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FAMOUS AUTHORS 
AND THEIR DREAMS. 

Fe 

Much of Our Best Fiction Found 

Its Original Inspiration in a Pic» 

' ture from Dreamland. 

Some of the most popular novels 
in our language owe their origin en- 
tirely to dreams, for the wonderful 
workings of the brain during sleep 
often furnish material which the 
author is not slow to turn to good 
mccount. Had it not been for a dream 
“‘Robinson Crusoe’’ would probably 

never have been written. At the time 
the plot was first conceived Defoe 
‘was suffering from great mental wor- 
vy that resulted in his slumbers be- 
Ying broken by incessant night-mares. 
On one of these occasions he dream- 
ed that he was stranded on a desert 
island alone, and began to work out 
in the; dream a means of existence. 
So pleased was he with the experi- 

ence that. Defoe confessed to feelings 

¥ 

of disappointment when he awoke, 
and he hasted to put his vision into 
readable form. 
© ““‘Rienzi’’ was the dream oflspring 
of Lord Lytton's brain, the whole 
plot appearing before him in the 

~ phort space of two hours sleep be- 
tween violent attacks of neuralgia. 

gsley, after a hard day's fishing, 
~ went to sleep, only to get a shadowy 
outline of “Westward Ho’ in his 

~ dreams, though what connection the 
story ‘had with his sport it is diff: 
cult to understand. Few people 
know why Coleridge's entrancing 
poem, “Kubla Khan,” remains 
finished, but this master-piece has a 
very remarkable history. 'i‘he poet 
“had just taken an anodyne and drop- 
ped off to sleep, when the poem be- 
gan to shape itself in his mind,and 
the Nnes to run in rhyming order. 
When he awoke he rushed to his writ- 
ing table and wrote out the lines as 
we now have them, without a sec- 
ond’'s pause, but his- memory failed 
“him at the conclusion, so the work 
“wag never completed. Another fam- 
ous poem composed in a dream was 

“The Bells’, while the same author 
‘ Xdgar Poe, formulated one of his 

finest pieces of prose. ‘I'he Masque 
of the Red Death,” during the hours 
of unconsciousness. ‘ 
"“The Strange Case of Dr. Jekyll 

and Mr. Hyde’ probably caused 
Stevenson more mental trouble than 
any of his other works, but a dream 
got him out of the dificulty. He be- 
gan a story about a man’s double, 
but it appeared so unsatisfactory to 
him that he tore it up, without ban- 
ishing the theme from his mind. One 
night, however, he dreamed the scene 
at the window and a few minor in- 
cidents, while the second night the 
remainder of the plot followed, and 
the story was soon on paper. 

SOME QUEER WILLS 
BY QUEER PEOPLE. 

~ Eccentric Persons Who Left 

Strange Requests to be Car- 

ried Out. 

"There have been many British will 
makers more eccentric than Mr. Mac- 
 Caig, the Oban banker, whose last 

_ testament will shortly come under 
J tha consideration of the Edinburg 
court of session. Mr. MacCaig, it 

~~ may be remembered, left instructions 
in his will that gigantic statues of 
‘himself, his brothers and sisters, a 

"round dozen in all, should be placed 
on thle summit of a great tower that 

SE ~ his benefactor,” 

Z ipecific hospital, $4,000 on the birth 
of the second 

does myself.” 

“he had commenced to build on Bat- 
tery Hill, near Oban-——each statue to 

“cost not less than £1,000. 
A much more whimsical testator 
was a Mr. Sanborn, who left £1,000 
‘to Professor Agassiz to have_his skin’ 

« converted into two drumheads and 

two of his bones into drumsticks, 
and the balance of his fortune to his 
friend, Mr. Simpson, on cdéhdition 
that on every 17th of June He should 
repair to the foot of Bunker Hill, 
and, as the sun rose, ‘beat on the 
drum the spirit stirring strain of 

~ Yankee Doodle.” 
~ A Mr. Snow left a sum o? money to 
an eminent K. C. ‘‘wherewith tc pur- 
chase a picture of a viper stinging 

as a perpetual 

warning against the sin of ingrati- 
, tude. J 

It was a rich brewer who bequeath- 
rd £30,000 to his daughter on con- 
dition’ that on the birth of her first 
thiid she should forfeit £2,000 to a 

child, and so on by 
arithmetical progression until the 
$30,000 was exhausted. id 
Sydney Dickenson left $60.000 to 
his widow, who appears to have giv- 
en him a bad time during his life, on 

~ condition that she should spend two 
~ hours a day at his graveside ‘‘in 
company ° with her sister, whom I 
know she loathes worse than she 
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WH ©. London Cdve Dwellers. 

habitation, but 
~~ just been the scene of a number of 

Since the demolition of Gen. 
Booth’s temporaty meeting house, the 
island off the Strand which it occu- 
‘pied has offered no outward sign of 

it has nevertheless 

evictions. Probably the house-break- 
ers, who cleared the land of the old 
houses, thought that they had done 
~ their work thoroughly when they got 
down to the earth’s surface. It was 
left to a quick-witted London boy to 
discover that the cellars of the old 
ouses had not been demolished, and 

that anyone not possessed of the 
fourpence required for admission to 
a common lodging house, might 
make an excellent bedroom out of 
‘one of these cellars, with no rent to 
pay. Unfortunately for the originat- 

r of the scheme he passed this 
owledge on to others, with the re- 
It that many men and boys retired 

of old newspapers and news- 
ils to serve as pillows, used | 
comfortably till ‘the morn- 

mn, and now the cellars are no 
: bedrooms. : 
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Just beyond the drone of Cape- 

Town’s busiest street, there's a 

broodish, ancient looking little thor- 

oughfare, scarce a block in length. 
At the end facing Table Mountain, 

there's a two story stone house,—— 

roomy, and cool,—with wide veran- 
dahs and with generous doors and 
windows. 4 £9 

You observe nothing peculiar. Dur- 
ing the day, it basks in a kind of 
old world exclusiveness. Few enter. 
Few pass out. But for the occasion- 
al presence of a girl idling in a wic- 
ker chair, you might believe, and 
with reason that the tenants spent 
most of their time elsewhere. 
But with evening, there’s a change. 

With the quickening twilight of the 
far south, comes the glow of lights 
from within, the faint tinkling of a 
piano, and the blending of voices 

and footsteps. The street becomes 

suddenly populous. Its calm of a 

few hours before is supplanted by the 

swagger of a throng as cosmopolit- 

an as it is rough. They have come 

to patronize the ——Hotel, where 

songs are shouted, and drinks are 

sold. It’s one of the resorts for 

Capetown’s submerged, and the sold- 

iers and sailors of the station. 

There is a freedom from restraint, 

—a breezy irony to the conversation, 

—a profane readiness to take hard 

knocks and to give them,—a joyous 

candidness and uproarious spirit of 

bretherhood. 5 

The flood tide of prosperity came, 

during the war. Never before, in the 

long concert hall, had applause 
been 

heard to equal that which came 
from 

the men whose homes were 
through- 

out the empire. Never had the pert 

and painted’ bar-maids 

such prodigious guaffin
g. 3 

In the hall were long rows of in- 

firm chairs, a couple of bars and a 

stage. If you conducted yours
elf ac 

cording to the expectations of the 

proprietor. you wo
uld sit down, sad

 

await the approach of a youth, 

whose duty it was 
to ask vou your 

choice of refreshments
, and then pro- 

ceed to bear it to you. He had a 

disagreeable smirk, 
that lad, and or 

| en when he had gone,
 there r¢ ans 43 

the uncomfortable 
thought that } 

leering ‘eyes. were furtively devou
ring 

corpulent, untidy man, gy 

glasses, and unclean wh
iskers, sat a 

a piafio near the st
age, and by gost 4 

consumptive looking
 American, Tih 

smooth shaven, young-old 
face. : 

wag the duty of the latter to rd
 

nounce each number, 
and incidenta y 

to dilate upon the phy
sical fairness o 

songstress or dancer. His voice was 

thin, and without 
strength. Through

 

witnessed 

A Reminiscence of Boer War Time, Written for Th 

Times by a Member of the New Brunswick Con- 

tingent:s Ab Cape Town Resort Where the Pace 

Was Fast and Furious from Dusk till Dawn.:-- 

V4 Cosmopolitan Company. 

] 
‘announcement, 

THE SHADOW 
OF TABLE MOUNTAIN. 

the grey smoke wreaths you could 

see him mount his chair to make an 
watoh the movement 

of his pale lips, and ocoasionally 

comprehend a fragment of what he 
was saying. 
Then, the pianist would snatch 

from the top of his instrument a 

majestic beaker of ale, sip it brisk- 

ly, give a wipe with his coat sleeve, 

bend over the keys, and break into an 
agonized overture. 
The song stirieked from behind the 

footlights was of questionable del- 
icacy, but the singer was raptorusly 
encored, and she smiled in the face of 

her auditors, a smile full of suggest- 
iveness, as they stamped their ap- 
proval of her dancing. 

Hundreds of faces there were,— 
bearded and boyish, bold, apologetic, 
lewd, weak and strong. 
As the night lengthened, more 

thronged became the hall,—more 
dense the swirls of smoke from power- 
ful pipes and unlovely cigars,—more 
slippery the floor,—more strange and 
frequent the oaths, 
Scouts, on furlough from the front, 

lean and reticent; garrulous recruits, 

sof, and with easy confidence in the 
future®~volunteers, sailors, men from 
both sides of the equator heard the 
clatter of the dance and kept time 
to the music. 
After the clamor of applause had 

subsided, a blonde young man of 
cherubic cotintenance, . came to the 
footlights and bowed. He was very 
erect and wore a dress suit. He seem- 
ed so clever and artless that you 
could not help wondering at the in- 
congruity of his surroundings. 
He nodded to the piamist, who 

straightway let his dangling. fingers 
descend on the keys, and there rip- 
pled, haltingly around, the room the 
prelude to a melody of patriotism. 
The singer's words rang out,— 

strong and sympathetic. With the first 
line of the number, all who were able 
were standing uncovered, while their 
hoarse voices rose and fell to the 
swing of the anthem. 

It was long past midnight, and the 
song intimated that the closing hour 
had come. 
As the national hymn closed, 

swelling- notes were engulfed 
cheers,—the cherubic figure on 
stage stood at the salut d from 
the men beneath welieds more-plaudits 
for the woman whose uniform they 
wore. 
Then they filed hoisterously out in- 

to the silence and sweetness of the 
African dawn; where the stars were 
fading in the deepening flush of the 
morning, and the cloven side of the 
mountain was dim behind a veil of 
violet mist. 
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‘THE GENIUS OF 
THE JAP ARMY. 

Baron Kodama Comes of 

Good Stock and Has Grea
t 

tar Record. 

Everybody agrees that the genius 

of the Russo-Japanese w
ar is Gener- 

al Baron Kodama, recen
tly assistant 

chief of the general staff, and now 

commander in chief of the Japanes? 

army in the field, says William BE. 

Curtis, the Chicago Record-Herald’
s 

correspondent writing from Tokyo. 

Kodama was formerly assista
nt min- 

ister of war, then minister of the in- 

terior, and is now governor general 

of Formosa, on leave of absence, ha
v- 

sot of the war because, while a
ssist- 

ant minister of war some years ago, 

he planned the campaign which the 

Japaitese armies are conducting in 

Manchuria. After serving in Tokyo 

for six months and carrving out his 

plans concerning the mobilization 

and transportation of troops, he was 

sent to the front about the first of 

AERLY. 7 
General Baron Kodama is about 

is therefore of 

as a soldier, 
wounds received in Korea some years 
ago, where he was shot through both 

shoulders. 
plaster of paris mold, 

age have been 
since. His left 
Otherwise he is in perfect health and 

een hours a day at the general stafi 
building. He has read every report 

patch that had been sent from Tokyo 
concerning the army in the field, and 
has dictated most of the orders from 
the war department at Tokyo to the 
commanders in the field. Although 
Field Marshal Oyama is 
health and his mental vigor is unim- 
paired, he refers everything to his 
assistant because ‘he recognizes his 
superior ability and considers him 
the shrewdest or one of the shrewdest 
strategists in the world today. . 
Baron Kodama looks more like a 

Frenchman than a Japanese. Except 
his diminutive size, he is entirely un-x 
Japanese in appearance. He is small 
and slight, ‘weighing not more: than 
120 pounds. His scanty hair is iron 

mustache and goatee, 

{ 

chief of stafi to Field Marshal Oya
ma, 

ing been called to Tokyo at the out-!
 

and has the weatherbeaten appear- 
ance noticeable in sailors and old 
campaigners. His eyes are keen, but 
kindly, and their color is blue. He 
has a- quick, nervecus manner and a 

hearty laugh. He speaks no English 
or French, but reads the latter lan- 
guage imperfectly. Lieutenant Tan) 
aka, ‘an aid-de-camp, who speaks. 
both English and French fluently, is 
always at his side to inferpret con- 
versations. No reports are given out 
without the approval of Kodama.ln 
fact, he is Japan as far as the army 
is concerned. 
He has an assistant of his own 

kind in Major General Fukushima, a 
man of great ability, energy and 
learning, whom many consider the 
equal of his chief. Fukushima has 
ridden from one end of Manchuria to 
the other. He knows every road and 
stream, covery mountain and valley, 

every town and hamlet and can make 
a chart of the country with his eyes 
shut. 
Fukushima and Xodama work as 

one and are entirely in sympathy. 
Among other duties Fukushima looks 
after a curious chart which hangs in 
Kodama’s office. The headquarters 
of the general staff are in a two 
story villa, built for the residence of 
a foreigner about twenty years ago, 
just outside the walls that inclose 
the park of the imperial palace. With- 
in everything is severely simple. 

fifty years old, and a descend®mt of a | all. 
samurai or knight of ‘feudal times. He! out ornament, and the only furniture 

good fighting stock, |is an Indianapolis-roll top desk and 

and he has made a brilliant record jan 

bearing honorable half dozen hard bottom chairs. The 

| 

that has been received and every dis- 

in good 

Kodama's room is the plainest of 
It is uncarpeted, entirely with- 

ordinary - kitchen tabl® and 

table is covered with maps and 
charts,'and upon the wall is a, rack 

For months he lay in a'of beautiful Japanese cabinet work 
unable to divided into marrow little slits,, each 

move a muscle of the upper portion of which eontains a piece of 

of his body. His patience and cour- hoard inscribed with Japanese char- 

talked ahout ever! acters, 

arm is "helpless. | person unacquainted with the 

card- 

While no foreigner or other 
Jap- 

X ,anese language can appreciate the sig- 
is the hardest worked man in Japan. y 

He has spent from sixteen to eight- 
nificance of this curious arrangement, 
to Kodama and Fukushima it means 
everything. Each slip of pasteboard 
represents a regiment, each line of 

compartments a brigade, each block 
of lines a division, and the entire 
rack stands for the Japanese army 
in Manchuria. Over the wires every 
morning come reports of the location | 

and fighting strength of the different 

regiments, and the little strips of 

cardboards in this curious arrange- 
ment are changed accordingly, 80 

ma can see what troops are availr 
able and where they are located. 

In a drawer of the table is another 
chart, not visible to the ordinary 
visitor, upon which is kept as accur- 

ately as possible a similar represen- 

tation of the strength and location 
of the Russian armies, based upon 
information received daily from the 
spies and scouts which the Japanese 
have stat ‘in every village and 

that by a single glance Baron Koda- | 

EXPENSIVE FURS 
FOR THE WINTER. 
— 

Latest Fashions in Costly Wrap- 

pings for the Fair Ones During 
the Cold Weather. b 

Three thousand dollars for a muff 

and boa! That is what a woman in 

New York paid for her furs last 

week. The boa was sable, flat and 

wide, one of the sort they call a fur 

necklace. The muff was a big one, a 

granny muff. 

Another set cost a thousand. It 

was in ermine and there was a stole 

trimmed with discs of sealskin. The 

muff was big and lat and applied 
with circles of the seal. 
That a woman is judged by her fur 

coat there is no ! manner of doubt. 
There is no other one garment which 
so plainly proclaims its cost and its 
manufacture. The; layman the per- 
son who knows nothing whatever 
about furs, the most ignorant crea- 
ture in the world can tell at a glance 
a real fur coat from an imitation 
fur. And there is no womangl:ut can 
tell a good fur from a poor one and 
an up-to-date coat from one whose 
vintage is of the long ago. y 
Not that the old fur coat is to be 

despised, not by any means. For it 
can be beautifully cut over and com- 
bined with other materials, or it can 

be left in its present state and trim- 
med in an up-to-the-season manner. 
One of the prettiest of ideas is to 

trim one kind of fur with another 

fur, and, in doing this, one can get 

beautiful effects. Trim chinchilla 
with ermine; trim sealskin with baby 

lamb; combine Persian lamb and 

mink, or try any of the other artis- 

tic combinations of the season. 
But here is a word of caution: Do 

not use imitation furs. Or, if used, 

let them be frankly imitation. Seal 

plush is lovely as plush, but not as 

seal, and there are imitation furs 

that are handsome in their own con- 

dition, but which become hopeless 
when one attempts to call them sab- 

le, or chinchilla, or otter! Wear 
them as imitations, but not as the 

real. L 

Those who have scraps of fur can 

utilize them in various ways, one of 

the prettiest being the stole of fur. 

“Use up your odds and ends of fur,” 

is the advice of! the furriers 

There are collarettes and stoles 

made by piecing furs together so 

that they are almost striped. Such 

collarettes are extremely. dressy and 

they make a pretty change. They 

can be worn with gowns to match, 

for it is the fad to match everything 

this year. 
The furs must match the gown. 

This is bad intelligence for the wo- 

man who has only onc gown and on- 

ly one set of furs, both widely differ- 

ent. Yet, if she be a wise woman, she 

will not despair, but will endeavor 

to marcPREEEys and ends meet. 
There come great, beautiful, blue 

enamel buttons which can be used to 

trim brown sealskin coats, and there 

can be bands of silk upon the collar 

and the cuffs, the revers, the facings, 

and in the linings. The coat can be 

lined with blue silk to match the 

gown and the cufis can be turned 

back and faced with blue. 

Big blue buttons can be sewed up- 

on fur cuffs, and there can be a col- 

lar of seal added to the coat, and 

the inner side of the collar can be 

PDlue, put on in: a manner to slightly 

show. Thus the coat and thegown 

are brought into harmony. 

"“But where possible the gown should 

be brown because it matches so,many 
fars so well. Brown goes beautifully 

with sable; it iss very handsome with 

seal it is a delightful color to! use 
%vith the covet cat furs that are so 
fashionable this year, and brown is 

the best of all shades to combine-with 

mink, Next to brown comes green; 

then gray, then black, then blue. 

To relieve the sameness of brown 

fur and brown cloth, there can be 

enamel buttons and there can be or- 
namental cords and tassels, and 

these can show white and blue cun- 
ningly interlaced. There can be pas- 
sementeries with scarlet and blue and 
white all intertwined. 

A great many of the pretty fur 

trifles are hand embroidered, and 
these are worn with handsome silk 

costumes. 

Don’t Boil Water. 

Now comes a Paris physician who 
says that it is all wrong to boil 
drinking water, as the municipal doc- 

tors direct when there is danger of a 
typhoid fever epidemic. Professor 
Charrin of the college of France is 
the learned.authority who is quoted 
as denouncing the popular theory 
that the fever germs being destroyed 
by cooking themn well, the danger of 
sickness is avoided. Professor Char- 
rin’s doctrine is that in boiled water 
not only is the deadly mic*obe de- 
stroyed but also the microbe which 
even more than the dog or horse de- 
serves to be called the friend of man. 
The beneficent microbe is that which 
assists at the digestion of such sub- 
‘stances as cellulose and albumen. If 
he ie boiled out, these intractable 
substances set up irritations which 
end ih enteritis and other inaladies. 
Another cminent French authority, 
M. Pages, agrees with M. Charrin in 
saying that boiled water seriously 
impedes digestion, and attacks the 
assimilative organs. “It may,” he 
says, ‘‘save yous from typhoid, but 

the risk of typhoid is in any case 
very small, while if it does save you 

it exposes you to a host of other ail- 

ments no less m:schievous.”” “If you 
do boil drinking water,” says M. 
Pages, ‘‘expose it before you drink 
it for some hours to the open air, 

and agitate it.”” This is probably to 
let the microbes all in again.. 

‘Mon Dieu, zees languazhe,”™ said thé 
earnest Parisian, who was visiting the 
Fair. ‘“It makes me cent mille troubles. 
Mon ami Brown tells me Monsieur Smit’ 
has one level head. I require of ze 
dictionaire what it is that level means. 
Zle dictionaire say level is flat. Next day 
I see Monsieur Smit’ an’ TI compliment 
heem. ‘Ah, Monsieur Smit’ vous avez 
ze grand flat head,” Monsieur Smit’ is 
‘not compliment. He knock me down.’ 
 —Cincinnati C 1 Tribune, 

Down to Death in the 

It is a curious thing that mo one 
has ever yet attempted anything like | the sea shore. 
an authentic history of ghosts. It 
cannot be said that this is because 
of a lack of that hoary antiquity 
which is the invariab,e accompani- 
ment of respectability. 

Not to mention King Saul, who 
saw ghosts in the early infancy of 
the world, or Macbeth, whose diges- 
tive organs were thrown out of order 
by the appearance of the spectre of 
Banquo at the supper table there can 
be no question that ghosts have con- 
tributed not a little to the mental 
and moral activity of the human 
race, from time immemorial and ev- 
en before that. ; 
When a small boy in Scotland the 

writer of this article for the Evening 
Times used to regularly visit an old 
lady to hear ghost stories. I have 
only to shut my eyes to sec her now. 
She dwelt in an attic, up three pairs 
of stairs, lived all alone and was 

about eighty years of age. She was 
tall, and most supernaturally thin, 
and had a nose that looked to me to 
be almost supernaturally long. With- 
al, she was very hospitable, and ,al- 

though without visible means of sup- 
port always had a little earthenware 
teapot sitting on the hob, from 

which she was ready to refresh any 
chance adult visitor. 1 used the 
word adult advisedly, for it was a 
fixed principle with her that tea was 
bad for children; and further, that 
salts and senna were excellent to 
pour down their small throats. 

And so it happened that on three 
afternoons a week, which was as of- 

ten as I could visit her, there await- 
ed me a bowl of the aforesaid vil- 
lainous compound. To be sure, there 
was a slice of bread with butter and 
jam, afterwards, the quality of which 
was something to dream of in days 
to come. 

After she had done her duty by me 
‘In the matter of salts and senna,with 
a mind at peace she would sit in 
front of the small grate and take her 
pipe and smoke. As TI look back 
now. I can easily distinguish the 
quaint old figure in the dim light, 
with her scanty gray hair tortured 
into two tight little curls dangling 
one over each ear. Her clay pipe 

had a stem barely two inches long, 
and was blackened from age and us- 
age. “She had a hard task to keep it 
going, and as she applied the end of 
the burning paper to the bowl I re- 
member wondering in a childish way 
which would ignite first, the tobacco 
or the end of her nose, and what 

would happen if the latter were first, 

lit. 
After she got her pipe going, she 

would settle back in her chmir and 
tell me ghost stories. Sometimes 
they were short, -but oftener they 
were interminable narrations, the 
very recollection of which even now 
sets my nerves tingling. 

And right here let me enter a pro- 
test against telling ghost stories to 
children. They are bad at any time, 

but told under the circumstances 
these were told, the effect is inefface- 

able. The gloomy, weatherbeaten 
ruins of the old abbey formed an ex- 
cellent background for the imagina- 
tion, while the dimly lit streets of 
the little town for the time being 
were peopled with gibbering spectres, 
which had a habit of lurking in the 
most obscure corners to jump out and 

molest the unwary. 

The most noticeable thing, however 
about these scenes was that these le- 
gends were told in all good faith.The 
old lady belonged to a gencration 
that implicitly believed in these im- 
palpable shadows. For them there 
was nothing improbable in the tales 

of restless spirits, whether of mur- 
derers or their victims. A new gen- 
eration has arisen since, with super- 
ior knowledge. They know infinitely 
more of mathematics and ,all the 
other sciences, and they scout the 

idea of disembodied spirits having 
the power to appear to mortal eyes. 
To be in the fashion the writer of 
this article affects to laugh at ghosts 
and ghost seers also, but deep down 
inn his heart he knows he would ra- 
ther not pass through a lonely grave- 
yard after nightfall; that he would 
rather not visit a deserted or ruined 

house when the moon is shining. If 

any one is curious enough to iaquire 

the reason for this, he must seek it 

in the stories drunk in with such 

wide-eyed eagerness at that old wo- 
man’s fireside, years ago. 

" Let it be well understood, however, 

that the old lady in question kept 

good hours. So whenever the ‘“‘wag- 

“at-the-wa’ >’ struck nine, she would 

say ‘‘noo, laddie, rin awa hame, yer 

father will be winderin’ what’s keep- 

in’ ye.” . There was no appeal, so 

without a word, I would descend the 
‘stairs quictly and slip into the street 
with my heart ig my mouth. The 

stillness of the night was most un- 

earthly, and the brightness of the 
moonbeams, but heightened the effect. 

It boots not to tell how often I look- 

ed over my shoulder, half expecting 

to see the white lady.or the blue la- 

following me. or how TI stopped 
dead at every sound, dreading lest 
it was the spectre of the castle 
clanking his chains'at my heels. Om 
such nights the very moon and . the 
planets in the far off heavens to my 
terror took on the nature of demons, 
and as I ran I would cast many a 
look upward, . only to find that 
moon was still in hot pursuit direct- 
ly overhead. g 
The poet says; ‘There are more 

things in heaven and earth. Horatio, 
than are dreamt of in your philoso- 
phy.”” Apparently there are = some 
‘things inexplicable by any rule of 
| human logic. I spent a winter in 

¢ 

FIRESIDE STORIES 
CONCERNING GHOSTS. 

An Auld Scotchwoman’s Tales and Their Effect 

Upon a Contributor to The Evening Times: 

Weird and Pathetic Story Told by a Woman in 

Prince Edward Island, Whose Husband Went 

Sea. 

Prince Edward Island once, close to 
The woman I lived 

with was a widow, “having lost her 
husband in the fall of the year, be- 
fore, in a storm in which hundreds 
of fishermen lost their lives. 
The story she told me was suffici- 

ciently weird. The day before the 
fatal news ‘reached her she was en- 
gaged in her usual household duties. 
In the course of the forenoon she had 
occasion to go outside for an armful 
of stovewood. The wood was in the 
open air, and while in the act of 

picking up an armful she looked out 
over a grey, mournful sea. The story 
that follows is in her own words, or 
as near as I can recollect: — 
“I was looking out over the sea, 

which was very rough that day, when 
all at once I distinctly saw my hus- 
band’s boat off shore. It was about, 
I should judge, 300 yards off when I 
first saw it, and three men who sat 
in it were bending to the oars. Slow- 
ly, very slowly, it drew in to the 
beach, and I distinctly heard the 
keel grate on thé pebbles, and saw 
two of the men leap out in their 
long sea boots and draw the boat 
further up towards the dry land. 
Then I saw it- was my husband who 
had remained on board. As soon as 
the dry land was reached he also 
leaped out, and all three dragged 
the boat out of reach of the waves 

their faces as distinctly as I see | 

husband's 
they 

have reached out and touched them | 
they disappeared without a sound.” | 

name. Suddenly, 

No comment is offered on this 
story. All that night the storm | 
raged, and the next day. Early on 
the second day a sorely battered! 
schooner crept into the harbor of 

Summerside, and an item in the tale 
the sailors told was that about the 
same hour the apparition appeared 
to the lonely woman on the shore, 
the boat in which her husband was 
with two men capsized in the first 
gust of the storm, and sank before 

their eyes. 

The writer of this article never saw 
a ghost. But neither did he ever see 
a full eclipse of the sun. Yet he be- 

lieves fully in the occurrence of such 
a phenomenon-, gnd why? Because 

men whom he believes to have been 

accurate observers have recorded that 

such things have happened in their 
time. Neither does he know of his 
own observation that the earth re- 

volves round the sun, or that each 
ol the planets travels in its own in- 

dependent axis, but he would just as 
soon doubt his own existence as dare 
to scoff at any of these axiOms of 
science. “a 
It may be that those 

ghosts and spectres are simple na- 
tures whose nerves are in a disturb- 

ed state by over brooding. It: may | 
even be that spectres are simply the ! 
fruit of disordered imaginations. | 
Still it does not ‘do to be too mat- | 
ter-of-fact. Man is a complex being, 
and the brain of man is a wonderful 
machine. The dividing line between 
sanity and insanity is a wonderfully | 
fine one, and the chasm that separ- 
ates the seen from the unseen may be 

easier bridged than we sometimes 
imagine. There is nothing gained by ! 
being too wise, and the most deeply 

learned are the most easily convinc- 

ed. 
Many a man whose word in a bus- 

iness transaction would weigh infin- 
itely more than the writer's hand, 

finds himself become an' object of 
suspicion and distrust when he says 
he saw a ghost. Perhaps this is as 
it should be, and yet by the same 

rule the gentleman who proclaims to 
a listening world that every drop of 

water is filled with millions of ani- 
mal culae should equally be an ob- 
ject of derision; while he who dares 
to hint at the rings of- Saturn should 
be regarded as a mild lunatic, be- 

cause such things are hidden from 

the gaze of the common multitude.” 
oF a 

i 
who! see 
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(From Harper's Weekly.) 

One of the practical results of the 

ary railway betwen Berlin and Zos- 
sen has been the submission by two 
of the competing companies of plans 

Berlin and Hamburg, two cities be- 
tween which additional and better 
means of railway communication are 
needed. The length of the existing 
railway is 177 miles, ard the fastest 
train makes this distance in 3 hours 
and 27 minutes. One of the compan- 
ies proposes to construct a single- 
track line which will be quite inde- 
pendent of the present line, except at 
the termini. There would be a pass- 
ing point at an intermediate station 
and the single track would of course, 

ian hour is promised, 
| for the journey set at 1 hour and 55 
i minutes, barring delays at the term- 

limit the number of trains to be 
handled daily. A speed of 100 miles 

and the time 

inal stations. Higher speeds than 
this have been attained, but the 

above rate is considered perfectly safe 

as well as feasible, for general oper- 

ation. , — 
me) 

TESTING PA. 

Irate Parent—Stop that! Didn't I tell 

you I wouldn’t speak to you aghin? 

Son—Yes, pa. \ : 

Irate Parent—Then what did you do it 

for? 
Son—I wanted to see if you had told 

the truth. —Boston Post, 

Then they started to walk towards | 

the house, and I, dropping the wood, | 
ran to meet them. I saw all three of |y, 

rable at a greater c : 

"man firing it can distinguish an indi- 

Svidual 

High Speed Railways. 
| 

recent high-speed trials on the milit- | 

for a high-speed electric line between 

A FEW POINTS 
FOR RIFLEMEN, 

Estimating Distance H ighly Essen. 
tial to First Class Marksmans 
ship. 

Marksmen, or those desirous of 
learning to shoot may have much 
amusement and at the same time ace 
quire a goodly store of Knowledge. 
that will be valuable later with a 
rifle, by undertaking to estimate dis- 
tances. In the days to come more 
and more attention will be paid to 
shooting at unknown distances and 
to get into the front rank of shoot- 
ers, skill in estimating distances is 
essential. Practice in this may be 
obtained very easily by first learn-~ 
ing to spjep distances correctly one 
step to the yard, and then, in course 
of a stroll through town or country, 
selecting an object estimating the 
distance and counting the number of 
steps necessary to reach it. 
This proposition appears to be a 

simple one, but it is more difficult 
than it seems and the results espec- 
ially if the trials are made by par= 
ties of four or more, will be amusing 
as well as instructive. Some time 
ago a party of thirty-five or forty 
men, the most expert rifle shots in 
the country, were gathered at Sea 

the result of which depended the se- 
lection of a team to go to England 
to shoot for the Palma trophy.Some- 
onc asked how far it was to a cer- 
tain fence and immediately every 
man estimated the distance. After 
much good-natured bantering the dis- 
tance was paced and the result was 
ludicrous. Every one had over-esti- 
mated the distance, the closest guess 
being fifty yards out of the way. 
while the majority exceeded it by 
200 yards. Yet twelve of those same 
men went to England and won the 
biggest international rifle match the 
world kag ever seen. 
Do you know: 
That, at 30 yards, the white of a 

man’s eye is plainly seen and the 
eyes themselves up to 80 yards? 
That, at 100 yaras, all parts ol the 
ody are seen distinctly, slight move« 

a iments are perceptible, and the min- 

yours now, and as I ran I called my |yte details of the uniform can be dis- 
when ! 4; i x | tinguished? 

were so near it seemed I could | g That, at 200 yards the outlines of 

the face are confused and the rows 
{of buttons look like stripes? 

That, at 400 yards, the face is a 

mere dot, but all movements of the 

legs and arms are still distinct? 
That at 600 yards details can no 

longer be distinguished, though files 
of a squad, if the light is strong, can 
be counted? : 
That, at 800 yards, the men in a 

squad cannot be counted, ror their 

individual movements distinguished? 
At 1,000 yards, a ling of men 

sembles a board belt; the direct. np 

of their march, can, however, be 

readily determined. At 1,200 yards 

cavalry can be distinguished from 

infantry, and at 2,000 yards  &. 

mounted man usually’ appears as i 

mere speck. 

Yet in these days of long range 

weapons battles are fought at a dis- 

tance of 1,000 yards, and it is desir- 

able for marksmen to «qualify at that 

The new rifle, with which cur range. 
troops are to be equipped has a max: 

imum eficctive fighling range at &. 

781 yards or more, than fwo and 

one-half miles. In other words,a bul- 
dis- 

the 

kill or 

than 
will 
distance 

lot from this rifle 

enemy irom the surrounding 

landscape. : 
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LORD KITCHENER 

ACCEPTS DEFEAT. 

| Small Person on Shipboard 

Didn't Quail Before His 

Awful Frown. 

From an Indian correspondent 

comes the following story of Lord 
Kitchener and a determined little la- 
dy of three or four summers. it hap- 

pened on hoard the ship conveying 
I.ord Kitchener to India. Onc after- 

ncon “K. of K.” was dosing in his 

deck chair, for even Homer nods 

awhile, when the small maiden in 

question, playing with her ball, per- : 

haps by accident, perhaps by design, 

let it fly into his lordship’s face, 

whence it rolled to his feet. Tord 

Kitchener woke up and turned upon 

the child, who by this time had ap- 

proached him, that basilisk gaze be- 

fore which the hearts of strong men 

have often turned to water. 

But the child was in no wise abash- 

ed. ‘‘Pick up my ball,”’ she said im- 

peratively. Lord Kitcherer frowned 

and answered not. 
“Pick up my ball,” reiterated the 

small damsel insistently. 
“Haven't you got a nurse?’ said 

Lord Kitchener in an awful voice. 

The interrogative mood was ans= 

i wered by the imperative. 

“Pick up my ballt”’ 
Lord Kitchener looked round de- 

spairingly, but reinforcements were 

hot in sight. ‘Where is your moth- 

er?’’ he said weakly. 
““Pjck—up—my—ball!"’ The ulti- 

matum was delivered in crescendo 

tones which suggested the imminence 

of something worse to follow, and 

Lord Kitchener meekly complied. 

Then he fled incontinently to the 

smoking room.—M. A. P. 

NO CHANCE TO LEARN. 

The family was planning at the break- 
fast taljle to attend later in the day, the 
funeral of a deceased neighbor, but Isa- 
tel, agled six, was, very much to her uis- 
tress, to he left at home. 
“But I've never been to a funeral.’ fhe 

little girl pleaded. “I want to go to 

one just dreadfully.”’ 4 

“Never mind, sis,” sald the little 
maid’s brother, consolingly, ‘‘perhaps you 
can go to your own some day.’’- 

“Well,”” flashed Isabel indignantly, ‘if 
I don’t have a little practice 1 sha’'n’t 
know hotv to behave even at that one.” 

| —October Lippincott’s. ot 

A BACHELOR. 
An old fellow whetted his’ knife, 

i And growled, ‘“You can bet your sweet 
' ife, & ; 
i While some things may he said, 

f the way .I cut bread, ; 
better than having el 
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