulua were
released, and this rule concerning escape was
abolished.

The prisoners freed by Madero were largely
adherents of his, who had been imprisoned by
Porfirio Diaz. Likewise, the cells occupied by
those prisoners were filled almost immediately
by men of opposite political belief from Madero,
yet whom he could not execute because they
had not openly fought against him. Among
those so imprisoned was Manuel Rojas Gonzales,
of Vera Cruz.

From a]

Manuel Gonzales.

There are three tiers, or floors, of cells in
San Juan de Ulua. The top tier, on the surface
of the reef, and surrounded by the high, watch-
towered wall of the prison, is for minor prisoners
from the State of Vera Cruz whose sentences
are light. Occasionally ordinary, non-political
prisoners are placed in San Juan de Ulua, owing
to the crowded condition of the mainland
jails, and these usually get the airier, better-
lighted cells on the surface of the coral
barrier.

Beneath these topmost cells is a second layer
of rooms, measuring eight by eight feet. They
are underground, but nevertheless receive
some light and air from the upper world.
Under these again
are the terrible in-
comunicado cells, six
by four feet in
ground measure-
ment, and scarcely
five feet in height.
A man can barely
lie down in them ;
he cannot stand
erect if he be of
average height.
They are absolutely
dark, and the little
air they get comes
through long, musty
corridors, leading
fromthe tiers above.
All this floor of cells
is below the water-
line, and the pri-
soners have con-
stantly in their ears
the eternal roar of
the open sea, pound-
ing against the reef.
Green slime and
moss cover thewalls,
and the average life
of a prisoner in-
carcerated in one of
these incomunicado,
under-water cells is
seven years. What solitary confinement in the
darkness fails to accomplish, the dampness and
the unvarying cold complete.

Into one of these dreadful submarine cells
went Gonzales, when Madero came into power
in 1911. After him was to come to the same
prison General Felix Diaz, nephew of Porfirio
Diaz, and later the conqueror of Madero; but
Gonzales did not know this, and he did not
feel like waiting for the overthrow of Madero
to escape.

[Photograph.
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The distance from the innermost end of the
reef to the mainland is about a mile, but at
low tide there is only about three hundred
yards of this mud-flat over which the water is
deep enough to float the big sharks. The drop
into this channel from the walls of San Juan de
Ulua is sudden, but after the swim across the
shark-infested channel the balance of the mile
is easy wading across the mud flat, the only
danger being from occasional patches of shifting
quicksand.

Gonzales, who had been a man of some import-
ance in the harbour city, had been over every
foot of the bay in his launch, and knew it as
well as his guards knew the prison. He had
known of the political cells in San Juan de Ulua,
and he knew why the sharks of Vera Cruz
harbour are protected by law, but he never

but they were so well substantiated by witnesses
whom | had never seen before, and who did not
even know me, that | knew my fate had been
sealed by official orders long before | had
even been arrested. | determined that sudden
death at the jaws of a shark was preferable
to years of slow dissolution in the slimy cells
beneath the sea.

After the examination | was returned to my
cell, the last of a long row, running directly
across the reef. A three-foot wall of stone
separated me from the roaring, pounding open
sea. | knew that there was no hope of getting
through this wall. A box of dynamite would
scarcely have broken it down, but as | crouched
in my cell | noticed a tiny slit of light in the top
of the wall at the end of the corridor. In the
steel door of my cell was a small opening to

Madero's troops entering Vera Cruz on the day on which the port surrendered to the revolutionists.
From a Photograph.

realized just what excellent guards they were
until, taken out of his cell to religious services
in the chapel one Sunday, he saw the big man-
eaters swimming up ana down through the
channel.

Thenceforv/ard let Gonzales, whom | met in
New Orleans shortly after my expulsion from
Mexico by the late President Madero, tell his
own story.

On that walk to the chapel | made up my
mind that escape was possible. Next day,
when | was examined on charges of fomenting
opposition to Madero in Vera Cruz, | saw that
I was in for a life sentence in the incomunicado
cells. The charges against me were baseless,

admit air, so that | should not suffocate, for
the door was so well fitted into the stone that
it was practically hermetically sealed when
closed.

Through this slit in my steel door came the
light from the almost equally small slit in the
wall. As | sat there, my chin on my knees,
waiting for the evening meal of beans and
tortillas, the light faded.

The occupants of the other cells were quiet,
and above the roar of the sea | heard a steel
door open somewhere above, and the noise of
the garbage from the prison kitchen being dumped
into the sea. Then followed a rushing and a
splashing and the throwing of heavy bodies
about, and | knew that the sharks outside the
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reef had come for their evening meal. 1
heard the monsters only for a short time—
perhaps half an hour. Then all became
quiet again, and as | sat there, still waiting
for my delayed food, an idea struck me.

If 1 could gain the wall about this time
—seven o’clock in the evening— the chances
were that most of the sharks would be out
of the channel, feeding on the garbage on
the seaward side. Next day | was taken
out for another examination at about the
same hour as on the first day. | had no
means of knowing the time, and even the
consolation of smoking was denied me, for
everything | possessed,
down to my cigarettes and
matches, had been taken
away from me. My watch,
valued at a hundred and
fifty dollars, and given me
by my father, dead some
years, was seized by the
inspector of the prison,
and | suppose he still
has it.

That evening, after the
dumping of the offal from
the kitchens, | heard the
door above me re-open,
and this time a single and
heavier splash followed. |
imagine that it was the
body of some hapless pri-
soner being consigned to
a nameless grave in the
Gulf of Mexico. This
sound and its sinister
meaning only increased
my desire and determi-
nation to escape, even
though it meant death
in a horrible form.

Next day | feigned
sickness, for | knew that
I should be examined
again, and | resolved to
make the examination
as late as possible. |
demanded to see a doc-
tor, and, as final judg-
ment of guilt and
sentence to the in-
comunicado cells had not
been passed on me, |
was allowed to see the
prison physician.

After prisoners are
Condemned to the in~
comunicado cells they

"I dived head.foremost into the shark.infcsted channel.’*

345
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are not allowed to speak to anyone, and if
they are taken ill they die, for no medical aid
is allowed them.

By thus fooling the guards | was able to put
off the examination until six o’clock. The in-
spector of the prison returns to his mainland
home in Vera Cruz promptly at seven o’clock,
and at seven on this particular evening he
closed the hearing, announcing that | should
be examined again at “ some future date,”
which | took to mean the next day.

The guards are careless on San Juan de Ulua,
for rarely does a prisoner try to escape, and
then he never succeeds. At least, that is what
| was told both before and during my brief
imprisonment. We walked to the entrance,
one guard and myself, of the lower tier of cells.
This entrance is not far from the channel side
of the reef—I should say about fifteen feet.
I was alone with this guard, the other men in
uniform being occupied in conducting the
inspector to his launch. My guard was armed
only with a revolver, which hung at his right
side, the side on which | was walking.

“ Now or never,” thought I, and, whipping
out the guard’s revolver, | struck him with all
my strength over the head with the butt of
the heavy weapon. He fell without a sound,
and, clearing the intervening space with two
bounds, | clambered up an interior buttress to
the wall, and lowered myself to a niche which
had once been a gun-port in the days when this
was a fortress. Here | slipped off my shoes
and my coat, and dived head-foremost into the
shark-infested channel.

I am an expert swimmer, and as | shot
through the thirty feet or more to the water
| straightened out as much as possible, so as
to make as little splash as | could when 1 struck.
When | felt my hands dividing the water
I went as deep as | could go, came up almost
to the surface, and then struck off under water
at top speed.

As | swam, and no shark appeared, | seemed
to gain hope. The feeling of despair and
depression that had fallen on me in that dreadful
dungeon gradually left me, and after swimming
as long as | could underneath | came cautiously
to the top.

The sun was down behind the purple peak
of the beautiful Orizaba, and the sky so shaded
by ash-coloured clouds that it seemed to merge
with the slaty hues of the channel. 1 could see
that the wall of San Juan de Ulua was lined with
guards, but | was confident that they could not
see me.

Turning slowly from my back—the position
I had assumed to look at my late prison—
I came almost into collision with a huge sand-

shark. The moment | saw the white body
I knew | was in no danger, but nevertheless the
creature gave me a terrible fright. The shark
disappeared, evidently as frightened as myself,
but | realized that for the moment there were
no man-eaters about, otherwise the sand-shark
would not have dared to take so leisurely a
course up the channel, for the tiger of the sea
is perfectly ready to kill and eat his more
inoffensive brother whenever occasion offers.

I must have covered two hundred of the three
hundred yards of open channel when, with
a rush that drove me to take a dive almost to
the bottom, a grey, torpedo-shaped body shot
past—a man-eating shark going at full speed !
The only reason | can think of that he did not
slash at me with his wicked teeth as he went
by was that he had eaten just previously and
was not hungry. As | rose to the surface he
swung across just over my head, evidently
hunting for me. | had to come to the top for
air, and as my head rose above the water of
the quiet lagoon | heard a chorus of cries from
the walls of San Juan de Ulua, “ Los tiburones !
los tiburones !”

“ The sharks ! the sharks !” they cried, and
I imagine they thought | was as good as done
for. But | swam on desperately, shouting at
the shark, making a terrific splashing and kicking
about. | remember that one of the things
| yelled at him was a fragment of a charm song
we learned as children to drive away sharks
when we were in bathing. | do not suppose
that did any great amount of good, but it com-
forted me somewhat, and | have since learned
all of it over again.

I swam thus for perhaps seventy yards more,
with the big man-eater becoming more and more
daring every moment, until |1 s”w that he was
getting ready to make a rush at me. The
channel was as smooth as a floor, and | could
see every move the monster made by the
phosphorescence in the waters, which outlined
him as with fire. | saw him move away,
and | seemed to feel that this time his rush
would be in earnest. As he came on | dived,
instantly and deeply, turned at a right angle,
and swam desperately for the shore. The shark
did not follow me, to my great surprise, and
when | had held my breath until | could hold it
no longer | turned upward to the surface.
To my intense delight my feet struck bottom,
and | found my head and shoulders were well
out of water.

I soon found | had been swimming for the
last ten or fifteen yards in water in which | could
have stood up, and so shallow that the shark
did not dare enter it. About ten yards ahead
of me was the mud-flat, and | wasted no time
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“ As he came on | dived."

in getting to it. Then | ran in a straight line
to the hills up the coast, where, gaining the
shelter of the jungle, | was soon among
friends.

Provided with a horse and saddle, with clean
clothing and money, f rode all the way to
Tampico on horseback, and there took steamer

for New Orleans, where | have been ever since,
waiting for an opportunity to return to my
wife and children in Vera Cruz. They know
that 1 am alive and well, and we shall have
a joyous reunion now that the overthrow of
President Madero allows me to return to my
native land.



A Korean porter with a
load of greenstuff.

CURIOSITIES

A very interesting article, accom-
set of photographs, describing the
the Koreans, who resolutely decline
Hermit Kingdom, despite all that
still remains the quaintest country

of picturesque people, and

the many re-

forms which the Japa-

nese have introduced

into Korea since theii

annexation of the

country after the Russo-Japanese War, it still

retains its ancient and old-world traditions. In-

deed, the “ Land of the Morning Calm ” remains

to-day the quaintest country on the face of the

globe, a topsy-turvy world of picturesque people,
possessing many strange and curious customs.

This is all the more remarkable when we

remember what Japan has done in her attempts

to develop and modernize the country. All



OF KOREA.

wedding group.

panied by a particularly valuable
strange manners and customs oi
to adopt Western ways. The
Japan has done to modernize it,
in the world, a land of mystery,
novel sights and scenes.

the principal Korean cities now

boast of large Japanese settle-

ments, with wide streets, fine

buildings, and up-to-date shops. Roads have
been built, railways opened, and the various
towns placed in telegraphic communication
with one another. The cultivation of cotton
and silk has been introduced, and several mines
have been opened. Indeed, there are now
over half a million Japanese settlers in the country
and all the important official and Government
posts are held by the energetic sons of Nippon.
Nevertheless, the moment you get away from

the purely foreign quarters, you are in old
Vol. xxxi.—25.

By H. J. SHEPSTONE.

ILLUSTRATIONS
FROM PHOTO-
GRAPHS BY FRANZ
OTTO KOCH,
BERLIN.

Household removals
in Korea.
These porters can
carry a load of
five hundred pounds
with
comparative ease.
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A corner of the .market-
place at Seoul.'

From a Photograph.

Korea, where every-
thing is as quaint, out-
of - the -common, and
non-prog essive as it
is possible to imagine.

You cannot escape
the old-world atmo-
sphere even in Seoul
itself, despite its broad
streets, electric trams,
electric light, and
modern buildings. The
Korean still appears
in public in the cos-
tume of his ancestors,
the kaftan - a flowing
white robe of linen,
surmounted by an
absurd-looking black
horsehair top-hat.
The custom which
allows the women of
the upper classes to
take outdoor exercise
only at night is still
observed, though men
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are no longer excluded from the streets
at such hours, as was the case before the
coming of the Japanese. The natives still
worship the god of the mountains, and
every village and mountain pass boasts
of its shrine, where sacrifices are offered.
Near the old city wall the daily market
is still held, as it has been for centuries
—surely the most picturesque of all
Oriental bazaars. Here, upon a bed
oc straw or grass laid upon the bare
ground, the white-robed Korean mer-
chant places his wares and then squats
by the side of them, puffing at his
long pipe, solemn, grave, and digni-
fied. The bustle and push associated
with most Oriental shopping places is
conspicuous by its absence. You are
not pressed to buy, and there is

a calm about the market that

is unexplainable to Western
minds. Perhaps it is
because most of the
shopping is done

by men, which custom
arose through the seclu-
sion of the women to
their homes.

Shopping is a very
grave and solemn task,
and occupies the master
of the house the greater
part of the day. In the
market here he purchases
his provisions, cooking
utensils, linen suits, hats,
sandals, tobacco, and the
native drink, a liquor
obtained- from fermented
rice. Only one article of
the same kind is pur-
chased from a single
store. It would be an

offence
against Ko-

A Korean postman—He rea n et i-

wears a hat made of oiled
paper, and is rarely seen quette to bUy

without

From a Photograph.

his pipe’ and a dozen at a
umbrella.

time, as this
woulddeplete
the stock too
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quickly and give
the shopkeeper
the trouble and
work of restock-
ing before he was
ready ! It will
therefore be seen
that wholesale
orders are not
welcomed in this
odd country;
* littleandoften”
appears to be the
golden rule in
buying.

In the early
morning the
streets are filled
with bullocks,
ponies, and men
loaded with fuel,
which they have brought into the city for sale.
Porters come along with cartloads of evergreen
branches fastened to the * jiggy,” a sort of
framework which they wear upon their backs.

The Koreans have used this method of trans-
portation for centuries,, and can carry very
heavy loads. One man, at a pinch, will trans-
port a load of five hundred pounds’ weight of
fuel upon his back, the whole towering six O'
seven feet above his head.

If the Korean carrier is well enough off to
purchase a bullock or a pony, he would never
dream of buying a cart as well. He merely
piles the load upon the animal's back, as he
would upon his own. In the case of fuel, the
principal item carried by these men, it will
probably rise six or eight feet above the creature’s
back and hang
down his sides
almost to his feet,
so that all you
can see of the
animal as he
trudges along are
his head, tail, and
hoofs.

Even if it is an
awkward piece of
modern furniture
that the porter is
asked to carry, he
would never
dream of requi-
sitioning the ser-
vices of a horse if
he could possibly
manage to hoist it
on his own back.

Front a\

From a]

A home-made water-cart in the streets of Seoul.

How the Koreans pack eigs for transport—They are done up in rolls of twisted straw, and travel quite

safely. [Photograph.

Notice the man carrying the unwieldy cabinet
in one of the photographs. He conveyed it in
this fashion from the railway station to one of
the hotels in Seoul's principal thoroughfare,
down which run the electric trams. On the
way up to the hotel he frequently stopped and
chatted with his friends, making light of his
ungainly load. These porters belong to the
Pedlars’ Guild, probably the oldest labour
union in the world, having been founded fifteen
hundred years ago-.

There are families who for generations have
known no other occupation than carrying the
miscellaneous packs from one part of the country
to another, wandering over hill and dale from
morning till night.

As in ancient times, so they are still to-day

[Photograph.
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From a\ A musical instrument maker’s shop. [Photograph.

the carriers of news, and may be said to represent the native Press of
the land, with considerable influence and power. Public opinion
finds in them its most direct interpreter. There is no movement,
outbreak, or revolt in which they do not participate. The most
important messages are conveyed through the pedlars, and it is their
guild that nourishes the flames of all rebellions.

A decidedly quaint character is the Korean postman. You come
across these gentry in the mornings, delivering the letters. They
appear to recognize the dignity of their office, and fulfil their duties
in a very quiet and grave manner. The gentleman shown in one of
our photos has donned his “ rain clothes ” on account of the showers.
Over his white kaftan he wears a light mackintosh, provided by a
thoughtful Government, while his head is covered with a waterproof
hat, made of oil paper. He is further fortified against the wet by an
umbrella. Like most Koreans, the postman could not possibly work
without his pipe, and as he strolls from house to house he is
invariably smoking. The letters are carried in a leather satchel
strapped to his back. This individual may be taken as a typical
example of the physical characteristics of these interesting people.
They are tall—over a head higher than the Japanese— well built,
and fair-complexioned.

Many curious sights and scenes meet the traveller as he passes
through the streets of Seoul. The shops, the houses, the quaint

The

“ sandwich-board”
From a)

has not >et
the
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Sedan chairs— upon which sj™ spkp”~*”~ooking officials being conveyed
to their destinations— the loaded bullocks and the ever-moving
panorama of white-robed figures make a spectacle the like of which
can be seen nowhere else.

Everything is so new and so totally different in this topsy-turvy
land. Here, outside one of the shops, lying upon the pavement,
is a pile of eggs. Only a Korean could pack them and transport
them in their rolls of straw without damaging them. There are
ten eggs in a roll, and the straw casing is so cleverly twisted and
so strongly woven that it can be moved without fear of the eggs
rolling out. A native will lift up a roll from the ground, place it
across his shoulder, and march home with it, stopping and chatting
perhaps to friends on the way, and though the roll may sway
dangerously to and fro its contents always remain intact.

Since the Japanese occupation of the land the streets of the
capital are kept much cleaner than was formerly the case, and
during the summer they are regularly watered. A decidedly novel
water-cart is employed for this purpose. It consists of a huge
wooden box, rendered water-tight by liberally plastering its joints
with tar. At the back of the box, close to the bottom, there is
a slight projection, also of wood, bored with a number of holes
from which the water drops on to the road as the human steed
propels this home-made vehicle through the streets.

reached Korea —When a merchant wishes to advertise his goods he sends a picturesque procession of banner-ﬁ)earers round

streets.

[Photograph.
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Although quiet and inoffensive, and decidedly
submissive to their conquerors, the Koreans
have nevertheless souls of their own. They
are a music-loving people, and every parish has
its choir or amateur musical society. Some of
their musical instruments are quaint affairs of
wood, possessing a number of strings, almost
square in design and somewhat resembling a
harp.

One of our photographs shows a musical instru-
ment maker’s shop in the open air, and the work-
men are seen engaged upon the making of the
instruments. There are elaborately carved brass
gongs, flutes, stringed instruments of various
kinds, drums, and cymbals. Like most Oriental
harmony, the concerted music of the Koreans
is discordant to our ears, but occasionally the
notes of a flute, played on some lonely hillside,
convey to one an air at once sweet and plaintive.

Although the Korean has stubbornly refused to
adopt Western ideas, he has always recognized
the value of advertisement. When a Korean
opens a new shop, or has any particular wares
he is anxious to dispose of, or when a nobleman

From a] A Korean trial.—The judges dispense justice in the open air-
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A high official, with his escort of police.
Front a Photograph.

desires to convey a certain piece of intelligence to the people, he
seeks the services of the sandwich-men. In the Hermit Kingdom,
however, these men do not carry boards upon which the desired
information is made known to all and sundry, but resort to the
medium of picturesque flags, upon which the announcement is in-
scribed. Anything from one to a dozen flags may be requisitioned,
and these are carried through the streets by boys and men, forming
a picturesque moving advertisement.

The above photograph depicts a high Korean official travelling
under a police guard, the latter being dressed in white. He is about
to make an excursion to a near-by town, hence ‘the need of a strong
guard. The official, looking as solemn as a judge, is seated upon the
skin of a snow-leopard, on his quaint chair, carried by eight liveried
servants. The skin denotes that he is a mandarin, and a member
of the aristocracy. In the old days such posts as these were bought
and sold, and to obtain one was simply a financial transaction. Of
course, directly the mandarin took up his position he was anxious
to get back his expenses, and under some pretext or other he con-
fiscated the property of well-to-do citizens and extorted money from
the people. Under Japanese rule this abuse has now been stamped
out, and it is strange that, whereas a few years ago there were
apparently no wealthy natives, there are now thousands who boast
of their wealth and maintain expensive establishments.

The Korean judge dispenses justice in the open, and we are able
to present a typical scene in a Korean court of law. By etiquette
only the judge can sit; everyone else must stand, excepting the
prisoner and his friends, who are forced to remain in a humble
kneeling position with bowed heads. Until quite recently these
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trials were always very one-sided and shockingly
unjust. When a man was brought to a judge,
it was taken lor granted he was guilty, and if
he did not confess he was tortured and made to
do so. Witnesses, too, were openly bribed.
In fact, giving evidence for or against an accused
person meant a living to a portion of the com-
munity, and these witnesses naturally favoured
those who paid best. Punishments varied.
If the prisons were too full, and the condemned
could not pay a fine, they were often given
a chance to escape, or disappeared by some
means. Though these are things of the past,
Korean judges, like those of China, possess
a very poor idea of the sense of justice.

Our next photograph depicts a native shoeing
a pony. It will be noticed that the poor beast
is tied up in a most extraordinary and uncom-
fortable way. As it is one of the front feet

that is receiving attention, one of the hind legs
is tied to a post, and as the creature is left
standing on two legs, it is impossible for it to
kick. To make doubly sure, the animal is further
secured by stout ropes passed round its body
to the beam above. One man holds the pony’s
leg, while the other, in a half-squatting or kneel-
ing position, removes the old shoe with a pair
of pincers, and then replaces it with a new one.
The shoe consists of a flat plate, and is fitted
cold, as is usual in the East. No blacksmith’s
work is done by the Korean farrier; he simply
takes off the old shoe and nails another in its
place.

Until a few years ago there were no schools
in Korea, if we except the so-called universities
where the sons of the ruling classes were educated.
Now schools are to be found everywhere, thanks
to the Japanese and also to the missionaries.

Shoeing a pony—Note the extraordinary way in which the animal is tied up.
From a Photograph.
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In the summer months they are entirely open
to the street, and for several hours a day the
children, dressed in spotless white linen, may be
seen squatting on the floor busy at their lessons.
It is a strange fact that in the Orient children
are always taught to shout their lessons aloud,
and young Korea is no exception to this rule.

brom a] A typical
You know when you are approaching a school
by the noise of the children’s droning. Although
not so quick, nor possessing the imaginative
capacity of a Japanese child, the children of
the Hermit Kingdom display remarkable endur-
ance, self-control, and patience over their lessons.
The teacher, with his ubiquitous pipe, squats
among his pupils, as staid and solemn as only
a Korean could be amid such a deafening
uproar.

The Koreans marry very young, generally
between the ages of twelve and fifteen. For
a woman to reach twenty without marrying
is considered a terrible thing. A peculiarity
of these weddings is that they would appear to
be a matter of interest to everyone except the
parties mostly concerned, who often see one
another for the first time on the wedding morn-
ing. This is because in a Korean household the
boys are kept apart from the girls, the father
and the sons occupying the front of the house,
and, the mother and the daughters living in
the rear of the establishment. Moreover, in
their social life the boys are not allowed to
mix with the gentler sex. The parents and
friends arrange the match, in accordance with
their own interests, and if both parties agree
and' the bargain is concluded, the formalities
are of the simplest. There is no religious cere-
mony and no legal contract.

Early on the wedding mom the best man
arrives to tie the bridegroom’s pigtail in a knot
on the top of his head, and this not only remains

Korean school.
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for ever as an outward and visible sign of his
condition, but entitles him to wear a hat for
the first time in his life and to be treated as a
man and enter public life. He may be a mere
child, twelve years of age, but he has no longer
any right to play with his boy friends, and must
choose his associates among old men. He has

[Photograph,

now all civil rights, and is expected to behave
Accordingly. If, on the contrary, a man is
unable to afford the luxury of a home and a wife,
he may reach the age of fifty, but he must still
wear his pigtail down his back, has none of the
advantages of citizenship, and is expected to
play with kites, marbles, and such-like. Any
folly he may commit is excused in the same way
as the naughtiness of a child who is not respon-
sible for his actions.

The wedding ceremony itself is most simple.
The whole function consists of a procession,
when the bride and bridegroom are conducted
by their respective relations to a dais, as shown
on the next two pages. There they are put
face to face, and probably, as already stated,
see each other for the first time. They merely
glance at one another, then bow, and the knot
is tied indissolubly.

Often, as may be imagined, the surprise is
great, but whether agreeable or not, it is con-
sidered very bad taste to show any emotion.
The wedding feast now follows, cakes,sweetmeats,
and fruit forming the principal items in the
menu. The variety of the confectionery seen
at a Korean wedding may be gauged from the
array of sweetmeats seen in our illustration.
After the feast the bride is conducted to the
home prepared for her, where she virtually
becomes a prisoner. Her lot is anything but
a happy one. She is not even given a name,
and is known in future as “ the wife of So-and-
so,” or the “ mother of So-and-so.” Her own
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From a]

husband addresses her by two words, the trans-
lation of which means “ Come here!” Women'’s
rights are a negligible quantity in Korea.

A very picturesque individual is the Korean
army officer. The native army, about eighty
thousand strong, is now principally officered by
Japanese, and during the last few years many
desirable reforms have been introduced. Old-
fashioned weapons have been replaced by modern

THE WIDE WORLD MAGAZINE.

The guests at a Korean wedding-—Notice the extraordinary array of sweetmeats in the foreground.

ones, and the Korean Tommy Atkins undergoes
regular periods of training.

Many of the high Korean officials, however,
still stick to the dress of their ancestors, and may
be seen upon the parade grounds in their quaint
clothes and circular hats adorned with feathers.
Although quiet and inoffensive by nature, the
Korean, when aroused, will fight with the most
desperate valour. They showed their bravery
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These take the place of the wedding-cake- [Photograph.

when they fought the Americans in the forts of
Kanghoa. On that occasion the hard-pressed
defenders, deprived of their rude weapons,
fought with stones and handfuls of dirt, and
many of them stubbornly refused quarter.
Korea is a most topsy-turvy country. For
instance, when a builder decides to erect a
dwelling, the roof is put on first, the walls being
placed in position last. Then the Koreans can

Foma]

An old-style Army officer.
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[Photograph



360 THE WIDE WORLD MAGAZINE.

A Korean areher with his quiver of arrows— Archery is a
lavourite pastime-

From a Photograph.

A wayside restaurant.
From a Photograph.

never be induced to resort to the use of ladders
when desirous of reaching an elevated spot.
Instead, they build a sloping gangway, as shown
in our photograph, up which all mortar, stones,
and other material are conveyed tr the desired
elevation. Most of the Korean dwellings,
moreover, although built of wood, are minus
nails, the boards fitting into grooves, and
dovetailing into one another in a wonderful
way.

Another photograph depicts the strange hats
worn by the peasant women in the rainy season.
They are of immense size, measuring three to
four feet across, decidedly ugly, but neverthe-
less serving their purpose. They not only
protect the head and neck from the inclement
weather, but keep the shoulders of the wearer
and also the upper part of the body dry. They
are largely worn by the workers in the field.
When it is raining, and the wearer is in a stoop-
ing position, it means that virtually the whole
body is kept dry.

The Koreans have voracious appetites and
their powers of absorption are remarkable,
as indeed they ought to be, for it is the great
ambition of every mother to develop in her
children a large capacity for food. Thus,
restaurants are to be found everywhere, and the
above photograph shows a typical country one.
Here the traveller can obtain the native drink
of the country, as well as various foods, rice,
beans, meat, and fowl. Being lovers of Nature,
the Koreans are very fond of open-air gather-
ings, and arrange most delightful picnics, when
they entertain their friends and engage pro-
fessional singers and dancers to amuse them.
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These singers and dancers, known as “ gesangs,”
form a caste by themselves, something like the
geishas of Japan. It is at such times that
these country restaurants do a roaring business.

The two great national sports are shooting
with bows and arrows and the flying of kites.
One of our illustrations shows a Korean archer,
with his quiver of arrows. Some of these men
are very adept with these weapons, and will
bring down birds on the wing, as well as hares

Korean methot_— . —
put on first of all, and the upper storeys
are reached by a sloping gangway.

From a Photograph.

and rabbits, with commendable
skill.  As sportsmen, in the
true sense of the word, the
Koreans do not excel, although
there is plenty of game in the
country— tigers, leopards, bears,
and deer. The calling of the
hunter is regarded as a low
one, and is never followed
except as a means of liveli-
hood. The hunters usually
stalk their quarry disguised in
fur, feathers, or leaves, and
they seek to attract the birds
or animals they pursue by
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imitating their cries. Some of the tiger-hunters
display considerable courage. One of them
will go out alone, armed only with an old flint-
lock, and will endeavour to get the tiger into
a cave or tight corner of some sort, where he
attacks him.

Good tiger-skins are highly prized, and the
teeth, claws, and blood of the animal are regarded
as valuable medicines, while men eat the heart
in order that they may become brave.

Extraordinary “ rain-hats” worn by the peasant women.

From a Photograph.



The Case of ‘Jack Thompson.

By THE

UR readers will remember the two
articles we have published con-
cerning “ Jack Thompson,” the
young Englishman who has been
lying for the last two years in a

Bolivian prison, accused of highway robbery and
murder, and apparently unable to obtain a trial.
Many of our readers wrote to “ Thompson,” send-
ing sums of money, and we have just received
from him the letter and enclosures reproduced
below. Quite apart from the question of his guilt
or innocence, one cannot help sympathizing with
him in his seemingly hopeless situation.

“ La Carce', Santa Cruz,
“ Bolivia.
‘ To the Editor of The wide

Magazine.

Dear Sir,— 1 Write to you to thank you for

W orid

EDITOR.

“ My case is in just the same state as it was
two years ago, and | don’t think it will ever
make any advance unless a miracle happens.
The judge has ordered that | shall have to pay
the expenses of the five witnesses whom | have
named for my defence. These witnesses live
in San Jose, about a hundred and sixty miles
from here, and as there are no railways they
would have to come on foot or mule-back,
and that would cost about five hundred Bolivians
(forty pounds). You will therefore see it is
highly probable that | shall end my days in
jail, waiting for witnesses who will never come.

“As you will see by the enclosed cutting
from a local newspaper, a translation of which
is appended, in April of last year 1 managed
to make my escape from prison. | had an awful
time of it walking through the forest, living
on any kind of fruit I could get hold of, and

having to contend

against all kinds of
CAHCEL

your Kkindness in
publishing my story
in The Wide ’ POR LA
W ori1d, Which has Deide d ntinwro d* borlomos

been the means of
bringing me much
kindness and sym-
pathy. I didn't
know there were so
many kind people
in the world. |
have had a large
number of letters
from all parts of
the globe, about
half of them being
from the United
States. Several of
the letters con-
tained sums of
money, but unfor-
tunately they
arrived at a time
when | was ‘absent
without leave,” with
the result that the
authorities got hold
of the letters, and,
of course, pocketed
the contents. They
were good enough to
give me the letters,
but not the money,
after my recapture.

slnert, ,'sir, nu,.a seeeidn ct» ob-
jeto <ie publiear los rr[»«e;.« quo
rajtidiwaroeate barrmm a losms,
,ol>re la tnumtad-'m do stt* proco-
S0S:
Josue Melgar.

Eocad 27 »Qo«—estaWra: ,R*.

s r -rcutRRo: Delgado.—cara: Pb-

Ingre*q o 1a Cabeel: En el &

flo DJ03:—Lleta nuove aftos tie
-prisidn. -
DxrarSOR*  Dr. Mariano Zambr*.

RmiRnta— Porgll=o*ta I'd. a
euradot
WUIGIR: —Per h*her muerto i
* mi fiormano. '
R —Raga Ud. el far*>r de co-
amnicarme aignnos detelles sobre
esto particular.
§| jP—D# bueua Vpluntad lo-ba-
rn, pero dosgraciodamente sir. he
DLViOAOi D8 T0!>0 IQUKIAO; YA KE-
rUEUDO NADA.

R.—No w creibie eso.

M.— no — ado-
mia.... do nadst serriri que va
dig® algo porgne eatoj proximo 6
eumpllr rai pena,

R. “ijCuaado sale do aca?

M.~ Dentrodo ua afio.— Hace
Ke*8 meaos quo s« ctneluyb mi
juick condenAndome &10 &fios de
prisidn. Nue*® afios ilevo ac*,

A newspaper extract referring to the case of a man who lay in prison for

luego mo fait* poo......

H,— Do modo quo la traraita--
cion tie su jaieio ha dorado casi
el imsrno tiempo queau condona....?

M.—Si sefior. Es por eso quo
no obstante de croer mur -
r*da la pena, no lo tratado do
.pedir aminoramiento porgne sabfa
do antemano que mi r*vi&maoiyu
tardaria en traoptara* ni si del Item*
po quo debo ©star aquf.

K- --tnegq queja Cd, tie la
roprosklad do la j uaticia?

, M.—Si sofior. v mueiso,
nrral el doscuntento acl
miimo.

R.—QV? Juzgadt> intcrrinn »a
su asunto? ' r

M. El 2~ do PartkU.

Ks ge-
por

R —Algnna q«*J* «b tienc Ir

M.—Tu ningona pod's im-
bersido antos, pttesquo hoy tne ro-
signo a pasar por todo
do complctmr «i tiompo de ni
prifidn. Sin embargo p>tlir6 un
favor: que I'd. intemuiga por
todos Ibs pre-'os para jpm se nos
pagiie el socqrro, puba hace 30
d’a* po lo Tocibimos

R.—jTanto ticmpo yo?

- seflor, r 'onto cs martiri-
zar hastaoto a niUchos quo aca no
tbUen Quibn los .asiitarconjl sua
tenth.

K.—Hemos condluido.

nine years awaiting trial—For translation see next page.

con tn,

wild animals, my
only weapon being
a rusty old revolver
that | secured be-
fore 1 left the
prison. It was im-
possible for me to
travel along the
roads, as | should
have been captured
again immediately.

As it was, after
enduring all sorts of
hardships, | had

the bad luck to be
taken on crossing
the frontier into
Argentina, and was
brought back again,
arriving in Santa
Cruz on September
14th, my journey
to the frontier and
back having lasted
nearly six months.

* Enclosed with
this letter you will
find three news-
paper cuttings. The
first refers to my
escape, while the
second describes
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how the authorities kept a man
named Josue Melgar in prison
for nine years without a trial.
I can assure you that there are
more cases of the same kind
here. The third cutting shows
how | get my living and occupy
my time in prison.

“ Again thanking you, and
all the kind readers of The
Wide World who have written
to me, | beg to remain,

“Yours sincerely,
“ Jack Thompson.”

TRANSLATION.

From to-day we have opened a
section with the object of publishing
reports or details respecting the cases
of prisoners confined in the prison of
this city.

Josue Melgar.

Age twenty -seven years, was
arrested in 1903, and has therefore
been confined in prison for nine
years. Me was defended by Dr.
Mariano Zambrana, Jun.

Reporter : Of what are you
accused ?

Melgar : Killing my brother.

R.: Will you do me the favour
of giving me a few details respecting
this matter ?

M. : 1 would do so with pleasure,
but unfortunately | have forgotten
all about it. 1 don't remember any-
thing at all.

R. : I can hardly believe that.

M : Why not ? Besides, if | were
to give you the details you ask for,
it would not do any good, as in a
short time | shall be set at liberty,
on the completion of my sentence.

R. : When will you be set at liberty ?
It is six months since my case was
I was sentenced to ten years’ imprisonment.

M : Inside a year.
finished.

EDICTO

Ruperto Bravo Arenales,
Juez 2®. de Partido de
esia capital.

preaeota, HACE SABER
..que en el jaicio

le sigue de oficio
por tuuerie a varias personas y
robo da libras esterlinas, se ha dic-
tadu e! decreio siguiente:—«Santa
Cruz, Mayo 4 de 1912—Resultan-
do del oficio anterior,jque el pre-
S0 ha fugado de la
carcel, sin que pueda haber sido
capiurado por la Policia; de con-
formidad at art® 272 del Pdi®. cri-
minal, Ilamesole por edicloaa dicho
acusalo ... para que en el ter-

mmo de diez dfas se'pcasente ante
este juzgado a seguir su defeosa
en el j.uigjo criminal que se le si-
gue por muene a varias personas
y robo de librae, bajo la conmiea-
toria de ser declarado rebelde a la
ley v auspenso del ejercicio de la
ciudadania, y de ser sus htenes
secuestrados' doranie el juicio de
cootumacia. —Como medida de
seguridad de los bienee dejados

Por el

POF i coo monvo de su faga.
depositonse en poder de persona
que reuna las condiclones legales,

la cual sera indicada por et seuor
fiscal—Bravo Arenales—Ante mi—

Sinforoso Leisue—secretario*.
Lo que ee hace saber al acusado
.................. para loa fines deley,
Saoia Cruz, Mayo 7 de 1912.
Ruperto Bravo Arenales.

D. S. 0.
Sinforoto Leigue
StHo.

The official notice declaring “ Jack Thomp-
son " an outlaw unless he returned to prison
after his escape.

* JACK THOMPSON.”
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R.: Then you complain of the
delay in the administration of justice ?

M. : Yes, sir,very much. Itis this
that causes the discontent amongst
the prisoners.

R. : In which court was your case
tried ?

M : In the Second Criminal Court.

R .: Have you any other complaint
to make ?

M.: No, sir. | am resigned to
finish my sentence, but 1 should be
pleased if you would intervene on
behalf of the other prisoners. It is
thirty days since the authorities paid
the twenty cents per day that is
allowed us by the Government, and
this is a great hardship for many of
the prisoners, who have no friends to
provide for them.

Notice.

Ruperto Bravo Arenales, Judge of
the Second Criminal Court.

This is to give notice to “ Jack
Thompson ” that in the criminal case
brought against him, by order of the
Public Prosecutor, for causing the
death of several persons and for the
robbery of seven thousand pounds,
there has been issued the following
decree :—

That the prisoner “ Jack Thomp-
son,” having escaped from the public
prison, and as up to the present date
the police have not been able to re-
capture him; in accordance with
Article 272 of the Criminal Procedure,
we hereby give notice to the said
“ Jack Thompson ” that unless he
presents himself before this court
within ten days, to make his defence
to the charges brought against him,
he will be declared a rebel to law and
justice, will be suspended from exer-
cising his rights as a citizen, and will
have his goods and chattels confiscated
until the case is settled.

As a measure of surety, the effects left by “ Thompson ”

I have been in prison awaiting trial nine years, and am

therefore short of a year to complete my sentence.

R. : You mean to say that you have been waiting nine
years to have your case tried—almost as long as your

sentence ?

M. : Yes, sir ; and it is because of this that I have not
petitioned to have my sentence reduced.
longer to get the petition answered than | have time to serve.

have been deposited with a responsible person.
(Signed) Ruperto Bravo Arenales.

Sinforoso Leigue (Secretary).

Santa Cruz, May 7th, 1912.

Notice.

“ Jack Thompson,” detained in the public prison of this

It would take

A VISO

preso en la car-
vel publica de esta Ciudad, pone
en conocimimto del publico, que

city, begs to give notice to the public that he will repair
sewing-machines, typewriters, gramophones, and clocks
and watches of all descriptions at moderate prices.

compone mdquinas de eocer, de

escribir, gramofonos, y, relojes,
de toda cuenta d precics muy
MEAICOS. ..iviivierieieece e

“ Thompson's” advertisement in the local paper asking

for work in the way of repairs, etc.



Our Canoe Cruise
Down the Dordogne.

£y C. CES'&RE.

LTHOUGH A

chatty description of an unconventional

The place where we

no river for holiday on the beautiful upper reaches of the decided to launch is

tyro - boat- Dordogne, in France, amidst picturesque and called St. Denis pres

men., the quite unspoilt regions of feudal chdteaux, Martel, a little village
' mediaeval towns, and quaint old villages. Mon- !

Dordogne sieur Cestre’s narrative paints such an attractive where the Dordogne

offers hardly any im-
pediment to skilled
canoers. An up-stream
trip is out of the question, on account of the
speed of the current and the many rapids that
stud the river-course. Going down-stream, how-
ever, one’s muscular exertion is reduced to a
mere matter of good steering and of “ trimming
the dish.” In shooting the rapids caution and
promptness are called for rather than any
exceptional outlay of strength.

We chose last year’s summer for the expedi-
tion, because the season had been wet and the
Dordogne was less likely than usual to have
been affected by drought, for this river, like
'all those whose head-waters spring from granitic
or calcareous soil, is subject to great and sudden
variations of level, according to the rainfall. A
powerful stream in winter, wont to overflow
wherever its banks of rock leave a breach or
bend back circus-like, it sometimes dwindles in
summer to such a reduced size that the shallows
become a considerable hindrance to canoeing.
Last year, owing to especially abundant rain,
the river remained comparatively full, though
not swollen—excellent conditions for a cruise in
such a frail craft as a Canadian canoe.

Our canoe was a cedar one, sixteen feet long, of
English make, light and strong. To be carried
to the starting-place she had been packed in
straw and wrapped up in a tough piece of canvas,
tied with cords. The goods-train rates allow
sending such a package from the north to the
south of France for a price not exceeding twenty
francs. Our equipment consisted of a tent, two
camp-beds, cooking utensils, a folding carriage
with removable wheels for portages, a supply
of blankets, and such provisions as were not
likely to be found in village shops. For the
rest we intended to draw on local resources.

picture that we fancy many of our boating readers
will be tempted to go and do likewise.

ceases to be a mountain
torrent while still pre-
serving all the charac-
teristics of a wild stream. This village offered
the further advantage of lying on the main rail-
way from Paris to Toulouse, and of thus being
easily accessible for the boat and ourselves.

When we arrived by the Paris train, one
August morning at 5 a.m., the canoe and its
accompanying paraphernalia were already await-
ing us in the petite vitesse shed, an object of wonder
for the half-dozen railway officials of the place.
The strangeness of our impedimenta and the
novelty of our scheme (of which we informed
them) at once pricked their curiosity and won
us their goodwill. They were only too ready to
volunteer help and profitable directions. No
suspicion of any “ spying expedition ” entered
the thoughts of these peaceful Limousins, and
so we were spared the grim inquiries and the
demand for “ papers” which we had had to
submit to, the preceding year, on the banks of
the River Doubs, near the Eastern frontier. We
were far enough irt the centre of France, this
time, not to suffer from the feverish unrest of
the “ watch on the border,” and to be able to
enjoy our river-roaming and sight-seeing without
any official bother.

As the river was two miles distant from the
station we went to the village in search of a
peasant’s cart. A short, wiry old man, in the
grey smock and broad-brimmed felt of the
Limousin villagers, agreed to hitch up his donkey
and convey us and our belongings to the water-
side. A few minutes later we were trudging
down a narrow lane, the cumbrous, straw-padded
boat bulging out over the donkey’s back and
two of us steadying the stern to keep her from
toppling over.

Meanwhile the tongues were not idle. Our
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old guide had his own personal
views about country life. The
district, be told us, was fertile, all
sorts of cereals prospered, tobacco
was grown, vines yielded their
luscious purple crop. The peasants
made good use of the time tilling
their fields and gathering the har-
vest ; then, in the cold season,
they tended the fragrant tobacco
leaves and bottled their wine. The
rocky hills, or causses, covered
with meagre turf and stunted
trees, were useful for horse-breed-
ing. In the damp hollows, under
the oak-roots, grew the famous
Perigord truffles, a constant source
of wealth for the region. The
villagers lived comfortably and
ought to be satisfied with their
lot. Unfortunately, the movement
from country to town had reached
the province. The old man was
sorry for it, and, with the prudence of a sage,
vowed that he would never barter his free-
dom and health for the seeming competence of
a city worker.

The donkey and his owner left us and dis-
appeared round the corner of a neighbouring
farmhouse while we were still busy doing up
the various pieces of our luggage into shapes
fit for stowing in the narrow middle compart-
ment of the canoe. The sun was shining bright,
the insects humming a protest against our
crushing of the scented flowers. The Dordogne,
just there leaping and splashing over a steep
gravel bar, was chanting a wel-
come.

At last all was ready. The bank
yielded its smooth surface to the
gliding of the craft, which at length
gently took possession of her ele-
ment and struck a note of glimmer-
ing brown into the green symphony
of the alders and willows. The
luggage, carefully piled mound-wise
and covered with a green tilt, made
the little boat look like a miniature
Chinese junk, ready to start down-
stream regardless of rapids and
shallows.

But what was this sturdy figure
striding towards us, weapon in rest,
through the high grass ? It proved
to be no more appalling creature
than the ferryman, coming back
home from the fields, his scythe
poised in his hand. He had been

attracted to the water-side by the
Vol. xxxL—26.

proma,

proma]

The voyagers' tent by the riverside. [Photograph.

unusual presence of strangers. We were allowed
to fill our water-bag at his well, and, as he
belonged, no less than ourselves, to the amphib
ious tribe, we tackled him for information
about the river. To his knowledge, there was
no passage that one might call dangerous as far
as Lalinde, where the Dordogne leaps over a
ledge six feet high and a canal has been built
to skirt round the fall. Yet, as we pointed out
the frailty of the canoe-bottom, the man was
not quite so positive. He was not sure that
boulders might not be lurking in the shallows,"”
and that the current under the bridges might not

A picturesque corner. [Pholograph.
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prove too stiff for our canoe. He even men-
tioned that, a hundred miles below, under Le
Buisson bridge, three young men had capsized
and never been seen any more. We thanked
him for his friendly warnings and promised to
keep in mind the fatal bridge.

| settled down at the bow. As we were break-
ing off the last connection with the land | heard
the ferryman muttering: “ All very well for
them ! But they wouldn’t catch me at that
game !”

The demeanour of the stream as it entered
the Cirque de Montvalent, promised to make
the voyage interesting. At this place the river
forces its way through the heart
of the mountain, rushing into a
narrow gorge and then sweeping
out wide of its regular westward
course. Where the gully was
narrowest the waters dashed
furiously against the rocks, were
hurled back again, rolled in
crests, twisted into eddies, and
sent off at full speed. Just before
getting there the turmoil of the
waves, echoed back by the preci-
pice, and the leaping of the
foam -crested stream, bespoke
an impending scuffle, and it was

River, road, and railway in a narrow pass.

From a Photo, by Louis mGarde, Liboume.

not without a throbbing of the heart that we
entered the shadow of the tall rocks arid
saw our bow cleave the first of the white-caps.
Yet our craft proved so staunch that, with all
the prancing of the stream, she wa~ only moved
to a slight pitching. She obeyed the pressure
of the steering paddle as readily as on a smooth
lake, and careered steadily on unhampered.
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The Dordogne had
given us a taste of
its angry mood, but
we had learnt that
we could trust our
canoe and ourselves
to fare safely onward
through gorge and
whirlpool.

When the speed of
the current and the
pitch of our emotion
had subsided, we
struck off into a quiet

The Chateau de Montfort, high above the
river.

From a Photo, by Pierre Daudrix.

side-creek and enjoyed the beauty
of the scene. On one side a cliff,
three hundred feet high, wedged
itself into the stream. The bare
stone, barred with lines of strati-
fication as with parallel scars,
reared up its huge sides shorn of
all vegetation save for a few low
shrubs and, at the top. a crest of
trees cutting their clear outline
against the sky. On the other
side was a mountain ridge, squat-
ting lengthwise, mantled with the
scanty grass of the causse and
bristling here and there with a needle-peak, sole
survivor of the endless conflict waged between
rock and frost.

When we got under way again the current
had slackened and the rugged spine of the cliff
had softened to a slope, fledged with full-grown
timber. We were now floating along beside a
wooded bank, listening to the song of the birds
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and the crystal
music of  brooks
trickling  through

beds of moss. The
lower branches of
the trees mirrored
themselves in the
stream or dallied
with its surface.

La Roque Gageac, which
overhangs the roofs of the
quaint village beneath.

From a Photo, by Pierre
Daudrix.

The feudal castle of Beynac, dominating
the landscape on its precipitous rock.

From a Photo, by Pierre Daudrix.

The boat’s light ripple died
away softly in the long weeds
under the arching boughs, a'd
a faint breeze wafted to us the
pungent scent of oaks, mingled
with the odour of truffles.

We had now re ched a wide,
calm basin above the dam
which bars the river at Gluges.
A portage had to be made over
the sandy soil, through the
brambles, under the noonday
heat. When our two hundred
pounds of luggage and the
canoe had been carried five hundred yards below
it was lu ch time. | started on a victualling
raid to the village, while K----- , tempted by the
picturesqueness of the scene, took out his
sketch-book and colours. It was a lovely place.
The water was falling in foamy cascades
through the breaches of a rocky dam and bubbling
tumultuously underneath before it spurted forth
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in blue streams among green islands. On the
bank opposite a dense wood tumbled down a
steep slope, capped by a chateau with a monu-
mental Louis Treize roof.. A hundred furlongs
down stream the suspension bridge of the road
from Rocamadour to Brive boldly shot the ex-
panse, flung so high above the river that the
carriages and foot-passengers looked the size of
toys.

From a distance Gluges was quite impressive
with its steeple and red roofed cottages standing
out against a background of tall rocks. When
I had crossed the strip of vineyards and tobacco
fields bordering the water-line, however, the
village changed into a mere
cluster of peasants’ dwellings,
rashly clinging to the cliff. All
the doors were shut against the
midday heat; not a single shop
was open to the stranger! | had
to return to the bridge and beg a
loaf at the inn on the high road.

The afternoon paddle took us
through more wooded scenery,
till we reached a frowning bend
formed by a high crag, where an
uproar of chafingwatersannounced
a rough pass. Right in the wildest
part, as we were steering betweer

The Dordogne at Beynac.
From a Photo, by Pierre Daud*ix.

the mountain spur and agravel bank, there flashed
upon us—too late—a long gleaming wave, that
rushed forward with a sinister swoop, then curled
over ominously. At the same time we felt a dull
thump, which set the boat shivering from stem
to stern. We had struck a boulder lying
treacherously in wait just beneath the surface.
The thud was not a violent one—but how had



361 the wide
the thin cedar bottom borne the shock under
the aggravating circumstances of weight and
speed ? We paddled hurriedly to the shore,
landed at the first favourable place, and hastened
to examine the damage. The long plank which
ran the whole length of the keel had been
slightly cracked crosswise, but the lips of the
split were held firmly together by the cross-
laths, letting just a little moisture ooze in. The
gallant little skiff had behaved handsomely in
the fray. We felt relieved, and, as evening was
closing in, we set cheerfully about to pitch camp
for the night.

The place where we had landed was one of the
low reaches, covered by the water in winter,
where no cultivation is possible. A few trees
had struck their roots into the sandy soil and
formed a barrier which arrested the light wood
adrift on the stream in flood-time. We easily
found a level site for our tent; fuel lay all
round in abundance. Two large stones from
among those on the beach provided the founda-
tion for a fireplace, and after testing the direc-
tion of the wind and building our hearth as the
smoke flew, we soon had a flame dancing and
crackling under the kettle.

All around was utter solitude. The sounds of
civilized life that might have floated past us
with the breeze were drowned in the distant
rumbling of the rapid. The speeding water,
the scudding rack, the dense brushwood about,
hemmed us in. As twilight stole on and our
camp-fire darted its glowing beams into the thick-
ening gloom we could not help thinking of the
prehistoric tribes that had witnessed the change
from day to night in this very spot. This regio
we remembered, is one of the oldest abodes of
man in the Western world, as is proved by the
remains lately dug out from caves on the river
banks. The crags that we admired for their beauty
had been sought, ages back, for their shelter,
by the remote ancestors of our race, cognate to
the higher species of monkeys by the shape of
their skulls and jaws, yet capable of making tools
and weapons, and thus opening the way for later
civilization. Countless arrow-points and knife-
blades of chipped flint have been unearthed in
the neighbourhood by merely scratching the
surface of the soil, and some mountain caves
have been found where drawings of reindeer
and buffaloes could be made out rudely limned
on the stone ceiling. A few miles thence archae-
ologists discovered the pinekanthropos of Les
Eyzies, where he had been resting for ten thou-
sand years— a mere brute in appearance, yet laid
in a carefully-dug grave still bearing the marks
of the sacred rites dutifully performed.

Five o'clock next morning! The sun was
piercing a blue-grey mist; large drops were
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falling heavily from the leaves of the trees, a
hawk above went skimming off on a hunt, and
the choppy river glimmered under the oblique
rays of the sun. It was time to get aboard.
But how would our canoe face the day’s work
with the wound in her side ? Our anxiety,
however, was soon dispelled. She was almost
as tight as a drum, for two hours later we reached
Souillac without having taken in more than a
cupful of water. We thought it unnecessary
to request the services of the local joiner: a
pennyworth of white-lead sufficed to secure us
against the perils of a leakage.

Souillac was well worth a visit, containing
(besides what we wanted in the way of pro-
visions) interesting historic souvenirs of the past.
We found there, as in many places along our
route, remains of mediaeval Erance, monuments
of the piety and warlike spirit of our ancestors.
The old belfry, built at the time of William the
Conqueror, stands now partly in ruin, having
been battered down in the wars between the
French of Touraine and the English of Aquitaine.
The church is a pure specimen of the Southern
Romanesque, characterized by its round arches
and bulging cupolas. Very few repairs have
been effected, and the majestic apse, grey-tinted
by age, is still a witness of the piety of former
ages.

Although thus preserving the memories of
the past, Souillac is nevertheless an up-to-date
little town, well provided with goodly hotels
and much frequented by motorists. The old
and the new are curiously mingled there. In an
ancient Gothic-fronted house, where appetizing
fruit was piled up temptingly .at the window,
we found the shopman polishing a pair of foils
ready for use. He had been a fencing-master
in the army, and now eked out his income as a
fruit-dealer by training the youthful scions of
well-to-do families in the noble art of thrust and
parry.

Meanwhile our canoe, quietly dangling in a
little bay under a cover of bushes, was waiting
for us. We got aboard once more, and pretty
Souillac was soon fading away in the blaze oi
the noonday sun. For a space the Dordogne
flowed through a narrow valley at the foot of a
high cliff, to which the road and the rail-track
clung perilously, away up there in the sky.
What a panorama was this | Wherever the crag
most imperiously lorded it over the surround-
ing country rose battlemented chateaux, once
the strongholds of feudal lords. And so we
passed the chateaux of Pinsac, Cieurac, Fenelon
(where the famous prelate was born), Feyrac,
and the bold pile of Montfort, flaunting its flag
at a dizzying height.

Thus far we had enjoyed fair weather, having
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fallen upon an oasis of sunshine in the midst of
a wet summer. In the evening of the second
day, however, as we were pitching camp, the
freshening breeze began to blow in angry gusts
and to bank up clouds in the east. Everything
portended a change. Our baggage was speedily
packed under the overturned canoe, and we put
up our tent in a hurry on a site protected by the
arching branches of low trees. Fortunately,
the storm scudded off to the other side of the
ridge of hills, so that we were only reached by
its tail-end. It is a strange, and not altogether
pleasant, sensation to be awakened in the small
hours of the morning by the pattering of rain
on the canvas and to feel the moisture chilling
you through the blankets. You hear the monot >
nous drum-beat of the drops, and wonder if

river-side. We steered in and | jumped ashore,
soaked and dripping, to reconnoitre the place.
It happened that Vitrac—the week before a
mere village—was all astir and thrilling with
the yearning to become a summer resort. A
new local railway had just been opened connect-
ing it with Sarlat and promising an exodus of
week-end visitors eager to enjoy the pastimes
of the water-side. Distinguished strangers and
wealthy tourists might be tempted to strike off
the main road and choose the quiet hamlet as
a resting-place for the holidays. The most
enterprising innkeeper of the place had just been
fired by the ambition of running his establish-
ment up to the Touring Club standard, and had
hoisted a conspicuous signboard with the em-
blematic wheels and Mercury’s wings. We

The Chateau of Feyiac-

From a Photo, by Louis Garde, Liboume.

the showers will give you a chance to dress,
pack up the things, and cook the breakfast. A
clearing-up favoured us, however, just in time
for our preparations, and we started, wet from
the dew and the dripping branches, under a
lowering sky.

The whole morning was a severe trial. The
rain fell intermittently in heavy squalls and
the sharp gusts of wind hardly gave us a moment’s
respite. The sou’-wester gale, blowing right in
our teeth, whipped the surface of the river into
decent-sized waves hard to ride. Doubling the
headlands, too, was no easy matter; the blast
kept veering us round so malignantly. What
with the impetuosity of the current and the
violence of the wind, the shooting of the rapids
was a fantastic business. After sustaining the
brunt of the struggle for four hours we decided,
near Vitrac, to seek refuge at the first inn by the

were looked upon by him as luck-bringers, sent
to secure him the favour of the gods and conse-
crate his premises as the Grand Hotel of Vitrac.
In a minute he was down at the landing-place,
piling up our things on a truck, amid gabbling
geese and wondering children. We were helped
to shoulder our canoe and led triumphantly to the
inn, all rain-bedraggled and mud-bespattered.
You are always sure to get good meals at a
French inn. As for the sleeping accommoda-
tion, people used to camp-beds are not hard to
please, so the landlord might have spared us
the egregious yarn that his Touring Club rooms
were unopportunely occupied by a family of
motorists, just gone out on a tour, but having
left their luggage behind. We listened with
unflinching gravity to his tale and put up with
the non-Touring Club rooms which were given
us. For the rest, mine host made himself very
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serviceable by conducting us to the chateau,
the cliff-caves, and the maze down the slope to
the water-level. His buxom wife gracefully
supervised our dinner and kept up a pleasant
ehat.

The new railway took us to Sarlat, where we
had the pleasure of discovering, in the by-streets
off the modern Rue de la Republique, a quaint
old town of the fifteenth and sixteenth centuries,
still alive with the memories of the Renaissance
and its dainty art. The mansions of the old

An ancient house in Sarlat.
From a Photo, by Pierre Daudrix, Libourne.

provincial nobility are still standing with their
graceful fronts, slender turrets, winding stair-
cases, and well-poised roofs; the streets are
still romantically irregular, revealing a new
charm at every corner.

The rain had kept on falling while we were
thus making use of our forced leisure, but when
we were ready to start next morning the sky

had cleared again, though the Dordogne was in
flood. The river had already risen three feet
and was likely to rise higher still, the landlord
said. The perfect-transparency which had made
the beauty of the stream was now replaced by
turbid opaqueness ; the bordering bushes, half-
drowned in the seething water, bent under the
stress ; whole trees drifted along in the middle
of the current, and little green islets of entangled
weeds and thorns were spinning about and
bumping against the bridge piers. The violence
of the current might have deterred us from
resuming our trip at once had not the landlord—
a member of the local Societe Nautique— given
us the reassuring information that the rapids,
although more forbidding in appearance, were
really safer, owing to the greater depth. Yet
in his conversation there recurred the ominous
name of Le Buisson, of which he bade us beware
once more, though unable to explain what sort
of danger threatened us. Thus Le Buisson
loomed up before us more and more foreboding,
a kind of storm-cloud over our heads, fraught
with tragic vagueness and theatrical solemnity.

The Dordogne was now running high and
strong, scurrying us along through narrow
passes and wide basins. The clouded sky
darkened all the landscape, the cliffs rose more
impressive,' the woods more mysterious. The
smaller birds had been cowed into silence. At
places, where the low banks, made of alluvial
soil, lifted but a few feet above the water, the
sand-swallows were fluttering about their nests,
as though fearing that the swollen stream would
invade them. Two herons took flight heavily,
dragging their legs and craning their necks, and
farther down, as we passed a narrow gully, a
water - eagle struck straight aloft and dis-
appeared in the strip of light between the
cliff-tops.

It was time for a spell. We had been struggling
long enough with the speed of the current, so
we hooked ourselves to bushes near the rock of
Caudon, at the summit of which stands the
town of Dornme. Inaccessible save from the
land-side, this old stronghold was built there “ at
the time of the English,” as the country people
say, including in this phrase all the warlike
memories of the past, the contests of the French
kings with their barons, as well as the wars with
the English and the religious strifes of the six-
teenth century. One fortified gate remains
almost entire, frowning down upon the lowland
on the only side open to attack. From the
terrace where the church raises its open belfry
an immense reach of the river offers itself, map-
like, to view. Half a mile below La Roque
Gageac stands out boldly, a precipice whose brow
overhangs the village roofs. At the next bend
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Front a Photo. by Pierre Daudrix.

the mediaeval castle of Beynac crowns a tower-
ing crag.

The weather was too unsettled when we
reached St. Cyprien in the evening to allow of
camping out for the night, and as the town lay
a mile off we alighted at a river-side inn, the
Carpe d’Or, which, we learned, was much fre-
quented in the fine season by townspeople fond
of a bath and of a dish of fried fish. The land-
lord combined the occupations of fisherman and
pig-breeder. Which of these avocations
had more deeply stamped its imprint on his
personality was hard to decide; but his
bulky stoutness, flabby thews, and pale pink
complexion made him more like one of his
grunting friends than a river-god. The
landlady took our visit as a matter of
course, and, without putting herself out in
the least, went about the preliminaries for
dinner in our presence at a monumental
kitchen hearth. In the course of the pro-
ceedings the ice thawed and she received,
good-humouredly enough, our compliments
on her deftness in jerking the fish about
in the frying-pan. Her witchery can only
be described by its results—we had never
eaten such a savoury meal of fish before
in our lives.

The whole menu was well designed to
remind us that we were in the heart of
Perigord, where geese are especially bred
with a view to yielding foies gras and truffles
are the precious growth of the damp
underwood. Every housewife in the district
is a good hand at tempering the ingre-
dients of a truffled duck or a goose-pie,
and every peasant is a gourmet. The local

wine has a certain raw
flavour which does not
suit untutored palates ;
but Perigord is next
neighbour to Guyenne,
and every decent inn is
well provided with
bottled claret. Our land-
lady’s paU de foie gras
filled the room with its
fragrance, and it was an
extra element of delight
to learn from mine host
(who, having done with
his pigs, was ready for
his guests) in what brush-
wood the particular
truffles had been
gathered and what grunt-
mg lellow Ol tne Keen
smellhad unearthed them
with his sturdy snout.
Such snatches of civilized life are not unwel
come among the vicissitudes of a camping tour ;
you can put up with the rain when no greater
mishap befalls you than stumbling on such a
“ Castle Dangerous.” We felt quite rejuvenated
and buoyant when we jumped aboard next
morning and shot away on the flooded Dordogne.
Every hour now brought us nearer the ill-
famed Buisson bridge. But no one had yet
cleared up the mystery attached to the place.

a hah for lunch in the woods,
From a Photograph.
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It seemed that the rumour of a peril lurking
there had floated up-stream with the breeze,
although no sluggish fisherman plying his trade
between two rapids was able to do anythin;
but repeat vaguely and superstitiously what he
had gathered from hearsay. About two miles
; bove the fatal spot, however, as we were striking
off the current into the quiet channel of a little
tributary in order to light a cigarette and ponder
over approaching events, we were startled by a
greeting from behind a willow. It proceeded
from an angler who had escaped our notice.
Instead of resenting our intrusion, he had thus
humanely hailed two fellow water-lovers. We
scented a man of a different type from the boors

careful at Le Buisson bridge. But you have been
through a dozen passes harder than this. The
hitch there lies in the current, which strikes the
bridge-pier slantwise, and might hurl you on
against the corner-stone if you lost control of
the steering of your boat. But keep straig't
and you'll be all right.”

Half an hour later we reached the legendary
“ dead man’s bridge,” and, keeping at equal
distances from the piers, shot through the middle
arch with a mere swirl of the paddle.

This feat marked the climax of our voyage.
We made a stay at Le Buisson, occupying the
afternoon with a walk to the church and cloister
of Cadoin, six miles from the river. When we

A peaceful stretch of the Dordogne.

From a Photograph.

we had thus far met with on the river, and will-
ingly entered into a conversation. Our new
friend turned out to be an engine-driver belong-
ing to the important railway junction and depot
of Le Buisson. His open face and direct
speech betokened a mind trained to master facts
and follow the connection of cause with effect.
When we had satisfied his legitimate curiosity
as to our voyage, our goal, and the origin and
make of our canoe, he readily confided to us
his passion for the water and how he spent much
of his holidays in a boat, fishing. Here at last
was the long-looked-for guide, the man to solve
the riddle of the river-Sphinx and to reveal to
us what gruesome danger we were running into,
grinning rock or snarling whirlpool! A knowing
look met ours when we broached the subject;
his smile answered our smile, as of a man who
pierces through popular credulity and parochial
silliness. “ Yes,” he said, “ you will have to be

returned to our camp, at a safe distance from
the mischievousness of urchins and the greedy
curiosity of tramps, we found the canoe stranded
on the spot where she had been floating three
hours before. The swollen river was beginning
to shrink back to its wonted summer level.

During the next two days the rolling country
on both sides gradually flattened. The land-
scape grew tamer. The river was now flowing
more gently towards the fertile but unpicturesque
lowlands of Bergerac. At Mauzac we entered the
canal which marked the dull transition from wild
to civilized life.

The weather kept glorious for the last stretch of
paddling down to Lalinde, where we decided to
pack the canoe again and load it on a goods
train northward, whence it came. And so our
canoe cruise came to an end, and regretfully we
parted with our beautiful Dordogne, its waters
sparkling in the sunshine.



A dramatic story of the “ White Man’s Burden.”

The young Political Officer in charge of a great

African province found himself, without troops at his back, face to face with a powerful Emir

who was about to declare wa

on the British and endeavour to sweep them out of his country.

How, by sheer pluck and force of personality, the young official saved the situation is told in this

narrative.

The correct names of persons and places concerned have had to be suppressed, but

have been supplied to us in confidence.

EARS ago all the world and his wife

knew about the Mahdi. He was

a ferocious person, probably black

as to colour, a terrible slave-raider,

who kept scores and scores of wives,

and occasioned endless bloodshed and trouble
in Upper Egypt.

Time went on, the personal element faded,
and people got to talking of Mahdism— the
condition of affairs to which the activities of
the Mahdi had given rise. Again a few years
passed, and there came Kitchener, and Omdur-
man, and the destruction of the Khalifa and his
hordes. Whereat the world and his wife heaved
a sigh of grateful relief, saying, *“ Thank
goodness ; that’sall over and done with.” And
Mahdi and Mahdism alike passed from thought.

Unfortunately, however, the matter did not
end there. The Mahdi was the living expression
of Mohammedanism militant, as his acts were
the logical and inevitable expression of its
teachings. Right across the top of Africa
Islam holds sway, and that part of the continent
lying north of the Equator is peopled chiefly
by followers of the Prophet.

The effects of the Mahdi's movements were
felt and reflected throughout the Moslem com-
munities of Africa; more, they are felt to-day
as a living force. “ Slay the infidel, possess
yourselves the land,” is an ideal which naturally
and specially commends itself to those Moham-

medans who—as in the case of the territories
comprised within the British, French, and
German possessions— have seen the * infidel ”
establish himself in the country by force of
arms. They have watched him assume the
control of affairs, and they have felt his heavy
hand upon the slave-raider and upon the
Oppressor and evil-doer generally. The pro-
hibition of the custom of raiding pagan tribes
for slaves, and the gradual abolition of the insti-
tution of slavery itself, tend necessarily to the
impoverishment of the present generation of
Mussulman chieftains. Each of these chieftains
maintains a great ;crowd of dependents, also
Moslems, who form the bulk of the local aris-
tocracy. Hence, if the “ big man” loses a
shilling, the members of his entourage are
affected.

In any community a radical change of con-
ditions is bound to operate adversely in respect
of some individuals, and the Mussulman chiefs
provide the “ hard case” of the existing situa-
tion. In the long run, of course, chiefs, like
the rest of the population, will benefit by the
change, but in the earliest stage of the transition
they are bound to suffer.

The liberty to call together their followers
and go forth to war upon a neighbour has, of
course, passed away from them for ever. His
religion seems to endue the Moslem with a taste
for blood, and a Government which bans the
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gratification of this taste can hardly ever be
really acceptable to him. What, he argues,
is the ability to purchase an automobile, a
gramophone, European clothes and saddlery,
compared with the life -and -death powers of
an irresponsible autocrat— powers that he has
lost ? So he is not content, nor does it seem
likely that mere wealth will ever make up to
him the price he has had to pay for it.

Not very long ago the Political Cflficer in charge
of a huge province in Northern Nigeria found
himself in a very delicate position. In con-
sequence of trouble at the other end of the
Pr tectorate the company of native infantry
which was ordinarily at his disposition had
been withdrawn. Paucity of staff accounted
for his having with him no junior man of his own
department. In the station, the provincial
headquarters, were a white doctor and one very
young and quite inexperienced officer of con-
stabulary, recently arrived in the country.
The available force consisted of some thirty
native constables— worthy enough fellows, armed
with carbines, some of which could be fired.
And, lastly, there were the usual dozen political
agents, interpreters, and couriers, concerning
whose value in their respective callings there
might be some doubt, but in regard to whose
fighting capacity there could be none whatever.

Less than two miles away from the station,
across the plain, its high mud walls grim and
stark in the sunlight, stood a great native
city. The station itself straggled along rather
more than a mile of a low ridge— three bungalows,
the courthouse, stores, and in the midst the fort,
then garrisoned by the thirty constables. All these
buildings were well separated, and each isolated
from the others. Now that the troops were gone,
station and fort alike were, from a military point
of view, untenable.

The city was the seat of an Emir, a great and
powerful chief, ruler of the people for a hundred
miles around. It was the custom of the Emir
once a week to come in state, with his immediate
entourage, attended by a mounted escort, to
call officially upon the Resident in the station.
Robed in magnificent flowing garments, turbaned
and veiled, splendidly mounted on a gaily-
caparisoned charger, this Emir was a fine figure
of a man. And it was a brave sight when he
and his bodyguard of spearmen, clad in armour,
well mounted on useful animals, came clattering
and jingling and sparkling out across the plain
up to the courthouse.

At the time of which | write, however, this
visit was some days overdue. The Emir had
not come, nor had he sent any explanation
or excuse of any kind. * From information
received,” the Resident knew that a Mallam

had arrived in the city some days previously.
This person was described to him as ‘‘ el Haji ”
—one who has made the pilgrimage to Mecca—
an undertaking which at that period was an
affair of some three years as to time, and of
risks— murder, enslavement, starvation— almost
incalculable.

The Mallam arrived in the city alone and
afoot from the North, and the report added that
he had been instantly received by the Emir with
great honour, and installed in a big house close
to the palace.

The “ North” means that vast, vague, ill-
defined extent of country east and south of the
Sahara, the home of Senussi, and the haunt of
those fierce, ruthless, fighting Moslem tribes
from which sprang the Mahdi. The Resident’s
troops had been taken from him to form part
of a force whose objective was in that portion
of the Protectorate bordering upon this terri-
tory. They had gone to operate against a power-
ful chief who was known to be actively engaged
in promoting a conspiracy amongst his co-
religionists throughout the Protectorate to
destroy, once for all, the usurping infidels.

The neglect by the Emir of his customary
visit had led to a feeling of uneasiness in the
station. Servants had made excuse for not going
into the city to market, and a courier, sent with
a letter to the Emir, had failed to return, nor
was any news of him forthcoming. Normally,
a crowd of natives with complaints and petitions
awaited the Resident each morning outside the
courthouse, but for nearly a week not one single
man had been seen there. The usual hawkers
came no more to the station peddling their
small wares. The constabulary and native staff
had begun to indulge in covert insolence to the
white officials, several “ boys” were reported
as having disappeared, and the four clerks from
the coast— trousered negroes these, and Christians
of sorts—grey-black with panic, and sobbing
bitterly, had besought permission from the
Resident to feed and sleep in the courthouse.
Lastly, there was no telegraph line in the
station.

Such was the position that confronted the
Resident one hot, dusty day in June. The con-
templation of it went far towards spoiling his
lunch, and he rose up and went across to the
police office, where he found the police officer,
collarless and in shirt-sleeves, busy with returns
and a long cigar.

* Afternoon,” said the Resident.

“ Halloa 1" replied the other.
pew.”

The visitor took one, also a cigar.
asked, “ All your men in the fort ?”

“Yes. | moved 'em up there this morning

“ Take a

Then he
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from their own barracks. And the ammunition
and stores are there also, of course.”

“ Well, | should like to inspect the detach-
ment this afternoon— four-thirty, full marching
order, please. I'm going down to the town
presently, and I'll come and look at them ‘on
my way back.”

With that he took his leave.

A few hundred yards away stood the medical
officer’s bungalow, and towards this the Resident
bent his steps. Arrived there, he found the
grizzled occupant
inspecting his bat-
tery of sporting
guns. Dr. Warren
was, and is, a
mighty hunter, and
his collection of
guns and trophies is
knownand discussed

from Kano to Calabar. The man of medicine
was as fully alive to the possibilities of the
situation as was the Resident himself. Hence,
possibly, this overhauling of the guns.

Fairfax told him of his orders to “ the child,”
for so they called the policeman.

“You will oblige me greatly, Warren,” he
added, “ if you will stroll over to the fort about
four o’clock. Take the guns over with you,
and the armourer can pull ’em through for you.
I'm off to the city now, and | may be back by
then, or I may not. Whilst you are in the fort
you might keep your weather eye on the road
out from the city. We shall know within a
couple of hours whether we're going to have

trouble. If we are, you'll see a lot of people
come streaming out along that road, and you'll
be comfortably inside the fort in plenty of
time.”

“ Right-o !'” said the doctor, and he held out
his hand.

Back in his own bungalow, Mr. Resident
Fairfax lost no time in arraying himself in the
rather gorgeous uniform he affected on occasions
of ceremony. That afternoon, however, he
added a revolver to the kit. The senior political-

*Scowls greeted the little party, and muttered threats
accompanied it."

agent-cum-interpreter was in attendance, and
Fairfax explained that he required his company
to the Emir’s palace.

“ You will walk before me,” he said, * and
you understand what this is ?” he concluded,
with a tap at the pistol holster on his hip.

The little party started forth. First walked
the interpreter, then Fairfax, mounted, followed
by the groom. Awudu Bashar, ex-soldier, at
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one time of the Senegal Tirailleurs, late of the
West African Frontier Force, and now most
efficient and devoted of personal orderlies,
brought up the rear of the procession, carrying
a Rurkhee chair. In this order they proceeded
to the city. They passed the gate without
hindrance, and so on within the walls. There
all was ferment and excitement. Buying and
selling in the market there was none. Groups
of men, always men—there were no children
or women to be seen—stood about, talking and
gesticulating. The sight of them, and their
noise, was alike sinister, ominous, threatening.
The appearance and swift passage of the tiny
cortege through their midst were a complete
surprise. Scowls greeted it, muttered threats
accompanied it, but the little party, threading
its way rapidly through the throng, reached the
Emir’s palace without mishap. Arrived there,
the interpreter hesitated for a moment.

“ Go ahead,” said Fairfax, his hand on the
pistol holster, and the man led on under the
square tower that formed the gate, across a
great open court, under another smaller tower,
and so to a second court, with fine shady trees
in the midst, and a colonnade running along
one side.

The court was more or less full of men, all

armed, lounging, walking, sitting, standing,
restless and expectant. In the colonnade,
seated on a lion-skin, surrounded by his great
officers, was the Emir, apparently in council.
Fairfax reined up. The surprise was perfect.
A few men rose to their feet, then, seeing that
the Emir remained seated, sat down again.

Fairfax dismounted and strode briskly across
to the colonnade. He was a young man,
little more than thirty, decision personified,
and he had an eye. His manner awed the
crowd, and all, Emir included, rose up. It was
done sullenly, surlily, and with the worst of
evil grace, but stand up they did, and the
Resident had scored the first point in the game
of bluff he proposed to himself. Orderly
Awudu Bashar set down the Rurkhee chair
some four yards from the Emir, facing him,
and took post behind it. Fairfax took his
seat, and motioned the Emir to sit. His people
completed the circle. The usual compliments
were passed, the white man closely studying
the faces around him the while.

Very soon he decided upon the identity of
the emissary from the North. Close to the Emir
there sat a tall, lean man, with beautifully-formed
hands and feet, aquiline features, and blazing
eyes—the eyes of a fanatic. No negro this,
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but a Fulani, light -skinned, thoroughbred -
looking, his striking personality gaining by
comparison with the men about him.

“ Apparently a cultured, intelligent fellow ;
certainly a dangerous one,” thought the Resident.

The man was dressed all in white, not elabo-
rately, but his things were spotless. On his
head rested the green turban that indicates
“ el Haji.”

After the salutations, Fairfax asked for his
horse to be watered, and the Emir gave the
necessary orders. Then Fairfax got to business.
Addressing himself to the Emir, he spoke slowly
and in a loud tone, in Hausa, and the court was
filled with his auditors.

“ There is here in the town,” he said, “ a
Mallam from Senussi, who has come to lead you,
Emir, unto trouble. And not you alone, but all
your people also. The soldiers are even now
marching against his friends in the North, because
of their intriguings, and because they have put
their heads together, and have joined their hands
to break the peace of the great King, the father
of us all. A fellow of ill-omen, and of evil heart,
he seeks to drag you also down to ruin with
them.”

And he paused, his arm extending, pointing out
the man from the North.

“ You, Emir, and your headmen here, are
a Court. You have powers of life and death.
I charge this man, this Mallam, with sedition,
with stirring up the people to wrong-doing
that could only end in their own utter ruin.

Fair fax
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It is my order that you try him, here and now,
before me.”

The proceedings began. Fairfax’s eyes were
everywhere, and no word or movement escaped
him. The tension was enormous, the strain
on the man not possible to describe. The Court
was dilatory. It raised difficulties, it hesitated,
it wavered ; but through all Fairfax held on
tight, and by sheer tenacity and force of per-
sonality he kept it to the issue in hand. Once
started, the Resident was not the man to relax
the pace, and he sustained the pressure with
all his strength and energy, and with every
ounce of will-power he possessed.

Educated Moslems are keen lawyers, and the
Resident’s knowledge of the code of Islam stood
him in good stead. The cause, he told them,
was plain. Guilty or not guilty, it was for them
to decide upon the evidence. And he held
them closely to their work. The afternoon
sped away, and twilight, the swift, sweet African
twilight, came and passed and, passing, deepened
into night. Native lamps were brought and
placed here and there on the ground, lamps
such as the patriarchs used. A little breeze
flittered about the court, and the flickering lights
fell upon the faces of judges and accused, now
revealing, now veiling them. Fairfax sat on,
and behind him, stiff at attention, through all
the long hours, stood Orderly Awudu Bashar.

At last the Court found the charge proved,
but the judges at first refused to pronounce
sentence. There was but one, and that death,



37« THE WIDE WORLD MAGAZINE.

“ The accused made no movement, he spoke no word.”

for such a crime, and it took all that the Resident
had left of will-power to induce them to make
an end of the business. Ultimately he prevailed,
and they passed sentence of death. The Emir,
as president of the Court, formally detailed
the proceedings to Fairfax, and submitted the
sentence for confirmation. The white man sat
up in his chair.

“ The Native Court,” he said, addressing the
Mallam, “ have found you guilty of the greatest
of all possible crimes, on evidence in respect of
which there can be no dispute. The acts which
constitute your crime are within the personal
knowledge of every single member of the Court.
You came to this city purposing to raise the
people against the Government. Had you suc-
ceeded in your design, these misguided people
would have murdered me and the other white
men here. After that the soldiers would have
come, the city would have been destroyed, many
men would have been killed in battle, and others
would have been hanged. Ruin, complete and
utter, is what you strove to compass for this
city and people. You failed in your attempt—
Allah prevented you from succeeding. The

Native Court have sentenced you to death.
I confirm that sentence, and | direct the Native
Court to carry it into execution forthwith by
hanging you.”

A long pause ensued. The light of the lamps,
flickering still, shone now upon faces stricken
with dismay, horror, consternation, terror.
But the Resident hafl the gathering thoroughly
in hand by this time ; he saw complete success
within his grasp, and he pressed them hard.
The accused made no movement, he spoke no
word. He remained perfectly calm. His was
the one face that showed no sign of stress
or fear. He bowed his head slightly when
Fairfax finished speaking, and remained passive.
By race and religion alike a fatalist, his bearing
in that hour did honour to his breeding and to
his faith.

He was hanged by the neck until he was dead,
on one of the trees of the court.

Then Fairfax’s horse was brought, and he
rode forth from the palace, through the city,
past the gate, and back to the station in the
moonlight stillness of the night. The peril
was past.



INTO THE UNKNOWN.
Adventure and Discovery in Dutch New Guinea.

CAPTAIN C. G. RAWLING, C.LE.

An account of the doings of the British expedition dispatched in 1909 to Dutch New Guinea for the
purpose of exploring the vast unknown regions of that part of the great island. The expedition,
besides making valuable collections of birds and beasts, destined for the British Museum, discovered
a strange new race of men, the Tapiro pygmies, none of whom reach five feet in height. The
hardships undergone by the explorers were terrible, only eleven men out of four hundred remaining
fit for duty at the conclusion of operations. In these articles Captain Rawling, who was latterly
in command of the expedition, describes some of the discoveries made and paints a vivid picture
of the strenuous work and hardship entailed upon the explorer in the interior of New Guinea, where
all the forces of man and Nature conspire against the intruder

V.
HEN we set out the rains had started of a like size, however obtained, was handed
afresh, the rivers were in flood, in, and that in this way they would rapidly
and the forest under water, but, grow rich. They pretended much indignation
in spite of these obstacles—and they at the failure of their little plans, and after many
were formidable indeed— steady pro- rebuffs concluded that there must be some
gress was made. At some time or another, other reason for their want of success. A few

we knew, the streams would be fordable, even days later a man was given his payment for some
though the passage had to be carried out by work done, the paper order being folded after
struggling breast-high through a headlong the manner of a billet-doux. At the receipt of

torrent. custom two men appeared, both with billets-

For the passage of the Tuaba, however, doux exactly resembling one another, of the
a canoe had to be utili.ed as a ferry, and, with same size and method of folding, one with
the assistance of the natives, this worked well. “ axe-head ” written inside, the other having
Had we been alone, it is very doubtful if a merely the printing of a newspaper. Again no
single load could have been transported across, payment resulted to the “ dummy ” bearer,

so strong was the current. Useful as the natives but some corporal punishment instead. After
were, however, they would not entertain the that the imitation business languished.
idea of entering the mountains, so that our Whilst on this subject 1 may mention that
own imported labour now became indispensable. the Papuans at once recognized such picture,
For some unknown reason an entry into the hills from illustrated papers as represented dogs,
was most repugnant to our Papuans, whether pigs, birds, and such-like things, but as cows,
through fear of spirits, from dislike of crossing horses, and many other animals were totally
the border into pygmy-land, or from a more unknown to them they could only give them
natural objection to climbing, we never could names such as they, knew. Thus, a cavalry
understand. Consequently, having handed in soldier they would describe as a white man on
their loads at the farthest point, they were dis- a pig ; a cow would be called a dog, and so on.
missed, each man being given a note to the They were completely overcome with the beauty
Gurkha left in charge of the capip to the effect of actresses and ladies of fashion, thumping
that he was to receive an axe-head. their chests with delight, and carrying off the
We had all .along treated treasures to their homes, there to gloat over
Papuan them so fairly and justly that them in silence, envying Marshall and me
Cheating.  they looked upon these papers greatly, as we boldly claimed every beauty as

as the most secure of invest- one of our numerous wives !
;tjjbnts, so much so that very often they But | am digressing. It was not the idiosyn-
would not take the trouble to present them crasies of the natives that monopolized our
till it suited their convenience.  Writing, thoughts, but the chances of success likely
of course, they did not understand, and to attend our final attempt at an advance into
they concluded therefore that the pay- the mountains, which had so long defied us.
ment had something to do with the shape of Five great rivers had been crossed, but the

the paper, and so they argued that the result sixth, tjie lwaka, defeated every plan that we
would be the same if another piece of paper tried, and finally forced us up-stream in the hope
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From a) An up-river native.

that a tributary might be dis-
covered over which a bridge
could be constructed. Our in-
tended route lay to the east,
and this river continued to run
from the north in an unbroken
volume, rushing along between
almost precipitous banks. A
view obtained from a hill three
thousand feet high confirmed our
suspicions that no ford would
be found for many marches, and
long after all available food had
been consumed.
For three days
A Dangerous attempts were
Crossing. made to fell trees
in such a manner
as to span the river, but every
tree either broke its back or was
swept away by the torrent.
Still, cross we must if we were
to attain our objective, and
accordingly a big reward was
offered to any man or body of
men who would succeed in
making a bridge in two days.

{Photograph.

All tried their hands, but with no success until
late that evening the Gurkhas felled a tree
with such precision that it spanned the torrent.

They then crossed the river and fixed a rattan
rope from bank to bank as additional security,
so that, whatever might happen, some form of
communication might be kept with the opposite
shore.

As was to be feared, a spate came down that
night and swept the tree-bridge away, so that
our only connection with the opposite bank was
now the thin strand of rattan. If only one man
could be got across, the bridge could be com-
pleted, failing which the work was useless. The
question arose as to the possibility, and whether
a volunteer could be found. The river was in
full flood, a turbid brown mass of water, fifteen
feet in depth and forty-five to fifty yards wide,
breaking up below in such foaming rapids that
if a man were swept away there was but little
chance of his coming out alive.

A reward was offered to any of the lighter
coolies to trust their lives to the frail strand of
rope, but none would venture, even though
many months’ pay was offered. It was then
that Jangbir, a Gurkha, showed of what stuff
this hardy race are made. Without ostentation,
and with perfect coolness, he decided to make
the attempt. A rattan rope was passed round
his waist, necessarily thin and light, for, were it
to be caught in the swirl of the river, it would
probably be torn from his grasp, and yet it had

Two of the Gurkhas who took part in the final advance and rendered invaluable
services— Jangbir, the man on the left, was the hero of the river crossing here described.

From a Photograph.
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to be strong enough to offer a chance of his
being dragged back to safety were he cast into
the torrent.

Anxiously we watched him lower himself
into the river and, hand over hand, start on
his perilous voyage. The strength of the current
dragged his body out horizontally, willing hands
paying out the rope attached to his waist.
Three-quarters or more of the way was accom-
plished when that which we most dreaded hap-
pened, the waist-rope sagging into the water
and at once threatening to drag him from his
hold. In an attempt to lighten the strain
the rope was paid out as fast as posible, but this
only made matters worse, for the weight was
now so great that it seemed as if seconds only
must pass before he would be torn from his

From a] A typical native hut.
hold, and the second stage, that of attempting
to save his life, begun.

Then the most fortunate thing happened.
The waist rope, never too strong, snapped.
Relieved of the weight, Jangbir, with one last
effort, dragged himself along for a few more
yards and stood safe on the bank. It was with
a sigh of the utmost thankfulness that we
witnessed his safe arrival. Jangbir, as if his
feat was quite an ordinary affair, at once pro-
ceeded to collect more rattan rope for the build-
ing of the bridge. The whole act, carried out
as it was in cold blood, with every chance of
failure and considerable risk of death, was one
of the pluckiest I have ever seen.

With one man across, the work of construction
rapidly progressed. Rattan after rattan was
passed from bank to bank and securely lashed

to the trees until an unbreakable rone of five
Vol m i—27.
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strands, along whicn other men could pass in
safety, spanned the river.

The bridge was built after the style of those
in use in the Himalayas and in many other parts
of the world. On the evening of the second
day it was complete, and of sufficient strength
to take several coolies at a time and capable of
enduring for months.

The advance now started in earnest. Seven
marches from Parimau had been completed,
and five more were to be accomplished before
we reached our goal, a six-thousand-foot moun-
tain whence a glorious view was obtained of
the whole country as far as the eye could reach.
From here valuable mapping was accomplished
and the country surveyed up to the snows.

We were now in a position to realize the
utter impossibility of the task
we had set out to accomplish
with the Mimika River as the
line of advance. This, however,
was only one item in the work
of the expedition, and one
which hardly affected the
survey or the collecting of
zoological specimens.

By the end of the year eleven
marches had been prepared
through the dense forest to the
east of Parimau, the up-river
camp, that is to say, seventeen
marches from the sea, besides
numerous pathways due north
into the mountains, and the last
of the unfortunate coolies had
died or been invalided out of
the country. With them went
half the European force, leaving
as the sole remainder of the
original members of the ex-
pedition three English, one Dutchman, four
Gurkhas, two Javanese “oldiers, and one
convict.

The zoological collections were now practically
complete, but before leaving the country one
final attempt was made to penetrate far into
the mountains and up to the snows.

While fresh coolies were being collected in
the East Indian Islands, ethnographical and
anthropological objects were purchased and other
collections of value made. Of these objects
skulls must not be forgotten, as now that the
people had learnt' that we did them no harm
they were willing to dispose of the relics of their
ancestors. It was a weird sight to behold
half-a-dozen men standing in a row, each with
a skull under his arm, offering it for sale, with
long and eloquent explanations as to its origin,
whether from mother, wife, or child.

[Photograph.
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Space, however, does not permit of a descrip-
tion of the coast work carried out on the rivers
to the east, or of the accidents which befell
the exploring parties before our mission was
completed. Sufficient had been accomplished

geographical and geological problems solved,
new snow mountains located, and the whole
accurately measured and the heights fixed.
To this must be added the knowledge acquired
of the races of the plains and the discovery of

The base camp at Wakatimi as it appeared when finally abandoned by the expedition.
From a Photograph.

to fulfil the hopes of the societies who had
inaugurated the expedition. Large and valuable
collections of birds, mammals, reptiles, butter-
flies, moths, and insects, together with botanical
specimens, had been got together. A survey
of three thousand square miles of hitherto
unknown country had been accomplished,

From a\

The last boatloads of men and stores leaving the country.

the new race, the Tapiro tribe of pygmies.
Spite of all this, more remains to be done—
work which the Dutch Government has set
itself energetically to execute, and in which we,
who have received so much kindness at the hands
of the representatives of Holland, wish them
the utmost success.

{Photograph.
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A breezy account of an arduous and dangerous service, concerning which

the public hears very little—the never-ending war with the gun-runners

of the Persian Gulf, carried on by British warships and their boats’

crews, who pit their pluck and resource against the cunning of some
of the most villainous and desperate ruffians on earth.

HE Khels and other tribes dwelling

upon the northern frontier of India,

though to a considerable degree

pastoral in their mode of life, are

sadly lacking in the attributes of

bucolic peace that one usually associates with the

“ keepers of the flocks and watchers of the sheep-

fold.” They are, in fact, to all intents and

purposes, a race of professional thieves and
murderers.

Their sniping of objectionable neighbours

H.M.S. “ Fox,”
From a Photograph.

(who are punctilious in the return of the com-
pliment) in the tribal feuds that are a peculiar
feature of these people, and of Mr. Tommy
Atkins when engaged on border-picket,has long
been a source of worry to the authorities in
Simla or Calcutta, and sundry raids upon fron-
tier posts and much looting in British territory
have resulted in several “ little wars,” carried
on with a view to finally pacifying the border.

Arms were seized wholesale and burnt, and
the traffic in rifles, pistols, and ammunition
sternly interdicted through India, so that for

one of the vessels engaged in the gun-running blockade.

a time peace of a kind was supposed to dwell
amid the hills.

Then the old state of things began and went
on again as merrily as before, in spite of the fact
that Pathan, Afridi, Zaka, and other Khels were
thought to be entirely without arms of precision.
Therefore arose the question : Whence did these
tribesmen obtain, not Tower muskets and Arab
flint-locks, but up-to-date rifles of high power ?
Investigation showed that a regular trade in
guns was being carried on from Europe vi& the
Persian Gulf and
thence via camel
and pack to the
hillmen. Bombay
even was a centre
of the agents, but
Muscat, in the
State of Oman,
Arabia, was the
actual “ jumping-
off place.”

Hidden away
in all sorts of
merchandise came
whole cargoes of
Enfields, French
Martinis, and
deadly Mausers,
with ammunition
galore: 745,
«303, '271, and ‘315, they came out in
thousands from Belgium, France, England, and,
of course, Germany. The frontier of India
became dangerous to an unusual degree, for with
the warlike tribes armed with modern rifles any
Power assailing the north or north-western
frontier would -find their aid a very valuable
asset. They are born fighters, with a deep hatred
of any settled rule and “ ready for a row”
at short notice. It was evident that a stop had
to be putto this trade, and accordingly, a division
of cruisers and other armed craft was detailed
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as a preventive force to operate in the Persian
Gulf. One ship alone, H.M.S. Fox, has captured
and destroyed a vast collection of arms and
ammunition. The service against the gun-
runners’ dhows, sailing from Muscat and other
points, is arduous and dangerous in the extreme.
Since the public hears but meagre accounts
of naval operations in the Persian Gulf, the
following account of an officer's actual ex-
periences in the suppression of the illicit traffic

not there when, twenty-fours late in an average
thirty-six hours’ run, the Dwarka arrived.

“ Proceed to Muscat,” was the order, and so,
still on the mail boat’s passenger list, Lieutenant
Farrell continued his Fox hunt.

The Tuesday following the Sunday of his
leaving Karachi found him seeking tidings
of his quarry from H.M.S. Perseus in the
sun-baked port of Muscat; but nobody knew
the whereabouts of the Fox. Eventually

Traders at Lingah, in the Persian Gulf—These are the sort of people who engage in gun-running.
From a Photograph.

in arms in those waters will be found of particular
interest.

Shortly after passing in Hindustani, Lieutenant
Farrell was appointed to H.M.S. Fox, the senior
naval officer’s ship of the Persian Gulf division
of the East India Squadron, and as this ship was
a bete noire to the gun-running fraternity, he
came to the conclusion that he was not going
to have a rosy time. Trouble of a sort there
was from the very commencement of the journey
from Bombay in the B.l. boat Dwarka to
Karachi, where he had orders to report to the
Marine transport officer for instructions as to
where to join the Fox. The weather was bad to
the worst degree, and everything on board was
awash, so that the cruiser’'s newly-appointed
officer was glad of a prospect of getting clear at
Karachi. But it was not to be. The Fox was

instructions emanated with advisory comments.
* Follow senior naval officer's mails. You're
sure to find the Fox some day”; and the search
began anew.

Up anchor and away again, this time to another
“ one-eyed ” place called Lingah, where, it
turned out, the senior naval officer's mail was
to be landed, and where, too, the searcher after
the elusive cruiser was to go ashore, in spite
of the fact that not a sign of his ship could be
seen. Anyhow, orders are orders, so the young
officer mustered his kit and stood by ready to go
ashore to the sweltering hole of Lingah, when
down came the visitation of quarantine.

Sun-scorched, almost overwhelmed by the
concentrated essence of a thousand stenches
from the hold of a native barge— the quarantine
boat of this forsaken spot— Lieutenant Farrell
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endured a six-hour trip to the quarantine
station, or within half a mile thereof, for when
this bark of perfumes grounded in shallow water,
himself and his dunnage were carried bodily
ashore by the odoriferous crew and deposited
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—marooned is the proper word— upon a desolate
island. Here the luckless officer had to spend
the night, and since the only building was a
rude Persian hut that had not been cleaned out
for some time, and was utterly destitute of
anything of convenience, his evening orisons
must have been varied and peculiar. Next

Typical natives of Muscat.

morning, however, the castaway of this abomin-
able island found his way aboard H.M.S. Fox
and reported himself for duty.

There was some excitement when a wireless
message'told the Fox that a party of hill gentry

1Photograph.

were going to visit Bunder Abbas and turn the
place into a shambles after looting the goods
and chattels of the inhabitants, and since
the senior naval officer thought his ship should
do the honours, away for the threatened city
she went at full speed, after confiscating the
cargoes of two innocent-looking “ buggalows,”
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Captured gun-running dhows in Muscat Harbour, awaiting their last tow out to sea, where they will be burnt-

From a Photograph.

which, ostensibly timber-laden, had concealed
in a specially-constructed lalse deck a valuable
consignment of about four hundred modem
rifles and Mauser pistols and one hundred and
seventy thousand rounds of ammunition.

On arriving at Bunder Abbas it was “ clear
ship for action,” and the Fox’s six-inch and 4/7
teeth bared for a meal of sundry bloodthirsty
hill-men, who, however, instead of having a
“ night out ” of plunder, bloodshed, and general
deviiment, kept away and contented themselves
with showering Mussulman curses on the giaour
who was instrumental in bringing the man-o’-
war into the programme and spoiling a joyous
razzia. After quitting Bunder Abbas the Fox
headed for Muscat, but was intercepted by a
wireless message to the effect that arms had been
landed at the village of Habt, on the Makran
coast. So she coaled in a tearing hurry at
Muscat and went off hot-foot, like the vermin
she is named after, to do mischief upon the
inhabitants of Habt. The place was a hen-roost
for the “ Foxes,” and rifles and cartridges the
chickens and eggs they sought, and as she
steamed across the Gulf her heat-seared executive
drew up plans of campaign.

The Fox’s Number One (anglice, First
Lieutenant) assumed the carrying out of the
operations of punishing the village, and it was
decided to land twenty Marines and twenty
bluejackets in cutters, whilst a covering party
in an armed launch stood by to attend to
objections to the business by the “ mayor and
burgesses ”— or their Habtian equivalents.

Lieutenant Farrell's notes refer to this
incident as follows:—

Lieutenant----—- was told off to go away in
charge of the Marines and myself in charge of
the bluejackets. We wore khaki, of course,
and every one of us was an arsenal in himself.

The ship kept well away from the shore until the
hour of darkness. Then, with all lights doused,
we crept in, going dead slow towards Habt,
off which we came to anchor about nine p.m.
The two cutters’ crews were then mustered,
magazines charged, and off we went. We
pulled away from the ship to the armed launch,
which gave us a tow in-shore, and then, after
casting off, took up a station to cover the landing
operations.  Lieutenant ----- 's boat and mine
then made for the beach. The arrangement
was to land quietly, get behind the village, and
then signal the Fox by rocket to switch on
sealchlights, and, if necessary, to open fire in
order to intimidate the inhabitants.

Everything went pretty well until we got to
the first line of surf, and then every one wa,
certain that this little expedition was not to be
carried out without trouble. That landing
would be a dangerous job was evidenced by the
tumble of huge, curling seas that roared and
broke in close proximity to us. An ordinary
whaler’s crew would have had hard work getting
ashore, but our two boats were heavily laden
with rifles, ammunition, fireworks, boat-gear, a
Maxim gun with fittings, and twenty-five hands
in each. Rocks, of whose exact position we had
no knowledge, were as plentiful as the curses
upon Habt and its gun-running sins that were
muttered, and it required very nice boatwork
to keep the whole lot of us from going ashore
as corpses. The Marines’ boat got full of water,
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but managed to pull clear of the surf. Then
concluding that nothing could be done in the
darkness, we agreed to wait a couple of hours
for dawn, which would give us just sufficient
light to see where we were. As everybody
and everything was wet we decided to return
to the launch, which would give us a chance of
squaring things up a bit for a fresh start.

Now after drifting and pulling about for a
couple of hours in a current and amidst heavy
surf bearings are apt to change, so that the
task of finding the launch was like looking for
a black man on a dark night. She had, of course,
no lights, and so we pulled first on one course,
then on another, and finally picked her up, tied
up astern of her, baled the boats out, and gave
the men an hour’s rest. After a drop of warm
cocoa had been
served out we
started for the
beach again about
three in the morn-
ing, with just
enough daylight to
see something of
its surf-swept
fringe. We made
two attempts to
get ashore, but the
surf was too heavy
for our laden boats,
so we anchored in
about nine feet of
water, and one
hand went over-
board with a' stern
line. When he
could find some-
where to stand he
hung on to the
line and another
man then went off
and bore a hand
in steadying it
Eventually, by this
line of communi-
cation, we all got

ashore and then
proceeded to the . .

il A dhow, captured with smuggled arms on board, being taken out to sea to
village. From a] be burnt-

There was con-
siderable excitement when we routed out the
slumbering inhabitants, and their morning
prayers consisted chiefly of consigning us to
somewhere hotter than their sun - blistered,
squalid, reeking hole of a place. What did we
want ? Guns ? The headman, whom a file
of half-dried “ jollies ” escorted, was by turns
indignant at the slur upon his village, and then
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apparently sorry that the rets of the warship
should send armed men to his peaceful abode.
He was a Hadji, he said, and on his sacred word
he had no guns in the village. By the beard of
the Prophet, by his father’s beard— by the whole
tonsorial outfit of his hagiology and family, in
fact—he swore to it, gesticulating frantically
the while. But the coast people are not to
be trusted very much in most things, and in
the matter of being innocent of smuggling or
hiding rifles, not at all. So as a search amid
the hovels and general filthy raffle of the place
failed to disclose any firearms the headman was
made prisoner and taken off to the Fox. Here
he was kept until, somehow, in spite of his former
protestations about there being no guns in Habt,
the unwashed tatterdermalions of that evil

abode exchanged
thirty rifles and
three thousand

rounds of ammuni-
tion for their cap-
tured headman.

After setting the
old fellow ashore
we steamed to Jask
in order to burn
the two buggalows
that had been cap-
tured before our
visit to Habt, and
on arrival there I
was detailed for
the duty, and went
off with the tor-
pedo gunner and
a party of seamen
to the craft. We
made them fast
alongside one an-
other with chain
lashings, and then
ran them ashore on
the beach, where
the captain and
first lieutenant
boarded them.
The whole crowd of
us then proceeded
to deluge those
two buggalows
with kerosene until they were thoroughly messy"
with the stuff. Then the match was applied
and the bonfire began. It was somewhat of
a spectacle and, with the explosion at odd
periods of stray rounds of ammunition, not
quite a safe one to witness.

Shortly after this we got wireless orders to
go to Bombay and there dock the ship for an

[Photograph.
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overhaul preparatory to joining the escort of
H.M. yacht Medina, with Their Majesties on
hoard. In the meantime, | applied for per-
mission to remain in the Gulf, and obtained it
just in time to quit the ship a quarter of an hour
before her departure from Muscat for Bombay.
At half-past ten that night word was given me
that if it were my wish | might proceed on
board H.M. armed launch Harold, but to hurry
up, as the Fox was about to leave, so | mustered
my Kit, threw it into a boat, and slipped off the
old Fox’s gangway just as she was getting her
anchor off the Muscat mud. | joined H-M.S.
Harold as first lieutenant, and we sailed very
soon after | had boarded her and reported for
duty, our section of patrol being from Saddaitch
to Ras Madain, on the Makran coast, about
fifteen hours’ run from Muscat. | had the
bridge next morning after breakfast, and had
not been long under the welcome shade of the
double awning when a buggalow was sighted.
Accordingly, | headed for her, and upon
coming up with her told her to heave to, which
she did, with a vast amount of jabbering and
singing out from her people. | was detailed
to board and search her with an armed boat’s
crew, and, of course, found her skipper—an
eagle-nosed rascal of mixed Arab and Baluch
blood— vociferous in denying any knowledge
of rifles amongst his cargo.

With a few hands, the rest standing by in
case of unpleasantness on the part of the
buggalow’s truculent-looking crew, | began a
search and discovered, hidden under a saddle-
bag, a sporting rifle and fifty rounds of ammuni-
tion. The skipper was greatly surprised at
the find. It was, he swore as only an Oriental
can swear, the only rifle and the only ammuni-
tion on board. How it got there he really
couldn't say. Mysterious! Wonderful 1 But
we continued our overhaul, and when our
investigations revealed another lot of cartridges,
Martinis this time, he became sullenly resigned
to being made a prize and taken in tow by the
Harold. As we headed for Jask, however, there
came into view a ship that flew a senior naval
officer's flag, and we saw that she was the
Perseus, which had assumed that dignity vice
the Fox, gone to Bombay. As she came up
to us she signalled us to stop, and then com-
municated the order that | was to report for
duty to her captain. Having joined the Perseus,
she made fast to the Harold's prize and resumed
her course for Jask, where the buggalow was
dealt with, after which we carried on with the
usual cojist patrol.

After some weeks in the Perseus | made an
application for command of an armed cutter,
and was given charge of P.l., detailed for

the guard of Saddaitch and carrying ten blue-
jackets, mostly gunnery ratings, an interpreter,
who was a Persian, my coxswain, a petty officer,
and myself. The Perseus dropped us one
Sunday morning off the Saddaitch River and left
us to look after ourselves. Previous to leaving
I was handed my orders, ten sheets of typed
foolscap, and these gave me to understand that
as this was a hostile coast | was not to approach
nearer than five hundred yards of the shore.
Orders and instructions as to signals and urgent
signals, such as in the event of being short of
water, starving, etc., were also contained herein,
and then, with best wishes from everybody, we
went over the side and said au revoir to the
Perseus for twenty days.

My job was to prevent the landing of arms
at Saddaitch, and to patrol a line ten miles east
of that wretched place and ten miles west of it—
twenty miles of a barren, sun-baked stretch of
coast that shimmered in the blaze of a tropic
summer, and without two pennyworth of green-
stuff to speak of in the whole of its length. |
began my work by having a look at the river,
and after leaving the ship headed for the bar.

The sea was rolling in pretty heavily as we
closed in to the first line of surf, and the outer
guard of breakers looked anything but tempting ;
but we got through without any mishap save
a drenching, and inspected the conformation of
the shore. Nothing suspicious could be seen, so
it was up-stick-and-away for a bit of cruising.

Now the cutter was but twenty-eight feet
long, and in her were stowed two masts, with
sails, two awnings, twelve barricoes of fresh
water, stores and provisions for twenty days, a
stove with cooking utensils, fourteen oars, a
metal-lined case of ammunition, a Maxim gun
with its fittings, and one officer and twelve men
with rifles, bandoliers, and Kits.

There was not an inch of space to spare, and
after a couple of days we began to feel sore, for
the little craft was chock-a-block with us and
the collection of gear, so that at night, if one
had to sleep, it was a plank or grating, or case
for a pillow and mattress, and an overcoat for
a blanket. The boat either rolled or danced
about every minute of the twenty-four hours,
and was a little floating lump of acute discomfort.

Sometimes there was too much liveliness in
her to allow of a fire being started, so the menu
was biscuit and water, with water and biscuit
as an alternative course. Cramped, sore, and
ill-tempered after some days of this, we fell in
with bad weather, and with some of the hands
ill from exposure and exhaustion owing to want
of food and sleep, the only course left was to
let go an anchor and ride it out. To go ashore
was out of the question, for news travels fast
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among those peoples ol the East, and the coming
ol a lagged crowd of castaways— castaways of the
hated patrol, too, and with rifles to boot— would
have meant our being cut up into shreds
by the Afghans and their equally gentle friends.

We were between the devil and the deep sea
with a vengeance, and, because we knew what
sort of an end the latter would make of us,
chose to chance matters there rather than with
the devil, whose name was literally legion.

Night after night, from sundown to the dawn,
| sat at the tiller keeping the boat head-on to
the seas, and then, when daylight came, tended
the sick amongst us as best | could with the aid
of such of my crew as could spare a moment
occasionally from almost incessant baling;
then, towards the end of the afternoon, | would
snatch what rest | could. Seven days and seven
nights this sort of thing lasted, and no sign did
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we see of anything like a sail or smoke-blotch
that would give some hope, however slight, of
help. Grey, grim, and dour was sea and sky
by day and black was all by night, save where
the white of a breaking surge roared and hissed
amidst the tumble of water around us.

On the morning of the eighth day of this
wretchedness | saw what | thought to be a patch
of smoke against the sky, and when absolutely
certain of it, passed the word to the men, who
welcomed the news with a cheer. The vessel
proved to be H.M.S. Espiegle, and upon seeing
our distress signals she got to windward and
drifted down to us, when | went on board and
reported our plight to her commanding officer.
He decided to shift the cutter’s “ beat” to a more

H.M. Sloop " Espiegle,” also engaged in the Persian Gulf blockade.

sheltered centre, so we had a tow for a couple
of hours, and | took the chance of a bath, with a
good square meal to follow it, in the cosy ward-
room, whilst the crew did likewise on the berth
deck.

About three that afternoon | cast off from
the Espiegle with the same complement, re-
plenished stores, and instructions to steer due
north three miles, which would be the central
point of my new beat, another wretched little
place called Gabrig. About five we got in
towards the shore, and upon examining its
appearance found that we were off the seaward
bank of a sort of lagoon into which a river
discharged its waters. This we proceeded to
approach and scrutinize, but could find no
indications of a safe passage until well to the
east of the starting spot of our investigation.
We ran in through an intricate channel that was
full of sand-
banks, but man-
aged to avoid
getting piled up
on any of them.
Seeing absolutely
no sign of life
whatever, |
decided to give all
hands a chance of
stretching  their
limbs.

I selected a
sandy spit that
formed a sort of
peninsula jutting
out from the main
land, and put the
cutter for it. All
around us was the
stillness of death.
Not even a soli-
tary bird could
be seen in the
sky. The crew of the P.l. were the only humans
within my view. However, as a cautionary
measure | sent the Persian interpreter— or spy,
to use the propel term for this valuable member
of the Gulf ships’ complements—to find out
whether things were as quiet as they seemed
and to report at sundown. Supper was then
prepared, and whilst the hands were busied at
this | examined the surroundings with a
powerful glass and saw, as before, absolutely
no sign of life.

About nine o’clock, whilst I was initiating
a quartet of bluejackets into the mysteries
of bridge, one of the men came up and said that
he had seen a light some distance away on the
rising ground, so in reply to his request to part

[Photograph.
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company on an inspection | sent him, with
another, to see what they could make of it,
bidding them take their rifles in case of danger.
They had not been gone many minutes when
back they came and gave me news that surprised
me.

The light that had been first seen had dis-
appeared, but several more were in sight
and moving about. This called for my own
attention, so | told the bridge party to carry
on and, taking my revolver and glass, took up
a position on the shore, whence a good view of
the hills could be obtained. One glance was
enough. The dark mass of the hills, that a few
hours before had been void of life, now bore
unmistakable evidence that men were afoot,
for an iriegular line of lights— some like brilliant
pin-points, others reddish in colour and flaring—1
moved slowly downwards but ever towards the
beach.

A low call brought the coxswain to me.

“ Let the men have their tot,” said I, “ and
at once, coxswain. Clear the cutter for action.
Douse all lights. Clear away the gun for firing,
with a long belt in. See the hands all ready.”

| then posted two armed sentries and remained
on guard myself.

It was a tight fix to be in, and we all knew it.
I had calculated that we should not be able to
get the cutter afloat, from where she lay, high
and dry, before midnight, and if the tribesmen
made a rush in spite of Maxim and riflefire,

Searching a dhow tor concealed arms.
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it would be over with every one of us in a very
few minutes. So we waited,, standing to arms,
and in silence, striving to pierce the gloom of
night, hearing nothing but our own hard
breathing that at times caused a belt or ban-
dolier to creak. But the lip-lap-lip of the
ripples was the sound that all of us wished to
hear growing stronger as the tide came gradually
up the beach, for at any minute | expected to
see the tribesmen pouring over the sand-hills,
and, as | watched and waited for the Afghans
or the tide, one question kept running through
my mind : “ Will they attack before midnight ? ”

At last, after a couple of hours of anxious
expectation, we had water enough to float the
cutter, and at about midnight got her under
way without any noise, pulled out quietly about
seven hundred yards away from the shore, and
let go an anchor. About one o’clock, whilst
| sat looking at the dark tongue of sand that had
been the scene of our harassing vigil, there came
a flash and the report of a rifle from the very
spot, that we had left, and the shrill voices of
men jabbering, and, doubtless, cursing their
ill-luck. The hill-men had been disappointed.
Dawn came and showed us that whatever gear
had been left ashore by us had been burnt by
them in revenge. Later on there came down
to the boat our Persian interpreter, who told
a story of how he had to “ run plenty ver’
quick,” and who was gasping for a drink. |
half believed the yarn, but took good care that
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none of us went ashore again in the vicinity of
Gabrig.

For some ten days after this we cruised
about, stopping dhows with our Maxim and then
searching them, but making no captures. The
water and provisions had got rather low by this
time, and for about a week we had not partaken
of anything like a solid meal, and the whole of
us were feeling sick of the job of boat cruising.
One night we saw some lights, and presently
the beam of a search-light in sweeping the seas
rested upon us, and we were soon alongside
H.M.S. Espiegle, to whose commanding officer
I reported myself. He told me that the Perseus,
which | had not seen for twenty days, had been
ordered down to Bombay, and would rendezvous
the next morning to pick up her cutter and crew.
We tied up astern of the Espiegle that night,
and next morning, when my ship the Perseus
joined the Espiegle, | got the order that | was
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to transfer to the latter ship, and so bade good-
bye to my cutter and her hands. The Espiegle,
being next senior ship in the division, hoisted
the S.N.O.’s flag.

Whilst attached to this ship the participation
in the landing at Bushire fell to my lot, and it
was a change from the chasing, stopping, and

A party of captured gun-runners.

searching of dhows that marked the cruising
as one of her officers.

Most people remember the row about the
molestation of an English lady in Shiraz, Central
Persia, and the decision of the Indian Govern-
ment to send troops to Shiraz and Ispahan for
the preservation of order in those districts.
These troops came up from Bombay in a couple
of hired transports to Bushire, and, as the
Persians had threatened to oppose the landing,
we had orders to proceed and await the arrival
of the force. On arrival in the harbour of
Bushire we found H.M.S. Odin already there, and
at once began to arrange a plan of action in
case of any trouble occurring. | went ashore
with the captain, and had an opportunity of seeing
the commandant of the military camp, who,
together with the S.N.O., arranged the details
of the morrow. Two heavily-armed cutters
were detailed to escort the launches conveying
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the troops ashore, and were in respective charge
of the Odin’s first lieutenant and myself.

Next morning in came the two transports
with the troops (the Central India Horse was
the regiment), and they found the Odin at one
end of the harbour, the Espiegle at the other,
armed cutters standing by, and landing parties
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in readiness. We took up stations as detailed
and saw all clear for getting the men ashore
without any shooting being necessary, and then
resumed cruising. Some time after this there
came a signal from the commander-in-chief
turning me over to the Philomel, which had
Number Three Section of the Gulf Patrol, and
was parent ship for all small armed craft within
that sphere of operations, two of that flotilla
being her own cutters. Hearing that two of the-
boats were away cruising | volunteered for com-
mand of one of them. A buggalow had been
reported as having left Muscat for Habt, and
the commanding officer of the Philomel decided
to drop another cutter to guard that harbour,
and so | found myself again at boat-work very
soon after making my offer, and in due course
pulled away in the Ph. 3, the Philomel’s third
cutter.

In the harbour of Habt | went ashore, had a
look round, and finding everything in order
went back to the boat. On our way to the cutter
we espied some turtles, and as the chance of
fresh food on these expeditions is small we lost
no time in “ turning turtle ” a trinity of the
biggest; two of them, six hundred and eighty
and seven hundred and twenty-two pounds
respectively, we presented to the captain and
officers of the Philomel, and of the smallest
we made soup for ourselves. The cutter remained
at Habt for three days, and her guard was then
shifted to Saddaitch, a place of which my
recollections are not altogether pleasant. |
remained off here for about three weeks, and had
much better weather ; the bar, too, was easier
to negotiate, which was a feature that was
appreciated by reason of the fact that we kept
fairly dry during our several trips through its
surf.

Soon | had another shift of station, and this
time my centre was a place called Puzim, a sort
of inhabited combination of dustbin and manure-
heap, and a good deal farther to the east of my
previous scene. When | heard of this being
my centre | explained the difficulties of it to my
commander, who was new to the station, and
asked him to have an eye on us during the
cruise, as the beat was an open bay, subject to
a very nasty sea in the winter whenever a
shamah, common to the coast about those months,
started to blow. He was a good deal concerned,
but as this particular place badly needed a
guardian angel to keep it from the crime of
gun-running, he assured me of his solicitude,
and away | went with a new cutter and a new
crew.

At about seven in the evening on the day of
leaving the ship, we got close in shore and rode
at anchor until ten o’clock, when | found that
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it would be high water, which would allow of
a closer inspection of the far from picturesque
beach and its hilly conformation. So we got
under way, nosed about for some time like a
terrier after a rat-hole, and about midnight
picked up a bit of a bar. The surf ran very
heavy, with such a big breaking into “ white
water,” that the prospect of getting through
without a capsize seemed very remote. The
look of the weather, too, was anything but
bright, so | decided to get over the bar, as we
should then be better placed to find shelter
should it come on to blow heavily. A couple
of us then stripped and got overboard, and after
a bit of personal investigation saw that the bar
was off the entrance to a fine river, where shelter
could be found from anything like heavy weather.
There was a chance of being up-ended in the
surf, so | ordered all hands to strip and to stand
by for a jump if she turned over. Then, clad
as were Mulvaney and his chums at the immortal
taking of Lungtungpen, we headed for the bar
as soon as a cheery “ All ready, sir 1’ was
reported. By this time brilliant lightning was
playing about us, but whether thunder followed
it | could not say, for all round us was a tumbling,
crashing, booming inferno of white water that
drowned every other sound and nearly ourselves
as well.

We had only the lightning as an illuminant of
our passage, but we got through with nothing
worse than a bath, and after pulling up the river
for about a quarter of a mile dropped anchor.
Daylight came and then, with an armed guard,
| went ashore to the village, which was scattered
along the right bank, off which we had brought
up. We tramped over sand and stone, and the
yelping of a cur that came charging out of the
cluster of huts brought out a number of the
villagers armed with a variety cf weapons. These
gentlemen, seeing what we ,were, called out that
they were peaceful, and that their headman
himself would go bail for their good conduct.
Thereupon the headman himself came and made
salaam and spoke soft, soothing words in pro-
testation of his loyalty (they all do this, even
though their' huts are a veritable armoury of
contraband shooting-irons). 1 had a look round,
however, just to assure myself, and found no
evidence of there being anything wrong in the
rifle line of business. From a sanitary stand-
point the place merited burning down, but that
we couldn’t do. We then left the salaaming
headman and put to cruising again.

About a week or so after this H.M.S. Tamil
signalled orders to proceed to Rashide and search
the river. We'did so, and on the passage back
to resume our ordinary “ beat” fell foul of
a shamah, a northerly gale that may last a few
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hours or a week. | knew what we were in for,
and so hove-to under close-reefed foresail and
mainsail; but before very long away to leeward
went the foresail in a hundred streamers. Not
long after this the mainmast carried away about
the middle and nearly capsized us as it went
flying over the side. For a few seconds it looked
as if we were going to finish there and then, but
we let go our anchor and that kept her head-on
to the seas. Thus we spent the night. Lightning
hissing and crackling around us; steep-to seas
lifting the luckless cutter with a wrenching tug
at the anchor that strained her in every inch of
her frame, so that | thought she would open

of getting into shelter. 1 don’t know exactly
how we got through, but by a miracle get through
we did, and mighty glad we were to get into the
creek. Not long afterwards the Philomel hove
in sight, and we at once knocked off patching up
our damages and got alongside. | was sorry
to report extensive damages, but the captain
simply shook hands with me.

“ Thank Heaven you are safe,” said he.

| resumed command of the cutter with a new
crew after she had been fitted out with fresh
masts and sails, during which | had a bath and
something to eat. This lesumption of my
guard meant Christmas away from the ship.

“ All round us was a tumbling, crashing, booming inferno of white water.”

up beneath us; water washing over the bow
and rushing outboaid over the stern, drenching
all of us—that was our plight ina night of gloom.
Daylight came and showed each one of us the
dishevelled, miserable-looking men of his com-
pany, and yet, spite of the melancholy spectacle
it held out some hope that put a little
energy into us. At least we could see. So we
got out the oars and, watching every opportunity,
edged gradually in towards the creek. It was a
desperate chance. But since our own sense told
us that there was no hope of living through the
smother, we took this as a last fighting chance

which was not a very pleasant prospect. How-
ever, we made the best of it, and just after that
festival were recalled by signal to the ship. |
had to dismantle the cutter, as the Philomel
expected final orders to proceed to Bushire,
there to land every available man and every
available gun to march upon Shiraz to relieve
the Central India Horse, as they were being cut
up by the Persians. However, something
happened, and we got orders to resume our
patrol, and | was once again mustering my
cutter's crew for cruising. The night of my
departure was far from bright. Lowering skies
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and a spiteful heave in the sea gave a threatening
aspect to the prospect of boat work, and Captain
----- did not like the idea of the boat leaving, as
my new “ beat ” had been shifted from Puzim
to Galag, and | was new to it. However, as |
knew my crew well and the weatherly qualities
of the boat, | assured him that we should be all
right, and so, after telling me he would keep
within range of a rocket, the cutter got orders
to proceed.

Some cruising around resulted in our discover-
ing what looked like the entrance to a river, so,
of course, we had the usual fight with a boiling
surf, and finally came to anchor in a fairly large
stream. When day dawned we heard, sounds
of domestic animals, and the first gleams of
daylight showed us a village clustered on the
right bank, with three buggalows lying in a tier
close in. Thereupon | sent the coxswain with
an armed party to investigate, but before long
he returned and reported that a caravan of
about forty camels and sixty men, every one of
them armed, was near the village.

This was news indeed !

The coxswain’s description of the caravan
was that “ they were an ugly-looking lot and
beggars to fight ” ; but in spite of the number
| determined to have a look round the village,
and so, with bandoliers full and magazines
charged, we got ashore. We were not molested
on our way up from the boat, and instead of
being ridden at by the “ camelry ” found that
the outfit had stampeded for the hills. This
looked fishy. So, to bring matters to a crisis,
we rounded up three headmen, marched them
down to the cutter, and then, to ensure their
comfort in the way of congenial society, boarded
the three buggalows and haled their protesting
skippers along also, leaving our half-dozen
guests under escort. | told the headmen that
if in an hour’s time they had not expressed a
willingness to hand over all arms or ammunition
in the place, 1 would search every habitation
in it, and if rifles or cartridges were found raze
the whole town. One of them looked up, and
began the usual tale of ignorance concerning
guns and ammunition, whilst his friends in
duress joined in with shrill acquiescence and
vehement gesticulation to emphasize the absolute
morality of the squalid hole of which they were
the “ corporation.”

“ But why did those gentlemen on camels
skedaddle ?” 1 asked in the Gulf equivalent
for lingua franca or “ pidgin.”

Oh, the caravan ? They had come to buy
goats and kids, for their flocks on the hills had
been raided by sundry sons of Belial (my in-
formant’s precise genealogy of the caterans
cannot be repeated here) and having finished
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trading had gone back to their village. They
were eminently respectable, | was assured—
the local equivalents for the unco’ guid in
general, and, above, all, men of peace and
goodwill.

This | thought to be a rather “ tall story,”
and, knowing that village people are not in the
habit' of riding camels, gave the gist of
the yarn to my coxswain, who had seen the
caravan.

“ Ah, sir,” was his remark, “ he’s just a bit
of aliar. Them camel chaps 'll fight yet.”

The time for handing over the rifles had ex-
pired, and we were overhauling the village,
dodging in and out of filthy dwellings that reeked
with smells, with dogs, mangy and scarred,
snarling at us, and women spitting on the ground,
when one of the hands who were keeping a look-
out for any trouble reported that the mounted
men were coming down at full speed in
open order. A movement towards the cutter
was now commenced, for a puff of smoke from
the camel-men and a spurt of dust in the sand
spoke of trouble, and as we fell back we gave
them a few shots to keep them in check. The
prisoners were secured, so that all hands were
free to devote their attention to the shindy, and
as the camels still came on— they had now closed
in on their centre and were coming down at full
speed—we opened on them with the machine-
gun and our rifles. For about an hour or so
things were lively. The enemy were not the
peaceful gentry the headmen would have had
me believe, but, as | had surmised, pukka
fighting men from the hills.

They advanced at first in a charge, yelling
and firing from their swaying steeds as they came
on. The din was awful. There were the shrill
yells of the attacking force, joined in a devil’s
chorus with the scream of the camels, the thud
of hoofs, the irregular “ bang ” of Martinis, and,
rising high above all, the harsh, grating purr of
our little Maxim and the sharp crack of the
Service small arms. The hillmen were using
the old black powder behind a -45 bullet, and
their fire gave a considerable amount of smoke.
Through the cloud of smoke and dust and sand
they charged again and again, trying to smash
us by sheer weight after a scattering volley,
but the steady stream of bullets from the Maxim
and rifles stopped the rush every time. They
next tried a rush in extended order, and failing
to do so made one last attempt en masse, firing,
reloading, and firing again as they stormed
towards us, but only to meet a crashing fire that
scattered them. They finally drew off, and we
then had a look round to see what damage
had been done during the attack. There was
one bullet-hole through the quarter on the
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starboard side, and the -45 that had penetrated
my cutter had also splintered my left foot. |
bandaged it and then went ashore with an
armed guard to search the village. We turned
the place upside down and inside out in a hunt
for arms that lasted for hours, and which, much
to the men’s disgust, was not rewarded by any

Philomel the state of it made such a feat im-
possible, so | arrived on board in the arms of
my coxswain.

Here ends this straightforward story of an
officer's experiences in the suppression of the
traffic in arms in the Persian Gulf. Subse-

They made one last attempt ‘ en masse,’ firing, reloading, and firing again as they stormed towards us**

discoveries. We finished about nightfall and
then returned to the cutter, released the three
headmen and buggalow skippers, and put to sea
again to cruise. Though | made the signal
“ All well ” to various vessels of the division
that spoke the cutter, I was not sorry to see my
parent ship heave in sight one day and display
the signal for me to repair on board, as my foot
was by now very painful and quite out of action,
for when | made an attempt to board the

quently Lieutenant (now Lieutenant- Com-
mander) Farrell was pulled off by his old
cutter’s crew in a special gig to the s.s. Dumia,
of the British India Line, and carried on board
by his coxswain. As the gig pulled away from
the cruiser there was a scramble of men to
hammock nettings and rails. The whole ship’s
company, without orders, turned out, manned
ship, and gave “ three cheers for Mr. Farrell ”
as he started on his homeward voyage.



ODDS AND ENDS.

The Mysterious Well—A Sumatran Bride—A Village of Cave-Dwellers, etc., etc.

RIDES all over the world like to make the
best display possible on their wedding day,
and the bridal attire of the various countries
is invariably both costly and beautiful.
For sheer gorgeousness, however, it would
be hard to rival the wedding finery of

the belles of the island of Sumatra. The dress is
woven entirely ot gold thread, and its weight is so
great that the wearer can hardly move ; even stand-
ing up requires a distinct effort. Apart from this
shimmering, golden garment, the bride is loaded
down with gold ornaments — rings, bangles, earrings,
pendants, girdles, and necklaces—and sundry ornamental
purses of the same metal. The huge ornaments hanging
on chains round her neck are hollow, but all the smaller
charms are of solid native gold, most massively wrought.
One might almost think that the natives, having heard
something about a good wife being “ worth her weight in
gold,” had set out to prove the fact by loading their
quaint little brides with the actual equivalent of their
weight in the precious metal.

Two miles out from Settle, on the main road between
that town and Ingleton, Yorkshire, there is to be found
one of the most curious of natural phenomena in the
shape of the famous ebbing and flowing well of Giggles-
wick. A small, unpretentious little structure, scarcely to
be distinguished from the ordinary trough of water to be
seen on many of our country roads, it is yet one of the
most quaint and fascinating spectacles one could hope to
see. As the name implies, the weh has the nature of a
tide ; it ebbs and flows continually, though by no means
with regularity. Sometimes the privileged traveller will
see the oblong stone basin filled with clear water; then,
even as he gazes into its pellucid deptns, the water gradu-
ally sinks until the trough is half empty, or it may be
more. There is barely time to wonder at this strange
thing ere, with a rush and a whirl, the trough is again full.
The ebb and flow continues with more or less marked
effect, and the water is never at the same level for two
consecutive minutes. Sometimes the outflow has scarcely

The curious well at Giggleswick, Yorkshire, which ebbs and flows continually.

From a Photograph.
VoL xxxi.—28.

A Sumatran bride—She is dressed from head to foot in cloth
of gold and loaded down with golden ornaments.

From a Photo. AyArgus, Milan.

begun before the basin again
fills, but at other times the
trough is almost emptied.
Occasionally, perhaps once in a
couple of hours, the well is com-
pletely emptied, and then the
wondering beholder sees what
is apparently a huge worm
double quickly across the base
of the trough. It is all done
in an instant, and one has but
little chance to note the size of
the “ worm ” ere the creature
disappears and the water again
bubbles over the mouth of the
basin. The whole thing has a
touch of the weird. There is
no visible outlet, though, by
putting one’s hand into the
trough, one can feel a small hole
in the side of the basin. It
may be through this that the
water escapes, but where it goes
to is a mystery just as much
as how the well refills so
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From a Photo.]

rapidly. The ground round the base of the trough is
hard and dry, and the water could not possibly be spilled
there without some sign being left. It must, therefore,
sink back into the underground cistern from which, as a
spring, it arises. Local scientists have a theory to the
effect that the whole thing is due to a current of air which
passes through the base of the trough, and point out that
when the wind is in certain quarters the “ worm ” is seen
more often that when contrary winds blow. The well is
steeped in antiquity, and is mentioned by the earliest of
travellers.

The photograph reproduced above
shows one of the most famous
“ flat arches” in the world. This
is to be found in the ruin of the
Church of Santa Domingo, Panama
City, and has stood for nearly
three centuries. The arch has an
unsupported span of thirty-six
feet five inches, and stands twenty
feet from the ground. Tradition
has it that the Dominican monks
planned and built their own church.
This arch was near the front of
the entrance and supported the
organ-loft, and it fell down three
times as soon as the supports were
taken away. Then a monk who
was neither an architect nor an
engineer “ dreamed ” an arch and
drew up a plan according to his
vision. When the arch was for
the fourth time completed, the
designer stood beneath it while the
supports were removed, staking his
life on his inspired work. It stood,
and still stands. The church was
destroyed by fire in 1737, and now From &

The famous “ flat arch” of Panama City, which has stood for nearly three centuries.

[by Marine.

nothing remains but this marvellous arch. The ruin is
now the property of private owners, and unless the famous
arch is speedily bought by the Government of Panama
it will be torn down, and a modern apartment-house
will be erected on the site.

In the island of Grand Canary there is a very interesting
community of cave-dwellers. The village of Atalaya, as
it is called, is reached by a drive of about eight miles
from Las Palmas, during which an ascent of one thousand
seven hundred feet is made. On reaching the crest of the

The cave—]dwelling village of Atalaya, Grand Canary, where about a thousand 'Ppeople live in

caverns hollowed out of the rock. [*hotograph.
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of the sun, brought down from on
high by the wings of a bird.

Mediaeval Europe, in a more practi-
cal manner, sought protection behind
the solid masonry of castle walls.

In America we have approached
the ideal of the Egyptians. Franklin
drew electricity from the clouds and
Bell harnessed it to the telephone.

Today the telephone is a means
of protection more potent than the
sun disk fetish and more practical
than castle walls.

The Bell System has carried the
telephone wires everywhere through-

out the land, so that all the people
are bound together for the safety
and freedom of each.

This telephone protection, with
electric speed, reaches the most
isolated homes. Such ease of com-
munication makes usa homogeneous
people and thus fosters and protects
our national ideals and political
rights.
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From a Photo.] Mysterious Indian carvings on the coast of British Columbia. \by King

hill one comes suddenly on a
strange sight—a veritable war-
ren, inhabited by human beings,
numbering about a thousand
souls iij all, who know no other
home than caves. These caves
have been hollowed out of the
volcanic rock, and while many
are open to the elements others
have been walled in, leaving an
open doorway. In a few cases,
where space could be obtained,
a room has been built outside.
These people are the descendants
of the Guanchos—the original
inhabitants of the islands—and
Spaniards, and eke out a very
precarious existence by the
manufacture of pottery, which
they barter for the necessaries
of life. They do not till the
land, but are adepts at begging.
The striking photograph shown
above depicts sortie ancient
Indian carvings on the face of
the rocks on the British Colum-
bian coast. Doubtless these odd-
looking hieroglyphics have some
abstruse symbolical meaning,
but the degenerate present-day
descendants of the race which
formerly inhabited the country
would probably have great
difficulty in deciphering them.
The people who live in the
mountains round Simla have
some very curious customs.
They believe, for instance, an extraordinary Indian custom—The babies are put to sleep with a stream of water pouring
that children benefit by having over their heads, and are left in this position for several hours.
cold water poured on their From a Photo, by Major A. G. Young.
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of Isis, and that they used to meet there every Thursday
and Sunday. These gatherings lasted only for six months,
for, as is usual with such little sects, the society came to
an early end through lack of funds. After remaining
empty for some time the building was taken over by a
wineshop-keeper, but he, too, had ill-success and was
compelled to close his doors. Had the wineseller opened
such a building as this on the Bpulevard de Clichy, at
Montmartre, side by side with some of the eccentric cafes
of Paris, he could not have failed to make his fortune.”

In the heart of the main plaza of the little Indian village
of Jamay, on the shore of bake Chapala, in the State of
Jalisco, Mexico, stands the remarkable monument shown
below. The pedestal is built of brick and concrete, while
the statue of Pope Pius IX. which crowns it is made of

concrete. There are two noticeable features about
this monument.  Firstly, the Pope faces in two
directions, having noback to his figure ; and secondly,
the monument, costing something like fifteen thou-
sand pesos, was erected in fulfilment of a vow made
by certain devout Indians of Jamay some fifty

Built as a *Temple of Isis." this curious-looking building, vﬁhiCh is situated near

Genoa, was finally turned into a wine-shop.
From a Photo, by Laurence <8 Co., Paris.

heads, though they are unable to state wherein the benefit
lies. Babies, from shortly alter birth to the age of four
or five years, are daily put with their heads under a small
stream of water, remaining there for several hours. The
baby is so disposed that the water just hits the top of its
head and then runs off without wetting its clothes. The
water has a decided soporific effect, putting the child to
sleep almost at once—which may be the explanation of
the popularity of the practice. One or two women usually
remain in charge of a bunch of babies. The two women
shown in the picture are twisting thread for weaving
purposes, using their toes to hold the ends. The only
answer the correspondent who took the photograph could
get to his questions as to what good the process did was
that “ it kept the babies’ heads cool.” This is doubtless true,
as the water is generally bitterly cold, and the operation
goes on winter and summer, regardless of the temperature.
“ While taking a stroll on the fortifications above
Genoa,” writes a correspondent, “ I was considerably
surprised to find myself face to face with the curious
little building represented in the foregoing photo-
graph ; and I could not help exclaiming to my companion,
‘ Have we been transported by magic to the banks of the
Nile ?’ Curious to know the history of this construc-
tion, which has all the air of an Egyptian temple, 1 made
inquiries fn the neighbourhood, and was informed that
it had been erected, some ten or twelve years ago, by the
members of a strange society, supposed to be worshippers

years ago, when a
terrific pestilence
— prooably small-
pox— carried off
more than half the
inhabitants of the
village. The sur-
vivors prayed to
the saints to avert
the pestilence, but
apparently with-
out result. They
then prayed to the
Pope at Rome,
vowing to build
the monument
should the curse of
the plague be re-
moved. The pesti-
lence disappeared
soon after, and
the monument—
the result of the
contribution  of
some article of
jewelleryoraday’s
labour of every
Indian left alive
in Jamay — was
promptly erected.

A monument with a remarkable history.
From a Photograph.
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take no risk. $5,000 guarantee bond behind every garment
—money back if not perfectly satisfactory. No money-
no experience necessary. Snappy selling helps and
valuable presents for your customers—everything FREE
and sent at once. Write today—a postal will do.

Great Centra] Tailoring Co. Dept. 777 Chicago, 1L

when writing to advertisers.



The Hands at Home
are Reaching for
Every Man’s Salary

As his family grows, his needs
are greater—as prices rise, his
struggle is greater.

The cost of living is no respecter of
Salaries. You must advance to keep
ahead of your needs, and the only way to
advance is, to keep learning more and
more about your work.

The untrained man’s value is
absolutely fixed.— certain work ata cer-
tain wage, regardless of family or prices of
food, rent and clothing. .

THE WIDE WORLD MAGAZINE

The trained man’s value has no
limit. His salary increases with his
knowledge.

You can have the training that will
put you in the class of advancing men,
whose rise to success is faster than the
growing needs of home and family.

Thousands of men have read other
messages of advice like this, have acted
upon them and have risen to high-salaried
positions through the aid of the
International Correspondence Schools.

Get Rid of Your
Money Worries

Over 400 men each month voluntarily
write to the I. C. S. telling how they have
had their salaries increased, due directly to
L C. S. training.

Kindly mention this magazine when writing to advertisers.
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Just think of it—you may be one of
these 400 in a month or so, for the rises in
position take place as the training pro-
gresses. You don’'t have to waityears
to get results.

You can do it. It is so easy there is
really nothing to decide except— Do You
Want To Better Your Position and
Make More Money?

Show This
To Your Family

They will decide it for you in a
moment.

All you have to do now, is mark the
coupon opposite the occupation in which
you want special training. Mail it to the
International ~ Correspondence Schools.

They will send you full particulars as to
just how they can help you.

How you can get the training in your
leisure hours. How expert instructors
personally direct your course. How easy
it is made for you no matter where you

live— what your education—how old you
are or how little money you have.

Marking the coupon places
you under no obligation, and it is
surely worth while to go that far
as a step toward better things.

r INTERNATIONAL

Box 860,

SCHOOLS

SCRANTON. PA.

Explain, without; further obligation on my part, how
I can qualify for the position before which'I mark X.

Salesmanship =t
Electrical Engineer
Elec.Lighting Supt.
Electric Car Banning
Electric Wireman
Telephone Expert
Architect
BuildingContractor
Architectural Draftsman
Structural Engineer
Concrete Construction
Meehan. Engineer
Mechanical Draftsman
Refrigeration Engineer
CivilEngineer
Surveyor

Mine Superintendent
Metal Mining

Loeomotlve Fireman AF.ng.

StationaryEngineer
Textile Manufacturing
Gas Engines

Name

Present Occupation

. Streetand No. .

L

]

Civil Service

Railway Mall Clerk
Bookkeeping
Ste_noaraphyli_fc‘!'ypawr_ltlag
Window Trimming
Show Card Writing
Lettering k_Sign Painting
Advertisin

Commereial 1llustrating
IndustrialDesigning
Commercial Law
Automobile Running
Teacher

English Branches
Good English for EveryOna
Agriculture .
Poultry Farming
Plumbing k Steam FitUng
Sdeet Metal Worker

Navigation Spanish
Languages French
Chemist German

Kindly mention this magazine when writing to advertisers.
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Pin We have had *“hole-proof”
Proof socks, *“unshrinkable” under
Cravats Wear, “burglar proof” safes

and now someone comes along
with “pin proof” cravats, or ties. And they
bear out their guarantee, too. These cravats
are made in all shades and the material is so
woven that the scarf pin leaves no “sear.” They
are guaranteed to be almost indestructible and
the wearer eventually throws the tie away, not
because it is worn out, but because he is tired of
the color!  “Pin proof” ties are likely to enjoy
a big sale during these days of stock market de-
pression, and we congratulate the astute invent-
or who first thought of offering such a bomb-
proof tie to an economic-loving public.

Caps Though many of our readers
For All may nO* aware of the fact,
, or there is a fashion in caps as
Seasons there is in every other neces-

sity to correct masculine dress. If this were not
so who would take any trouble in selecting a cap?
The man who studies his appearance shows con-
siderable discernment when purchasing a cap.
He considers the pattern, the color, the “lines”
and the material. Is the cap for golfing, for
motoring, for hunting or for cycling? Every
season almost demands a different kind of cap.
In spring and summer even landsmen seem to
favor yachting caps, while in the fall the cordu-
roy hunting cap is seen on every hand—or rather
head. Motor headwear may be found in endless
varieties and even the polo cap is patronized by
men who have never seen an international game.
There are occasions when nothing but a cap will
answer and the man who has a desire to appear
suitably dressed will show as much judgment in
the selection of a cap as he will in the choice of
a coat.

The The ‘‘blazer,” so popular in
U(iniil_ England, has had rather a
Kopuia struggle to find favor in this
Blazer country. But it is making its

way and the time is not far off when this “coat
of many colors” will be as much worn here as on
the other side of the pond. It was Mrs. Langtry
who deplored the fact that men wore such som-
bre-hued clothes and hoped that the time would
soon come when plum-colored coats and “robin-
red-breast” waistcoats would come into fashion
again. As a matter of fact, nothing looks better
on the baseball field or the tennis court than a
“blazer,” and though some tastes run to bizarre
effects it seldom happens that the color or com-
bination of colors offends the eye. The “blazer”
is, perhaﬁs, an acquired taste, but it undoubtedly
pleases the ladies and under these circumstances
1t should, perhaps, be encouraged.

Soft The soft double-cuff shirt has
Double-Cuff evidently come to stay. The

Shirts oung man_of today evidentl

omrts gpprgves of ?t,but V\Yhether%(y-

cause of its appearance or comfort it is hard to
say. Doubtless comfort outrivals appearance,for
it cannot be denied that there is something a

His Needs

little bit untidy about the soft cuff which the
laundered article does not possess. As a matter
of fact the soft cuff shirt is on a part with the
soft bosom dress shirt. Neither is as smart as
the starched article, but by reason of its comfort
it is bound to “win out.” "It cannot be denied
that there are very fascinating patterns in these
newest style shirts,and this all helps to popularize
a fresh fashion.

England An English reader has written
and the us complaining that a recent
T paragraph dealing with the
lanft tariff question was not in very

good taste and protesting that some readers
would surely be offended. The only remark which
could possibly be considered in the slightest de-
gree offensive was that in which we said that
“England would be glad to have an opportunity
of supplying us with men’s wear, and when she
does there i1s no doubt that domestic goods will
come down in price.” We cannot imagine why
offence should be taken at this very innocent
remark. The price of wearing apparel will cer-
tainlgl be reduced when other countries are en-
abled to bring in their goods under a moderate
tariff, and we cannot see that our own manufac-
turers will suffer to any great extent. Competi-
tion is good under all circumstances.

Braid That most excellent exemplar

and fashion—The Clothier and

. Furnisher _has something to

Formality say regarding the ceremonial
use of braid. Here is what our esteemed con-

temporary says: “Braid breathes formalit?/ and
should only be put on garments avowedly for
occasions of ceremony. Thus, trousers to ac-
company the ‘swallowtail’ should be braided but
trousers to accompany the Tuxedo should be
braidless.  This unwritten law of evening dress
is sometimes flouted but to transgress it is a
breach of code, vital or venial according to one’s
viewpoint. Trousers to accompany formal even-
ing clothes may be braided in one of several ways
—with a sin%e braid stripe; with two narrow
stripes or with a serpentine or wavy stripe.”

Sashes Dancing on sultry summer
and nights is not an ideal oceupa-
. ., tion whether it is the turkey-
“Swallowtails’" trot, the tango or the dreamy
waltz. It does not matter what the dance may
be the temperature is sure to rise and the dancers’
collars suffer in consequence.  “Shirt-sleeve”
dances are not always in good taste and even at
the shore it frequently happens that one is in-
vited to an evening affair when “swallowtails”
are considered the correct thing. And a “swal-
lowtail” with that needless and heating evening
waistcoat makes the art of Terpsichore a gruel-
ing affair. Thanks should therefore be accorded
to that leader of fashion—whoever he is- who
instituted the black silk sash as a substitute. It
is a harmless affair and quite narrow but success-
fully hides the line of demarcation between shirt
and trousers-top. Try it and you will addat least
seventy-five per cent, to your enjoyment.
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. We do exactly
| as we say—fulflll _
every promise. Many Sl lIT
agents whofailed W|th\
' insignificant outfits of ~
others have made bis ~
moneyfrom the startwith our bigele- -
Kant free outfits. They coin money daily— ~
hourly. We are the leaders in wholesale tailoring
of men's made-to-measure clothes. Sweller styles,
more exclusive patterns, most reasonable prices.
Sweep asideall competition! Send postal today for 1
handsomest, most complete outfit ever gotten up a]
quick and sure money maker—$50a
week for you easy!

No Money-

1 Slmplyl\!lgv y&é&%gsl%pvcage!s do |

the rest—bring you the orders—they |
posnwelwannol be equaled any- |
Jwhere e take all therisk-pay
all express charges—back up 1
levery garment with strongest |
money-back guarantee of sat- J
.klsfactlon We give ou
| that makes you Ehe swellest
TL dresser in” town—they all |
9 order from you toget clothes |
Rf Ilkeyoursa your fow prices. |
Biggest chancé—exclusive ter- |
ritory. You can’t afford to miss |
it. Write postal today aure
ELK TAILORING CO.

Dept 17 Chicago |
Ardent Suitor—“1 lay my fortune at your feet.”
Fair Lady—“Your fortune! | didn't know you had

one.”
Ardent Suitor—*“Well, it isn’t much of a fortune, but
it will look large beside those tiny feet.” —Tit Bits.

TYPEWRITERS

FACTORY REBUILT

Our entire stock is offered at below-hst-
prices for the summer only. All trade-
marked and guaranteed for” one year like
new machines. Buy now and save as much
as $75. Branch stores in leading cities.
Write for Summer Price 1,1stand Catalog.
AMERICAN WRITING MACHINE CO., Inc., 345 Broadway, N. Y.

Leather CDEC
SuitCasel RLL

This beautiful solid leather suit case fin-
ished with fine brass lock and trimmings,
absolutely FREE to our agents. All thatwe
require is that you show our samples and
take a few orders for our celebrated special

made to-measure clothes. We oay highest
nnA‘irino ovtra nrpapnt ur oice

lusical instruments, Bpvruug

Writefor ourfree outfitand full particulars

SPENCER MEAD CO., Dept. 502, Chicago

Thin Model 25- Year
17 Jewel Guaranteed
Movement GoldrStrata Case

Send for This Watch
On 7 Days’ Free Trial

To Wide World Readers who mail coupon below
at once we will eend this beautiful “Thin Model’
25-year guaranteed gold-strata watch, on 7
days’' approval withoutone cent In advance—but

YOU MUST BE QUICK

This superb Watch is indeed a triumph in the art”®
of watch-making. The photograph above shows |
the actual size of the Watch. The movementis
the famous 17-jewel Illinois Movement which has
no superior throughout the entire world. This
Watch is not only a perfect time-keeper, but the
graceful thin model gold strata case lends it a ,
beauty and distinction which will make it a co~ 1
stant joy to you every time you look atit.

Payments— Only $2 a Month!

This is the greatest “watch value” in America,
but we do not ask you to take our word for it. Our |
plan is to send you the Watch on approval so that U
you can see the Watch itself, examine itcarefully |

;al wear it for a week before paying us any
money or obligating yourselfin any way. Wedo]
not want you to send us or.e cent now. Justfill [
out and mail coupon below and we will then send I
you the Watch carefully packed, express prepaid.
After you have worn thi® beautiful watch a week,
if you decide to keep it, you may send us only $2
cash and then $2 a month for 10 months thereafter.
But if the Watch is not satisfactory and you do
not wish to keep it, then you may return it to us
“express collect/” So, you see, you take absolutely
no risk.

To th h
Free Monogram Offer mail coupon

their initials on the back of thiif watch in LACLEDE
exquisite ribbon monogram letters. So WATCH CO.
then, if you answer, promﬂtly you may . 1127-29 Pine Sf.
have' your own initials andsomely 5* Louis Mo

engraved by hand on the back of "
this superb watch; free of charge. /  Send *or

Jeweler’s regular charge is from loid.
$150 to $200 but if you are strata Watch, express pre-
doit/ ory°u paid. If the Watch Is satis-

m
t REE ThIS{s agreat o éor- factury I will send you $2 as first
um one tha m S s ment and $2 a month there fter
s et ot a7 b et 22 M

eonpon at onee , W?Elm n7 V?l
LACLEDE - V\tfﬁ

WATCH CO. isergaedinmoogam o

112729 Pine S 1./ NAmb.
St. Louis, /

Mo. | Address

Kindly mention this magazine when writing to advertisers.
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A contemporary draws atten-

Collar,

: tion to the fad for matching
Sh'_rt and collar, shirt and waistcoat and
Waistcoat  points out that this fashion

was revived during the spring. The pattern is
usually a hairline stripe which is reproduced in
all three belongings of dress. The effect is in-
sipid and hardly to be recommended. That linen
colored collars will sidle into general vogue there
seems no doubt.  Self-striped collars, that is
collars striped in white upon white, are already a
commonplace. It is a question whether this new
fad will have a verr long or healthy existence,
and, speaking frankly, there is no particular
reason why it should.

Buy It is rather a false economy to

Good t:t_?/very cheap shirts. They
will not’last half as long as a

Shirts fajr prjced article and more-

over they can never be obtained in those exclus-
ive patterns which mark the good-taste shirt
even more than the material. ~Ready-to-wear
shirts are made ina hundred different qualities
and to suit all tastes, but it is not the wisest man
who buys at the lowest figure and then expects
to get good wear and good appearance into the
bargain. A good shirt is worth every cent of
what you pay for it. A bad shirt is worth noth-
ing and in fact is dear if made a present.  Also,
be chary of so-called “shirt sales.” Some that
are conducted in reputable stores are, of course,
above suspicion, but—there are others!

Inregard to the latest neck-

News A
About wear, stripes seem to be hav-
ing it all their own way, but
Neckwear the best trade is undoubtedly
favoring figures. This is discernible in the re-
vival of soft tinted shawl colors, embroidered

crepes and floral figures and traceries upon deli-
cate silks. The very brilliant colors adopted this
season for shirtings -pinks, yellows and the like
—almost forbid the wearing of multi-colored
scarfs, for that means a brawl of tints. Hence
the widespread return to figured designs and
solid colors that don’'t clash with pronounced
shirt patterns.

Why didn't it come before

Elastic "
Leathler the elastic leather belt? It
has been left for a New York-
Belts er to solve the secret of “elas-

ticising’’ leather, and that he has successfull
accomplished it is proved by the popularity al-
ready accorded this latest novelty.  The leather
is so treated that it will stretch from one to

The Secret of 4 Good Complexion

Thousands of beautiful women
thank Dr. James P. Campbell’'s Com-
plexion Wafers for their clear, beau-
tiful skin, their graceful figure, and
good health.

If your complexion needs improve-
ment, if you are weak, nervous, thin,
tired, or in any respect not at your
best, try Dr. Campbell’s Wafers today.

Used by men and women for over
28 years, with more than satisfactory
results, as countless testimonials
prove.

£1.00 per box, sent by mail in plain cover, on receipt of
price from-RICHARD FINK CO., Dept. 91, 415 Broad-
way, New York City.
Send 10 cents for sample box.

three inches and this without in any way weak-
ening the material. Indeed, the process does not
even change the color of the leather, and one is
unable to realize its stretching qualities without
testing it.  The belts are no different in appear-
ance to ordinary leather belts, but their advan-
tage can be realized without any great amount
of argument.  Elastic belts have been wanted a
long while and they will doubtless enjoy an
immense sale.

Stick to It is a wise man who sticks to
Your A'8profession, but it is a wiser

. man still who has the fore-
Profession thought to choose a profession

which he knows will stick to him. Change of
occupation may be good for the health, but as a
rule it is mighty bad for the pocket. In some
cases, of course, a man so obviously chooses an
unsuitable profession that it is an act of wis-
dom to make a change, but we are talking rather
of the man who has a “shot" at a dozen trades
or professions and ends by making a very poor
showing even in the one he finally settles upon.
Care and discretion in choosing a profession and
tenacity and grit in sticking to it will bring suc-
cess in ninety-nine cases out of a hundred. And
the man who sticks at nothing long will come to
disaster in the same proportion. “Jack of all
trades and Master of none” can be applied to
most men who fail to stick to their selected
occupations.

Your Here is what a successful busi-
Personal ness man °* mang e%rs stand-
ing has to say regarding per-

Appearanee  sonal appearance: —*One’s per-

sonal appearance, if it be pleasing, never lacks
appreciation, and the realization of the tremen-
dous weight carried by a good first impression is
of the utmost importance. And the greatest
asset the man of ambition seeking for success
can wish is the possession of personality. Charm
of manner combined with smartness of attire,
contrasted with boorishness and an untidy,
slovenly habit of dress, is just the distinction be-
tween a reciprocal sense of pleasure anda decided
aversion. And the man of smart appearance is
content not only with quality in those articles of
his wardrobe which are most obvious, but seeks
quality in detail also.” Every word is true and
we should like our readers to remember this
?dvice when next they ate replenishing their out-
its.

All communications intendedfor thisdepartment should
be addressed to “ Man and His Needsf The Wide
World Magazine, 83.85 Duane Street, New York.

Be a. GUN Photographer

$7.50 {Big Money in this New Profession
I Mr. Ewald of Illinois made $29.60in 2 days, with

and ar DIAMOND POSTCARD GUN

You can do as well. It takes three sizes Photo
Post Cards on paper DIRECT

Without Plates or Films

Also button photos finished on the
SPOT in_one-half minute. Eight
cents profit on every dime. Nocan-
vassing.
Experience Unnecessary. Circulars
of this newinvention mailed FREE.
Write today.

INTERNATIONAL METAL &
FERROTYPE COMPANY

Mrs. Proctor, of Texas, s lys:

‘We are doinga finebusiness here. Dept. 2156
We owe all our success to your epL
Diamond Postcard and supplies.” Z2ZZ3 W. 2th St.( CHICAGO, ILL*
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Biggest Bargain Ever Offered
IN MAIL ORDER BUSINESS FOR
BEGINNERS AND OTHERS

1— The address of 3firms who will print your circulars
(your own copy) free.
f2— Address of firm who will print your letterheads
ree.

3—How you can get envelopes (your
printed) free.

4_—| Address of 50 firms who want commission circulars
mailed.

6—10 firms who furnish
(Your name printed on them

6— A big combination of several hundred papers and
magazines in which you can insert your ad. at very
low cost.

7— Copy of “The Monthly Mail” for you, the great
exchange "story mail order magazine and mailing
directory.

8— Listof500reliable circular mailers with whom you
can exchange and who will help you secure business.

9— Copies of “The Mechanical Digest,” the Booster
magazine. Advertising World, Mail. Order Journal,
Agents’ Ma'%laz_me, Cfrcular Mailers’ Digest, Mail Order
Advocate, Mail Order Herald and several other good
Mail Order papers. These alone worth $3.

10— The address of 7 syndicates in which you can start
publishing a magazine of your own for $1.

11— Names of 60small papers which insert your ad. for
«a few cents and you mail 100 copies.

12— 1000 of our assorted commission circulars, which
should pay you not less than $10to $50.

13—300names of people who sent us 25c. each.

14—Copies of hundreds of circulars and small papers.

15— “Mv Book,” “How You Can Make $500r Better Per
Week.” Price $l.

16— The names of 20 firms who'pay me cash for mailing
circulars.

17— How you can have your ad. inserted in publications
at less than publishers’ price.

18— All of the above and much more valuable informa-
tion, for only 25c. Address

PARCELS POST PRINTING CO*

2220 Odin Ave.,
HOUSTON. TEXAS.

HYPNOTISM

Anvone can learn it by this New Swiss
Method in a few days. For a limited
time only we will mail a complete

course in Hypnotism, Personal
agnetism, Suggestive Thera- ACH

i* peutics, etc., - - foronly
FERNANDOR BLISHNGQQ Erie Pa, USA

return card

%ou free imprint circulars.

ASS
Beoklit

More Vital

i7

THIS

JEWEL
ELGIN

IN25YEAR
OLD CASEONLY

ons FHFREE TRIAL

Now—during this Special Sale—is a splendid
time to buy a fine Watch. We would like to send you
this 17-Jewel Elgin in hand engraved 25-year gold case
for your inspection. It sells regularly at $20.00. We
save you nearly one half. If you answer this advertise-
ment'you can buy it for $12.75.

NO MONEY DOWN

Wedon't want you to send us one cent. Not a penny.
Merely give ub your name and address that we may send you
this handsome W atch on approval. If after you receive Itand
wantto keep It,then you pay usonly

$2°° A MONTH

If you don’'t want to keep it,
send It back at our expense. You
assume no risk whatever In dealing
with ub. You do not buy or paya
centuntil we have placed the watch
Inyour handsforyourdecision. We
ask NO SECURITY, NO INTER-
EST. No red tape—just common
honesty among men. If this offer
appeals to you WRITE TODAY for

Our Big FrecIMB*

WATCH and B%IR/'

DIAMOND

HARRIS-GOAR CO.

Dept. 958 KANSAS CITY, MO.
THE HOUSE THAT SELLS MORE ELGIN WATCHES
THAN ANY OTHER FIRM IN THE WORLD.

“Young man, we need brains in our business.”
“ 1 know you do. Thatis why I'm looking for a job
here."

For You

MAGNETIC SHIELDS filldthe S tste_m with MAGNE TIC FORCE, which does what all the

medicine on earth cannot _do.

soreness and pain.

We Prove it to

ives life, energ}:
ITAKING THE_ BLOOD CIRCULATE VIGOROU

and tone to the é
Y, overcoming congestion,

blood and nerves,
ppi

You Positively

Not in one case, or a dozen cases, but in multitudes of cases where people say they

have been cured of Paralysis, Rheumatism, Lung Trouble, Kidney, Liver,

Stomach and

Bowel Troubles, nervousriess and most every other form of disease after medicine failed.

Our Magnetic Abdominal and Kidney
trated, is only one of the man

italizer for ladies and gentlemen, here illus-
shields we make. is i
cally constructed and floods the system with magnetlsm, supglyln
Vigor, to the Back, Kidneys, Stomach, Liver.

It is a Wonderful Invention, scientifi-
Life, Strength and

owels and Bladder, giving that buoy-

ancy, tone and renewed vitality to the system that Magnetic force alone can supply.

SOLD ON TRIAL TO

PROVE ITS VALUE

Write today for full information and free book, ‘‘Plain Road to Health." by C. |

Thacher, M. D.

Describe your case fully, we advise you free how ts apply Mag etism

for treating any form of weaknéss or disease.
THACHER MAGNETIC SHIELD CO., Inc., Suite 484, 110 South Wabash Avenue, CHICAGO, ILL.

Kindly mention this magazine when writing to advertisers.
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THE Z E P P For Every

Use
the Zepp
SAFE'RAZOR Safe-Razor
Is the Ideal Razor for Every Man to Use Has
The TRAVELER, CAMPER and TOUR- No Equal

IST are as enthusiastic about it as the man
who uses it in his own home.

The double guards of the blade protect you when you shave
and protect the blade when the razor is not in use.

The blade is the best that German skill can construct and the
safety attachment is the best that American ingenuity can devise.
Every Zepp-Safe Razor is guaranteed for twenty-five years.

Use the Zepp Safe-Razor once and you will
use it always.

Ask your dealer for the ZEPP or send us
$3.00 and we will send you a Zepp Safe-
Razor for a 30 day free trial. Ifyou
don't like it we guarantee to re-

fund the money.

AGENTS:
Write for our profit-
sharing plan, which contains the most liberal offer ever made by any manufacturer.

ZEPP SAFE-RAZOR CO. INC,, 299 Broadway, New York City, N. Y.

Lake Sunapee, N. 11.

At the gateway of the White Mountains. The only “ Ideal Tour” hotel at Lake Sunapee.

Granliden will remain open this season until October 2ist, making a special rate after Labor Day.

Fine Golf Course, dirt tennis courts, boating, fishing, canoeing, saddle horses, etc. =~ The hotel is

steam heated, and many open fire-places. ~ Write for circular. W. W. Brown. Also proprietor,
Dewey Hotel, Washington, D. C.

Kindly mention this magazine when writing to advertiser*.
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| WANT A MAN
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EDWIN R. MARDEN. Pres
Nat'l Co Operative Realty Co. v
E224 Marden Bldg.
NNo.sVu*vg\:ox\ S .t \PAUHINELHGR A (e
sne

Statistics issued by the coal department of the North
German Lloyd Fleet show that it costs one shilling per
second to coal a fleet of 171 steamers. The stokers shovel
8% tons of coal per minute into the furnaces.

I Can Increase
Your Earnings

No matter where you live, if you
are honestand wantan independ-
ent business of your own, send
your name and address and | will
mail you our Big Free 64-Page
Book, showing how you may earn

$3,000 to $10,000 a Year

in the Real Estate, Brokerage and
Insurance Business.

We will teach you by

J.H. JOIOE.Pres.
Our system is a positive success.
mail and appoint you our
Special Representative
and help you to make money from the start. Write today.
INTERNATIONAL REALTY CORP., 2160 Manhattan Bldg., Chicago, UL

SALESVENANDSAL ESWOVEN

Hundreds ot good_poslilions now open payiing from $1,00000 to

,00000a year. “No formaTexperience-required to get one of them,
We will teach you to be & high grade Traveli or Sales’
woman by mailin eight weeks and assist you to secure a good position
whereyol can earn goodwages while you'are learning Practical Sales-
manship. Wnte today for full particulars, and testimonials from hun-
dreds_of men and women we have recently placed in good positions:
also.list of good positions open. Address (nearest offlcg) Dept 123

NATIONAL SALESMEN'S TRAINING ASSOCIATION

Chicago New York KansasCity San Francisco New Orleans Toronto

AUTHORS IFAE£ISTE

You elsewhere for any reason submit MS.
here—we will publish it. Address, at once,

Broadway Publishing Co.&| w°?or7
v Established 1903

Just Out!!

A New Camera

“Mandel-ette”

The most wonderful sensation of this age. A
gigantic success. Every man, woman and child can now
e his own photographer. The “Mandel-ette” is

A One M inute Camera
that takes and finishes
pictures in one minute.

No Experience Needed

No Plates or Films— No Printing or Dark Room

This is just what you have been waiting for—
a camera that can be operated easily and without one

it ofeerrlence |nph0t08ra_Pr(1:y.T e pictures are snap-
ped DIRECT ON THE POS ARDS and are finished
right within the camera in less than one minute.

The “ Mandel-ette” weighs only 24 ounces
and embodies a camera, darkroom and developing cham-
berall inone. ‘ .
at op%tlme. .
ette” hasaspecial 1
ing guaranteed shutter. Our ~3 1IN T developer finishes
the picturesin lessthan one minntewithoutanyothersolu-
tions. No over-developing. 0 simple_that a child
can make pictures aSwell asgrown-ups. Geta"Mandel-
ette” for yourvacation andknow real“ picture-taking”
o i R g e P VB RIBH ™ Skl o 8

Special Introductory Offer

To Introduce the“ Mandel-ette” everywhere,
we make this special, attractive offer to you.

"» $5 For g Complete Outfit $5
By Parcel Post 50 Bxtra
This 7outfit includes the wonderful “Mandel-

ette” camera and everything that is needed to make sixteen
finished pictures.. AdditionalPost Cards 250 per package. The
“Mandel-ette” is sold upon our absolute guarantee—

Your Money Back If Not Satisfactory ~
Send$5.00 With This Coupon Today

ThAe4§:hicago Eﬁjrr%t]ype A A'A/; +9-81 DelanceySt, Be*
GENTLEM :AEn%ioseWegrsmd 53.00, (60c extra by parcel

Post). Send me atonce one * MANDEL-ETTE’' camera and complete
outfit for making sixteen finished photographs.
Name..
Address..
Town State

Send today for free descriptive booklet to either office.

THE CHICAGO FERROTYPE COMPANY
A42 Ferrotype Bldg., Chicago, or A428991 Delancey St., N. Y.

Kindly mention this magazine when writing to advertisers.
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Special Notice

The Family Journal

. is now
Permanently Enlarged and Improved

Price 15 Cents

Every number is complete in itself. It supplies the demand for light fiction
aS no other publication can. With nearly twice as much reading matter as the
ordinary magazine it maintains the highest quality throughout and affords enter-
tainment and heart interest in every page.

It is a permanent favorite with all who read it. Nearly 90 per cent, (think of
it, 9 out of 10) of our subscribers renew from year to year.

Price 15 Cents Subscription $1.75 a Year
Of all Newsdealers
THE INTERNATIONAL NEWS COMPANY, NEW YORK

If you want to make money, read the following, if we half convince you that an investment of a

few dollars may pay you $100, $200, or $300 take the trouble to CUT OUT the COUPON below and
send it in, thereby giving us a chance to prove our claim.

The public is at last awakening to the fact that the early twentieth century has developed an
entirely new form of dramatic entertainment: at the present moment the American people are
spending $500,000 daily on MOVING PICTURE shows.

Would you not like to make an investment in an industry where over a quarter of a billion
dollars are invested and still in its infancy? One where dividends are very much out of the ordinary
compared with other legitimate business. The more one investigates the Moving Picture Industry,
the more wonderful as a gigantic money maker it becomes.

COME, JOIN US. We are going to operate a chain of Moving Picture theatres throughout
New England. Somebody is going to make a lot of money in this business within the next few
years. Are you going to be one of the fortunate ones and get your share?

INVEST YOUR MONEY WHERE IT WILL GROW

You cannot find a company whose record is cleaner, whose present is safer, whose future is
more brilliant. To the enterprise there is not a single objectionable feature. OPPORTUNITIES
like this don’t come every day and there is no way to make money easier or faster than to invest it
ina NEW industry which has the stamp and seal of approval of the combined peoples. It's the
million nickels weekly that build the sure fortunes not the $10000 purchases. The time to invest
is NOW. Cut out the COUPON and let us tell you the real facts about our company and ourselves.

If failure to investigate lost you an opportunity, would you be sorry?

Massachusetts Motion Picture Theatre Co., 176 Federal St., Boston

Gentlemen: Send me your literature, giving proof of the large earning possibilities of
your capital stock.

Name s

Address State

Kindly mention this magazine when writing to advertiser*.
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GetlInto a business thatwill pay [
you better than any work thatyou Y
can do. The PROGRESS line is 1
the most wonderful profit producer
for agents in America. Hundreds ofour
agents are making $10 a day in their
spare time. Many a>e do'ng that and
getting theirown clothes FREE. We are
dead sure you can doit. Suchath:ngas
failure is utterly impossible with our
new and complete outfit which we send
u—all charges prepaid Our fine
ine of ptvlish, well-made, carefully fin-
ished clothes guaranteed to fit— beats
everything ever offered. Lowest prices
Our Outfitis magnificent—our styles and
fashions simply wonderful. Strong sell-
ing plans that bring the orders and
big money for you every week in
hard cash.

Magnificent Outfit FREE

The greatest ever—contains an unusually attractive assort-
ment of woolens; also order blanks, stationery, tape-line
and everything necessary to make big money. No experi-
ence necessary—you make Big Money rightfrom the start.
New and attractive special offers. Confidential selling
secrets. With our help success issure. Write today. Be
ready for the largest fall business ever known. Land the
early orders in bunches.

Progress Tailoring Co., Dept. 638, Chicago

Lessons D RUGLESS HEALING

Mechano-Therapy)

nut rusteul tu (my, tsivid uwur wiei—uwn-
Ration: &ust your simple requesl_brln%s you this
valuable course of 62 Lessons by return mail, without coat.

St->/ If You Wont to Earn $2,500 to $6,000 a Year

the facte. Send postal or letter right away.
AMERICAN COLLEGE OF MECHANO-THERAPY
854 81 W. Randolph St. CHICAGO, ILL.

To Increase Your
Efficiency, You Must
Increase Your Physical

Ability
No Matter What Your Troubles
Are, the Strongfort Methods

Cannot Fail to Put You in
Prime Condition.

SUPERIORITY

riental floral Physical
can best be obtained by follow-
ing the superior methods
embodied in the

STRONGFORT SYSTEM

Educate yourself on this subject by
reading “INTELLIGENCE IN PHYSI-
CAL CULTURE,” the greateft book
ever written by the World’s greatest
Athlete. Send for the book now! IT
IS FREE? Enclose 4c. to cover mail-
ing. An actual StrongfortPhotograph,
demonstrating the results that will be
obtained from the STRONGFORT
METHODS, will be mailed free, upon
request, as long as they last.

LIONEL STRONGFORT,
Dept. W8, 1628 Broadway, New York

19 nds

Adjusted to the
Second

Thin Moo/
A Perfect Tima-
Keeper

on the
Choice

Superb

Watch with Monogram

Great Special Offer Burlington
Special at the anti-trust rock-bottom price—the
same price that even the wholesale jeweler must
pay. You may secure one of these ‘superb time-
piéces—a watch of the very latest model, the poP—
ular new thin design, adjusted to the second—19
1ewe|s—_adjusted 0 positions, temperature and
sochronism—the most perfect product of the most
expert watch manufacturers in the world—at the
price that even wholesale jewelers must pay. If you
grefer, you may pay this rock ebottom~price at
2.50 a month.

Your Choice of Cases

lady's or gentleman’s Rizes. These can be had inthe newest

ideas: Block and Ribbon Monograms, Diamond Set,

Lodge, French Art and Dragon Designs, Etc., Etc.
Yes, you may have your choice of any of these superb

cases, and many others. The men who engrave these cases are

world - renowned experts. Just Imagine a beautiful hunting case

with yourown monogram on oneside and the emblem of your lodge
on the'other. Our catalog shows complete illustrations. Send the free coupon.

Sent on Approva

nothing— not one cent, unless you want the great offer after
seeing and thoroughly inspecting the watch.

Write for FREE Catalog K ®

inside facts about watch prices, and explains

the manysuperior points of the Burling- »L L *

ton over double-pricedproducts. Tf
Just send free coupon ora letter f Ea

or postal NOW. o

Burlington Watch Co. BOOK COUPON
19thSt. & Marshall vV * Mln%pswmh Co. Dept135Z
Blvd. CHICAGO  + **|oth St. and hall Blvd., CHCARO

Dept. 1852

]I We ship the watch on ap-

Please send me (without obligation and prepaid)
your free book on watches and a copy of your
_$1,000 challenge, with full explanation of your cash or

$2.50a month offer on the Burlington Watch.

Nanre..

Address _.

Kindly mention this magazine when writing to advertisers.
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Good for $1.00 Pair-—-----

When filled in and mailed to Magic Foot Draft |
Co., Dept. 885, Jackson, Mich.

Return mail will bring you $i.oo Pair of Drafts
to try FREE.

To everyone suffering with

REUVATISM

I Make This Unlimited Offer

I'll send you a Dollar
Pair of Magic Foot
Drafts the same day |
get your coupon— fresh
from the laboratory, ready
to begin their work the
minute you put them on.
They are relieving every
stage and condition of
this cruel disease,
whether chronic or
acute, muscular, Sci-
atic, Lumbago or
Gout—no matter where
located or how severe.
They are bringing com
fort even toold men and
women who have suffered
all their lives, as well as
all the milder stages.
Don’t neglect rheumatism, | urge you, for I know the
horrible torture and deformity it so often leads to. ~Send
today for the Drafts. | send them on free trial be-
cause | know what they have done for many thousands
and | have faith that they can do as much for you. Try
the Drafts when you get them. Then, if you are fully
satisfied with the benefit
received, send me One Dol-
lar. If not, they cost you
nothing. | take your
word. Can’t you see thatC
couldn’t sell my Drafts year
after year if they didn’t really do just what I claim for
them? Address Magic Foot Draft Co., Dept. 885,
Tackson, Mich. Send no money—just the coupon.
Write today— now.

Fred'k Dwyer,

Corresponding Sec'y.

THE WIDE WORLD MAGAZINE

EYEGLASSES NOT NECESSARY

Eyesight Can Be Strengthened, and riost Forms of Dis-
eased Eyes Successfully Treated Without
Cutting or Drugging.

That theeyescan be strengthened so thateyeglasses can
be dispensed with in many cases has been proven beyond
adoubt by the testimony of hundredsof people who pub-

licly claim that their eyesight has
been restored by that wonderful
little instrument called “Actina.”
“Actina” also relieves Sore and
Granulated Lids, Iritis, Cataracts,
etc., without cutting or drugging.
Over one hundred thousand
“Actinas" have been sold, therefore
the Actina treatment is_not an ex-
periment, but is reliable. The follow-
ing letters are but samples of hundreds we receive:—

Mr. David Suttle, 1002 W. 61st Street, Chicago. 111., writes: “ I sent
for your ‘Actina,’ and when itcame I told my wife | would throw my
glasses away and give the ‘Actina’ a fair show. 1 did so following
directions, and soon felt my eyes were getting in normal condition
again, and now | can say my eyesight is as good as ever and my
headaches practically vanished.”

Mr. Emery E. Deitrick, 7124 Idlewild Street, E. E., Pittsburg, Pa.,
writes: ‘‘“My eyes were very weak, and my vision was so bad that I
could recognize people only at short distances. Since using ‘Actina’
I have discarded my glasses, my headaches are gone, and my vision
I believe, is as good as ever it was.”

Mr. J. H. Frankenfield, 522 E. 20th Street. Cheyenne, Wyo., writes:

‘I am not wearing my glasses at all. As for my catarrh, it is
almost gone and | have been troubled with it for more than sixteen

ears.
v great number of my railroad friends are buying ‘Actina,’ as
you know by the orders you have received.”

“Actina” can be used with
every member of the family for an
eye, ear, throator head. A Free trialof the ©
is given in every case.

Send for our FREE TRIAL offer and val-
uable FREE BOOK. Address Actina Appliance
Co., Dept. 2N, 8JI Walnut St., Kansas City, Mo.

perfect safety by
affliction of tlie
Actina”

HOW TO MAKE MONEY BY

ADVERTISING.
By W. H. RICHARDS

Opens up opportunities undreamed of, for money mak-
ing in the advertising field. Shows that it costs nothing
to advertise if you do it right. Tells how to plan a cam-
paign that will make you rich. How to prepare copy,
when, where and what to advertise. Fortunes have been
made by judicious advertising and this book tells you
how. It is the best information gleaned from 81 vears
experience in the ad. field. Worth its weight in gold to
any advertiser. Helps you to avoid failure and guides

ou to success. mail. Cloth bound, $1, Paper, 50c.
end for it NOW be opesyou forge Address, Advertis-
ing Department. Th MAGAZINE, &8 & &
Duane Street, New York.

BRITISH NEWSPAPERS and MAGAZINES

THE

INTERNATIONAL NEWS COMPANY,

83 ajid 85 Duane Street, mb™ wV* New York

Importers and Exporters of all kinds of Books, Newspapers and Periodicals

A full line of the leaders always on hand
Subscriptions taken for any publication, domestic or foreign

Price list free on application

Agencies in all the principal cities of U. S. and Canada, London, Pans,

Leipsic, Melbourne,

Australia, etc., etc.

Kindly mention this magazine when, writing to advertisers.
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Your Own Oarage $35.00

All Steel $98.00

Reduce the cost of keeping your car.
your garage near your own door.

Save 20 to 40%

The P. B.C. fireproof and dustproof por-
table buildings are absolutely the most prac-
tical and substantial built, made ofgalvanized
steel with solid angle steel frames. Can be
erected in a few hours. Sold under a money
back guarantee. Lowest prices, portable build-
ings for every purpose. Write for booklet
today. Address Dept. B,

PORTABLE BUILDING CO.
312 West Madison Street, Chicago, 111

Have

“There,” said the superintendent of the lunatic asylum,
“is a young man who started in life as a great public
benefactor. = After years of thought he finally completed
a gigantic plan of philanthropy, a scheme which he ex-
pected to bring joy to the hearts of millions of grief-
stricken mortals and peace into thousands of unhappy
homes—its failure sent him here.”

“How infinitely pitiful,” mused the visitor.
was his idea?”

“It was a device for preventing trousers bagging at the
knee,” responded the superintendent, with a long-drawn
iigh—Tit Bits.

“And what

A Happy
Marriage

Depends largely on a knowledge
of the whole truth about self and
sex and_their relation to life and
health. This knowledge does not

come Intelligently of Itself, nor cor-
rectly from ordinary everyday sources

SEXOLOGY

. . (MMustrated)
By William H. WallingmA.M ., J/.Z).,imparts inaclear,
wholesome way, in one volume:
Knowledge aYoung Man Should Hare.
Knowledge a Young Husband Should Hare,
Knowledge a Father Should Have.
Knowledge a Father should Impart to His Son.
Medical Knowledge a Husband Should Have.
Knowledge a Young Woman Should Have.
Knowledge a Young Wife Should Have.
Knowledge a Mother Should Have.
Knowledge a Mother Should Impart to Her Daughter.
Medical Knowledge a Wife Should Have.
All in one volume. Illustrated, #2 postpaid.

WIite for = Other People’'s Opinions " and Table of Contents.

RLRITAN PLB CO, 771 Perry Bldg., PHILA, PA

Kindly mention this magazine

Send for This Interesting
and Instructive
Book on

TRAVEL

Just It Is Entirely FREE
Off

the We expect a greater de-
Press mand for this 40 page, illustrated

booklet on travel, than has ever been
known for any other ever published for free distribution.
Mothers!ll's Travel Book tells you what to take on a
journey and what not to take—how to pack and how to
est care for your baggage and gives exact information as
to checking facilities, weights, etc., in foreign countries—
gives tables of money values—distances from New York
—tells when, who and how much, to “tip.” In fact this
booklet will be found invaluable to all who travel or are
contemplating taking a trip in this country or abroad.

Published by the proprietors of the famous Mothcrsiirs
Seasick Remedy as a practical handbook for travelers.
This edition is limited, so we suggest that you send your
name and address at once, and receive a copy. (A postal
gvillklbring it.) Please address our Detroit office for this
ooklet.

MOTHERSILL REMEDY CO.
430 Henry Smith Bldg., Detroit, Mich.

Also at 19 St. Bride Street, London, England.
Branches in Montreal, New York, Paris, Milan and Hamburg.

For Your Vacation Go to

BERMUDA

Temperature Cooler Than at the Middle
Atlantic Coast Resorts.

Twin Screw S. S. “ Bermudian,” the ship that
brought President Wilson home on the record
trip of 40 hours. 10,518 ton. displacement.

Suites de lure with private bath.

Bilge keels; double bottom; electric fans; wireless
telegraph; submarine signals.

Fastest, newest and only steamer landing
passengers and baggage at the dock in Ber-
muda without transfer.

Boating, Bathing, Cycling, Tennis, Golf
MIDSUMMER TRIPS

To QUEBEC

via Halifax, N. S., most delightful cruise of 1600 miles.
Magnificent scenery; Gut of Canso, Northumberland
Strait, Gulf and River St. Lawrence and far-famed
Saguenay River. S. S. “Trinidad” from New York,
Tulv 6th and 19th, August 2nd and 16th. From Quebec,
July 11th and 25th, August sth and 22nd.

A. E. OUTERBRIDGE & CO.,

Gen’l Agents, Quebec S. S. Co., Ltd.,
29 Broadwav, New York.
THOS. COQK & SON; 245 Broadway
264 and I 5th Avenue, New York
Or Any Ticket Agent.

Orchestra.

when writing to advertisers.
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12 mBTI—ENORTH SS

Seeing Foreign
America

including all expenses for travel,
berth and board, is offered by the

RED CROSS LINE

visiting Halifax, Nova Scotia and
St. John's, Newfoundland. The
most delightful, unique, health-
ful vacation cruise from New York.

Excellent Fishing and Shooting

New tourist steamships—*“ Stephano” and
“Florizel” — fitted with every device for
comfort and safety—wireless, bilge keels,
submarine bells, etc. 7 days at sea; 5 days
in port; the ship is your hotel. No trans-
fers. Splendid cuisine. Orchestra. Sea
sports. This cruise will be one of the most
novel and wonderful experiences of your life.

Reduced rates for superior accom-
modations during September and
October.

Send for lllustrated Booklet 18

BOWRING & COMPANY, Battery Place, N.Y.
or your Tourist Agent.

Kindly mention this magazine when writing to advertisers.
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Here's Health

CREAM
'*The One Reliable
BRI and Power,

Pimples,Ringworm and all
imperfections of the skin

i, Brevents wiles VimandVigor?

UP hut ERADICATES them.

Mai L d ]
Icha_thvylgla S_OAGPt;_I?onuldaT)e A L L YO U R S * Strength
VINA Cr eom ALl druggiets, that is more than mere
, or sent post-paid on receipt ot muscular  strength.  The
W Shap 250 Sand for testimoniate strength of perfect health,

+PROF.T. HUBERT, Toledo, O. abundant nerve force—the

strength of keen relish is
now within your reach
through vibation! Nine out
of ten people are only half

" "alive. How about yourself?
Opportunities for Listen! All the joys of life,
strength and youth may be returngd

Government to you by vibration.g Send ythue freey cou 0LnJ or
Positions the big new book that will tell you all ut it

The rapid growth of the
Parcel Post promises to open
many opportunities for good
paying positions.

Over 700 persons secored
Government positionsthrough

o e ool This wonderful instrument gives you
All Americans over 18 are
eligible. Send for the Free threeof naturesgreatestcur-
cwil ﬁgvrvv.tche%?oocg today :{:; ative agents—vibration, faradic
; - . A
R and galvanic electricity.
International Correspondence Schools We WI“_ send this wonder-
Box SJ?-B, Scranton, Pa. ful machine to you on free
trial. ; Feel its health-giving
Bennie, aged four, met Henry, aged five, and the vibrations for yourself. Don’'t
following conversation ensued:
“Whatsamatter your head?” be weak. You can be
“ Bumped itora ceiling.” strong and healthy if you will
"Ona stepladder?” b - h hi
“No. | was playin’ *ith my papa ona floor and | was y using the White Cross
sitting on his tummy.” Electric Vibrator.
“An’ nen what?” L torand Its Attachments.-
“ Papa sneezed.”—London Opinion.

Vibration Is Life
IBRAles Miaodp It will chase avay the. years

With Free Engine ldle like magic. Every nerve, every fibre,
gether with [he%esl there if your whole body will thoroughly tingle
is in motorcycle con- withiheforceofyourown awakened power.
gtruction—Bower, Silence. All the keen relish, the pleasure of youth,
Oualifies so° essential for loy k will fairly throb within you. RICh, red
cost of maintenance. blood will be sent coursm_? through
5 MITES FOd ONE CENT every vein and artery, you will be made

Agents Banted—Liberal Discounts over—néw from_ head to foot. You'll sleep

mPeerless Motorcycle Co., 213 Huntington Av., Boston, M ass.H the health giving restful
sleep like you used to. 4
Your self-respect, even

ThIS VISIble will be increased a f LINDSTROM-

hund redfold. s-MB112/ SMITH CO.

Typewriter  Send the Free Coupon,” 100 2K av

Justyour name and address 4f CHICAGO, ILL. '
per on the free coupon or a letter £ A

** Month “1 M= w*/ troTZ7SSiSt
NOTHING DOWN

ilooimoixuBeauty.' . e
y - free. No obligations o f/ £ eetr,c Vibrator, W assume no
FREE TRIAL—Agents' Prices any kind. Writeatonce./ obh(taton ol any kind-
We put the best typewriter in the world right in your home .
or office. Shipped on approval. Use it without charge. If Undstrom-Smilh Co. /*
you want to keep it, send us $4 a month. You get the same Desk 1357 IName.
value as though you paid $100 for this No. 3 visible Oliver
machine. Buying from us saves the agency profits others have 1100 S-WabaShaV A
id. Our booklet is worth sending for because it tells you Chicago I AMDM e

w to save a lot of money. It's FREE. Tell us where to
send your copy. trie  hair  dri f
TyRAe_wr_ilers Distributing Syndicate -rlleectricas'{cvesfleelrcs.l J Jlectrical Feeler’s Name la
166 118 N. ichigan Blvd., Chicago, 111. /+JSL

Kindly mention this magazine when writing to advertisers.
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A I>A G

R AMS

6 cents a word. Special Combination Offer with STRAND MAGAZINE.
The Two Magazines for 10 cents a word.

BUSINESS OPPORTUNITIES.

LOCAL REPRESENTATIVE WANTED-Splendid income

assured right man to act as our representative after learning
oUr business thoroughly by mall. Former experience unneces-
sary. All we require [Is honesty, ability, ambition and willing-
ness to learn a lucrative businéss. Nosoliciting or traveling.
All or spare time only. This is an exceptional opportunity
fora manin your section to getinto a big-paying business
without capital and become independent for life.” Write at
once for_full particulars. National Co-operative Realty Com-
pany, L-614 Marden Bldg., Washington, D. C.

WANTED—Party to furnish capital for an explorinaexpedi-
tion into the Libyan Desert of N. E. Africa. J. H. Fryer,
1042Spring Garden Street, Allentown, Pa.

MONEY IN PHOTOGRAPHY— start amateurs making
money at home taking portraits; become professionals.
Studio ~secrets, retouching, etc., fully explained. Wells'
Studio, East Liverpool, Ohio.

$2,000 YEARLY business of your own; mail order, parcel
ost; honest and legitimate; small capital; original methods.
rite Clement Moore, Specialist, New Egypt. N. J.

FREE ILLUSTRATED BOOK tells of about 300,000 pro-

tected positions in U. S. service. Thousands of vacancies
every year. There is a big chance here for you, sure and gen-
erous ‘pay, lifetime employment. Just ask for_booklet X
No obligation. Earl Hopkins, Washington, D. C.

BE INDEPENDENT—Start a mail order business in your

own home; we tqll you how and furnish everything needed,
wholesale; an honorable and profitable business for man or
woman. Many make $3000 a year. Particulars free. Murphy
Mfg. Co,, South Norwalk, ct.

INCORPORATE IN ARIZONA—Most advantageous laws

at leastcost. Stockholders exempt corporate liability. Cost
same regardless capitalization- _Incorporation completed in
one day’ ready transaction business. Represent over 10,
corporations. “Copy laws and forms free. Write or telegraph
the Stoddard Incorporating Company, Box 8-M, Phoenix,
Arizona.

REAL ESTATE

GROW APPLES AND'GROW RICH In the glorious fruit

district of Southern British Columbia. Our choice lands $10
cash and $10 monthly, without Interest. Annual profits $500 to
SI,O(I) per acre. Orchard, garden, poultry; scenery, hunting,
shing, boating; warm climate; school, postoffice, store; saw-
mill: dally trains; close to markets; unlimited demand for
e\l}o ucts. - Write quick for_maps, photos, free information.

est Kootonay Fruit Lands Company, Dept. H, Box 1087, Nelson.
British Columbia.

PATENTS.

PATENTS, TRADE-MARKS AND COPYRIGHTS. Our

hand book on patents will be sent free on request. ~All patents
secured through us are described without cost to the patentee
in the Scientific American. Munn & Co., Patent Attorneys, 381
Broadwgy, New York. Branch Office, 383F Street, Washing-
ton, D. 0.

PATENTS without advance attorney’s fees. Not due until
patent allowed. Send sketch for free report. Books free.
Fuller & Fuller, Washington, D. G

PUBLISHERS.

25 WORD AD. in Prairie Lily Magazinette three months, 25c-
Unique circulation. Repliés will flood you. Chas. Oliver,
Danube, Minn.

44 PAGE MONTHLY, 50c year- Sample for stamp Rais-
ing, Marketing, Ginseng,” Goldenseal, Ginseng Journal,
Arrowsmith, 111

PHOTOGRAPHY.

MAIL US YOUR KODAK FILM with 25c- and we will de-
velop and make six prints from negatives- We make an 8x10

enlargement from negative for 25c , Trom picture 50c  Pough-

keepsie Photo Supply Co-, Dept W, Poughkeepsie, N Y

TYPEWRITERS.

SPECIAL Typewriter Sale. Remington No- 6, $15. Smith
Premier No. 2, $1450 _Underwood No 4, $3500 = Guaranteed

one year Typewriter ribbons and carbons Ritzheimer Type-

writer Company, 220 West 42nd Street, New York City.

AGENTS WANTED.

GENTS PORTRAITS 35c. FRAMES 15c.
A Sheet Pictures Ic. Stereoscopes 25c. Views
c. 30 Days' Credit. Samples and Catalog Free.
CONSOLIDATED 1p0RTRALT CO.,Dept.540T, 1027 W.Adams St..Chicago

AGENTS—Get particulars of one of the best paying propo-
sitions ever put on the market. Something no one éelse sells.

Make $4,000 yearly. Send postal today for particulars. E. M.

Feltman, Sales Manager, 6167 Sycamore St., Cincinnati, O.

AGENTS MAKE_BIG MONEY aud become_sales managers
for our goods. Fast office sellers. Fine profits. Particulars
and samples free. One Dip Pen Company,Dept.24, Baltimore, Md.

AGENTS—Whg work for others? N > ly.
Guaranteed Dry Chemical Fire Extinguisher. per cent,
profit, buyers éverywhere. State and_County managers
wanted. United Mfg. Co., 1051 Jefferson, Toledo, O.

Make $10 dais&) Sell our

AGENTS—$30000 every month selling our wonderful 7-piece

kitchen set. Send for sworn statement of $12.00daily profit.
Qutfit Free to workers. 1200other fast sellers. Thomas Mfg.
Co-, 2853rd Street, Dayton, Ohio.

SELL hosiery, guaranteed against holes or new hose Free.
Build a permanent trade. ig profits. Experience unnec-
cessary. International Mills, Dept. X, West Philadelphia, Pa.

AGENTS—A Pair of Silk Hose Free.

no money, state size. e
today.  Beautiful line. _an;jqe rofits.
Depf. J. 112 So. 13th St., Philadelphia. Pa.

AGENTS—Here's What They All Want

Tablets. Makes Genuine Beer by adding water- Not Near-
Beer—the real article. Carry goods right in pocket Enor-
mous demand, large profits ~ Write us today- The Ambrew
Co., Dept. 1672, Cincinnati, Ohio.

This month only. Send
Agents wanted in every town. Write
Triplewear Mills,

Concentrated Beer

AGENTS—$5 a week_for two hours work a day. A brand

new hosiery proposition that beats them all. Write for
terms and free samples if you mean business. Guaranteed
Hosiery Co., 1085 Third Street, Dayton, Ohio.

OLD COINS, STAMPS, ETC.

$4.25 EACH PAID for U. S. FITying Eagle Cents dated 185%6

$2 to $600 paid for hundreds of old coins dated before 18%.
Send ten cents at once for New lllustrated Coin Value Book,
4x7. Get posted—it may mean your fortune- Clarke & Co.,
(join Dealers, Box 141, Le Roy, N. Y.

$1.00 TO $1000.00 cash_paid for all rare money to date.

Many valuable coins in circulation. Get posted. Send
stamp for large illustrated coin circular. It may mean much
rofit to you. You certainly have nothing to lose. Send

ow. Numismatic Bank, Dept. 18, Ft. Worth, Texas.

INSTRUCTION.

OSGOODBY'S PHONETIC SHORTHAND-—Improved cor-

respondence course by world’s greatest court stenogragher,
makes beginners and dissatisfied stenographers expert. Book-
let 19free. Osgoodby School of Stenography, Rochester, N. Y.

BE ADETECTIVE—BI
lars, write Detective
Blk, Grand Rapids, Mich.

wages, see the world. For particu-
ohnson, Department 41, Houseman

POST CARDS.

CYPUAIIRC POSTCARDS WITH PEOPLE EVERY-
CAOnNnAHUL WHERE. Membership 10c. Satisfaction
guaranteed. World C. C., Box 8, Hartford, Connecticut

COMIC POST CARDS—Finely colored. The real thing 25¢-
doz- C-J Budlong, Black Hall, Conn.

PUZZLES, TRICKS, ETC.

ETDETC M A P ir CATALOG. 208 pages Incolors,
rnkE L Ilwl _I'w Send4cstamps for Pocket Trick
and particulars. Magic Co., 14, 249 W. 38th Street, New York

105 MAGIC TRICKS 25c. with 3catalogues.

Bamberg Klein,
1193 Broadway, N. Y.

Kindly mention this magazine when writing to advertisers.
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LEARN TOWRITE PHOTOPLAYS
. TURN YOUR HAPPY THOUGHTS INTO MONEY.
Producers pay $25 to $100 for Motion
~Picture stories. We will teach_¥ou to
I write them. Easy to learn. Literar
Ltraining: or experience not required.
Anew and fascinating way to turn your spare
time Into money.
_ Our beautiful Catalog tells all about
it. Itis FREE. SendTorit TODAY.

AUTHORS'MOTION PICTURE SCHOO0OL.Box130B.Chlcago.lll

WeHave Paid Thousandsof Dollars
» Amateur Song Writers. You may be able to
.write asteady seller and share in future profits.
1 us$ your poems or melodies for only
music,publish,
advertise, secure
copyright in your name

ance guaranteed if available
by Largest, Most Suc-
cessful Music
Publishers

ot

t ex-
dreds

“ed son
big Song Writer's Magazine--val gbt— idbeolotir
on song writing and examinatidralsl ur...work

DUGDALE CO 873V Dugdalo Bldg., Washington,

CLASSIFIED ADVERTISEMENTS (Continued)

AUTHORS, SONG WRITERS.

SONG POEMS WANTED—Big money In successful songs.

Entirely New Plan. Send US your poems or melodies.
You may be able to write a Hit. Past experience unnecessary.
Publication guaranteed, if acce&table, by the world’s largest
reliable Song Publishers. We pay 50p.c. Free Illus. Book explains
our clear cut PIm. Hayworth Music Co., 608G, Washington,D C.

SONGS. MELODIES, Poems and Musical Compositions

wanted. We publish music of all kinds and promote same,
creating pogularltxland sales of copies. References to suc-
cesses achieved. . Y. Music Clearing House, 147 W. 45th

Street. N. Y. City.
lllfl?'IT Short stories. Big pay. Free booklet.
i United Press Syndicate, San Francisco.

DITKT D 've paid thousands in_royalties.
6%U lljltnl Ft_ll(s éendpme P/our 0ems or Metodies
for acceptance or write for free booklet. ill [oa%you 50p. C.
royalty. Established 16 years. John T. Hall, Columbus
Circle; New York

Tells how.

MOTION PICTURE PLAYS.

EARN *1200 A YEAR Inspare time writing one IEhoto-play a
week. Turn your ideas into dollars. We teach only sure
method. Our students are selling their plays. No experience
or literary ability necessary. Send for free book valuable In-
formation and special prize offer. Chicago Photo-playwright
College, Box 278 EW, Chicago. _

QIOTIIDC DI IV writerswanted. Big pay. We'll teachyou.
rlulUnu PLAT Picture Play Association, San Francisco

WRITE MOVING PICTURE PLAYS—$I0 to $100 each.
Constant demand. Devote all or spare time. Experience, liter-
ability or correspondence course unnecessary. Details free
Atlas Publishing Co., 320 Atlas Bank Bldg., Cincinnati, Ohio.

MOTION PICTURE PLAYS WANTED-You can write

them. We teach you by mail. No experience needed, Big
demand, good pay- ~Details Free. Associated Motion Picturé
Schools, 674 N- Sheridan Road, Chicago.

SUNDRIES.
BROTHER—Accidentally discovered

habit and Indigestion.
Mohawk, Florida.

root will cure tobacco
Gladly send particulars. E. C. Stokes,

DRAUGHTSMEN, artists and writers wanted to use Niag-
Rlne, the water-proof, perfect flowing, eternal Ink. Larzge

size tube or bottle only 20 cents prepaid.” Chas. Haeusser, 1267

Broadway, Albany, N. Y. Agents and Dealers Wanted.

DCDCAIlIl  Magnetism 148 pages, 80e. “How to Win,” 852
rLnOUHAL pages, $2 No difference what you want to
accomplish, you can if you will. Circulars free. Science Insti-
tute, S.W. 83, 712 W. 69th Street, Chicago.

DEVELOPING AND PRINTING of quality. Trial order,

any size, six exposure film developed and printed, 25c. Rex
Studios, 60th and Haverford Avenue, Philadelphia.
Earn $150 to J3OO Per month; travel

A nCTCPTI
Bﬁ A []JEILU IHE over the worl Write Supt. Ludwig,
140 Westover Bldg., Kansas City, Missouri.

MONO S
CREDIT

Special selection of Diamond-
set Jewelry at a savin
one-third " to__ one-half.
La Vallieres, Rings, Ear
Screws, Scarf Pins and

[

WYour choice of any of
£hese handsome pieces
lon our usual liberal

CREDIT TERMS:

Studs. Mountings are .
14k solid gold— ex- Pne - fifth down,
cept N-51,N-59,N-60 balance divided
and N-61. which into 8 equal
are platinum.
Finest quality N71 amounts, pay-
white dia 20 ble monthly.
monds,perfe< $ etrustev-
in cut and. ery honest
full of bril:
liancy. NB $ ———* RO
N72 $85
; NSO *15 N51
Ideal *45/S en d
Gifts
for Any /forFree
Occasion. NJewelry
/Catalog
| ,;,W/explaining our
R Easy Credit

>/ Plan, "Any article

. ~ [ sent for your ex-
Diamond Cutters / amination, ycha—ges

Dept.0861 /prepaid. We want

- w you to see for yourself

108 N. State St., \ & mr that you can savé money
CHICAGO, ILL.

1 'by sending to us when in
Branches: Pittsburgh, Pa., vy

1 'need of jamond, watch,
) / artistic jewelry, silverware.
and St. Louis, Me

Local representatives wanted.

Miss Green married Mr. Brown.
yeller.

WANTED
SONG POEMS =

The baby is a little

melodies. | \ NG

DOLLARS. Experience unnecessary. Available waork accepted for
ublication oposition unequalled. Write for free instructive
ooklet. MARKS.GOLDSMITH CO., Dept. AD, Washington, D. C.

WHY NOT BE AN ARTIST?

CTUDY drawlngat home underExpertFaculty.

We have successful students in every part of

the world. Turn your Talent into monei/. Our

Students arefilling high salaried positions. 14 years

successful teaching. Endorsed by high authorities.

18 Courses in Commercial and Illustrative Drawing,

Teachers'Normal and Applied Art. Profit or Culture.
Thoroughly Equipped Residence School

Artist's Outfit FREE to Enroled Students

SCHOOL GF APRLIED ART. 767 Applied Art Bldg, Battle Cresk Mich

Stop Forgetting!

Good memory is absolutely essential to success,
1for memory is power. Be successful—stop For-
getting! Begin your reai training at once.

The Dickson Method of Memory Training |
"““makes you “Forget Proof,” develops concentration, [

will, sélf-confidence, quick thowht, ready speech
Write today for my free book, “ How to Remember” 1

| —faces, names, studies, also how to secure FrEEe, a copy of
my $200DeLuxe book, “How to Speak in Public.” Address |
1 Dickson Memory School. 660 Auditorium Bldg., Chicago.,

FREE BOOK ON MOTORING

sANEW* OFTEACHING Explains how we can_start YOU in the

“1by MAIL Auto Business as Repairman, Chauffeur,

Salesman or Auto_ Mechanician with

DYKE’'S NEW IDEA WORKING

MODEL SYSTEM of teachin b)émall

and our new idea EMPLOYMENT

PLAN. Let us tell you the names of

some of our students and the salaries they are drawing today—more

than you are making. Don’t miss t—Send for Booklet NOW! Be-

ware Ofimitators. This is the original and only system of its kind in
the world. Models made in London. )

Dyke’s School of Motoring, Box 8, Roe Bldg.. St. Louis, Mo.

Kindly mention this magazine when writing to advertisers.



EVERY THIN MAN AND WOMAN

This is an invitation that no thin man
or woman can afford to ignore. We in-
vite you to try a new treatment called
“ Sargol" that helps digest the food you
eat— that hundreds of letters will prove 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 life
— been fitted to fight life’s battles, as

never for vyears, through the use of
“ Sargol.”

If you want a beautiful and well-
rounded figure of which you can be

justly proud—a body full of throbbing

life and energy, write the Sargol Com-
pany, 410-G Herald Bldg., Binghamton,
Y., today, for 50c. box *“ Sargol,” ab-

solutely free, and use with every mealL

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 :
REV. GEORGE W. DAVIS says:

“ 1 have made a faithful trial of the Sargol treatment
and must say it has brought to me new life and vigor.
I have gained twenty pounds and now weigh 170
pounds, and wha'c is better, | have gained the days of
my boyhood. It hasbeen the turning point in ray life.”

MRS. A. I. RODENHEISER writes:

“1 have gained immensely since | took Sargol, for |
0”9’ weighed about 106 pounds when | began usinE it
and now | weigh 180 pounds, so really this makes
twenty-four pounds. | feel stron?er and am looking
better than ever before, and now I carry rosv cheeks,
which is something I could never say before.*

CLAV JOHNSON says:

“ Please send me another ten-day treatment. | am
well pleased with Sargol. It has been the light of my
life. I am getting back to my proper weight again.
When | began to take Sarﬂol I only weighe
pounds, ana now, four weeks later, 1 am weighing
153 pounds and feeling fine.”

F. GAGNON writes:

“Here is my report since taking the Sargol treat’
ment. | am a man 67 years of age, and was all run
down to the very bottom. | had to quit work, as |
was so weak- Now, thanks to Sargol, | look like a
new man. | gained 22pounds with 23days* treatment.
I can not tell you how happy | feel.”

MRS. VERNIE ROUSE says:

“ Sargol is certainly the grandest treatment | ever
used. | took only two boxes of Sargol. My weight was
120 pounds and now | weigh 140and feel better than |
have for five years. | am now as fleshy as | want to
be and shall certainly recommend Sargol, for it does
just exactly what you say it will do.”

Full address of any of these people if you
wish.

Probably you are now thinking 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. Write us
today and we will send you absolutely free
a.50c. package for trial.

Cutoffcoupon below and pin to your teller.

EAT WITH US AT OUR EXPENSE

person to one 50c €
and that 10c is enclosed to cover postage, packing, etc.

ackage of Sargol, the concentrated Flesh Builder
Read our ad-

10c in stamps in letter today, with coupon, and the full 50c
Address: The Sargol Company, 410-G Herald Bldg., Bing-
plainly, and PIN THIS COUPON TO YOUR LETTER.

Kindly mention this magazine when writing to advertisers.



Jnterstateinannoee\
SolvedbyPostall fe
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Receives business from

every State— direct

HERE are 252 legal reserve

life - insurance companies in
thecountry,alloperatingthrough
agents, yet only 33 of these com-
panies do business in the State
of New York.

Similarly, of the largest four
New York companies— “ the
giants,” so-called— not one does
business in Texas; two of them do
not enter Wisconsin, and the fourth
does no business in ten States.

The States will not let agents
solicit business unless their com-
panies take out licenses, pay so-
called “ occupation” taxes, and
submit to other State exactions,
which some companies can not,
or will not, do.

STRONG
POSTAL POINTS
First: old-line

insurance — not
assessment.

legal-reserve
fraternal  or

Second: standard policy
reserves, now $10,000,000. 1n-
stirance in force, $50,000,000. /.

Third: standard
visions. approved by the State
Insurance Department.

Fourth: Operates under strict
state requirements and subject
to the United States postal au-
thorities.

Fifth: High medical standards
in the selection of risks.

Sixth: Policyholders' Health
Bureau arranges one free medi-
cal examination each year, if
desired

Your Full Name. 2.

policy pro 3. The Exact Date of your Birth.

35 Nassau Street,

INSURANCE
PROTECTION

HEALTH
CONSERVATION

The Postal Life, a New York company,
complying with all the strict require-
ments of that State, is the only insur-
ance institution that receives business
from every State in the Union,
thus enabling everyone to arrange in-
surance direct.

The POSTAL is, in quite a true
sense, an interstate institution and
it can transact an interstate busi-
ness, because it is a non-agency
company; it employs no agents
and does not send them into the
various States.

It is therefore exempt from the vari-
ous expensive requirements applicable
to companies employing agents and
agencies. Postal policyholders
get the benefit.

& & t* 3

See How Easy It Is

In writing simply say : Mail me insurance Par-
ticularsfor my age as per Aug.

In your letter be sure to give :

Jestafddjfeinsurance (omparny

Wm. R. Malone, President

Id/ide World.

Your Occupation.

its policy- 9

New York

Postal Lite Building

Pays claims in every
State— promptly

—I—H E one who wants insurance
in the Postal Life writes, as
a citizen of the United States,
direct to the Company's New
York headquarters— inits Home
Office Building shown above—
its only place of business. The
Postal answers by mail, employ-
ing the usual Government facili-
ties, and it is thus subject to the
United States Postal authorities
— also to the Federal Courts.

Uncle Sam brings letters from ap-
plicant?, wherever they live, and
takes the Company's answers wher-
ever they are directed.

Insurance is thus arranged and
policy-claims are paid by check
mailed direct to the beneficiary—
and promptly.

Net Cost Low in the

POSTAL

because

1st. Commission Divi-
dends corresponding to agent's
commissions, lessthe moderate ad-
vertising charge, go to Postal Pol-
icyholders the first year.

. Ttenewal-Commisslon
Dividends and Office ex-
pense Savin firs, covered by the

No agent will be sent to visit you: the Postal
Life dispenses with agents and gives
holders the benefit of their commissions.

\ %

uaranteed dividends,
Policyholders in
years.
3d.Contingent Policy divi-
dends, based on the company's
earnings, still further reduce the
cost each year after the fiist.

go to
subsequent



The 1913 Timepiece

The superb 19-Jewel Burlington Special with the latest improvements

in watch manufacture, perfect adjustment to position, the absolute adjustment to iso-
chronism, besides temperature adjustment. Also the newest style Montgomery dialand the magni-
ficent inlay enamel cases in many colors. A watch perfect in every detail and beautiful in design.
Clip the coupon below and send forthe superb Burlington watch book explaining a remarkable offer.

The Burlington watch bookfully illustrates the points of a truly ADJUSTED timepiece;
it also shows all the very latest designs in watch casesfor you to choosefrom. Inlay enamel
monograms, ribbon monograms, block monograms, diamond set cases, drafgon designs, French art
designs, etc. Allsizes, ladies'and men’s. Takeyourpick of any of them on this startling offer.

SentWithouta Penny Down

Yes — we want you to see and examine he watch in every particular before
you decide (returnable at our expense).

$2.50 a Month! ¢ fi st somat oni s55snon:
The Rock Bottom Price We Do Not Care What It Gts

If after examination you decide to keep the W e have decided upon this direct offer— sell-

BnuM M frfr**-, superb Burlington Special ing the public direct at the same price that
W atch, you may have it at " . .
feven the wholesale jeweler must pay—in
FREE the direct price—the rock © .
bottom price, _absolutely defiance of the contract systems—we are in
Book Coupon thesameprlcet ateven the this fight to 2£//;zrr-and so the public gets the
BURLINGTON Whglesale jeweler must benefit of our wonderfully special offer.
WATCH CO. pay

Mail Coupon for Free Watch Book

Just put your name and address on the coupon and send it to us.
Even ifyou do not intend buying a watch just now, you should
have this book. You should know the inside facts about this
watch business, the secrets about prices and contracts which
this book contains.  Post yourself, no obligations. So write

today for this superb catalogue of 1913 watches.

BURLINGTON WATCH CO.

Dept. 135Z, 19th and Marshall Blvd., CHICAGO, ILL.

BU nBBBH



