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ST. JOHN, N. B., SATURDAY, SEPTEMBER 9, 1899. 

COFFIN DRUMMER'S TALE 

PROVES BY A TALE THAT FI1S CALL- 

ING IS NOT ALL GLOOMY, 

A Wonderfnl Earthquake in an Ohio Céme. 

tery Which Put a Fi ishing Touch to a 

Marriage Romance—~A Seismic Disturb- 

ance With Happy Results. 

When the experienced drummer with 

the two heavy grips s'epped up to the 

desk the clerk recognized him and bowed 

end smiled gravely. 

« Ghost-walk, No. 3, Gibson,’ he said to 

the bellboy who answered his call. 

The drummer nodded an acquiescence 

to the assignment and followed the boy to 

the elevator. When he returned to the 

lobby half an bour later the cherry pto:- 

phate‘ salesman who had stood within ear- 

shot of the desk when the drummer regis- 

tered, come forward and eaid, curiously: 

‘I beg your pardon, but will you give 

me a clue to the mystery of the clerk’s 

instructions in regard to your room? 

What and where is the ghcst-walkP 

. The experienced drummer looked up in 

surprise. 

‘Good beavens,’ be said, ‘where have 

you been all your life? I though every- 

body knew atout that. Why, the ghost- 

walk is what they always call the rooms 
where the men of my line are stowed 

away.’ 

The cherry pbosphate man flashed 

slightly at the allusion to his possible back- 

woods origin, but boldly persisted in his 

lsudable endeavor to #dd to his mesgre 

fund of information. ‘Wtkat is your line ¥’ 

he asked. 

*Ccflins,’ said the experienced drummer, 

succinctly. 

The cherry phosphate representative 

quailed. ‘Great Scott! he exclaimed, 

‘You don’t travel ground with a——with 

those things do you ? 
‘Why not?” demanded the experienced 

drummer, irritably. ‘What's the matter 

with cc fine ? They re something we've sll 

got to come to, sooner or later, unless we 

happen to be incinerated in a hotel fire or 

diein the course of a trip abroad and get 

shoved off into the measuroless depths of 

the murmuring sea. For my part, I must 

say that I prefer a ccflin to either of those 

alternatives.’ 

‘Oh, I don’t know that there is any- 

thing the matter with your ccfline,” return: 

ed the [ hosphate man, calmly ignoring the 

reference to possible casualities. ‘If there 

was, I suppose you couldn't tell them. But 

it must te a grewsome sort of business.’ 

The ccflin man sniffed angrily. ‘Now, 

see here,” he said ‘don’t you know that 

thau’s all tommyrot? But I suppose I 

ought not blame you for your ignorance. 

You're no worse than nice out of tem of 

the other people I meet. Henestly, it 

makes me boil sometimes to see how peo: 

ple look upon a ccffin man. It seems to 

be the popular impression ‘that our travel- 

ling paraphernalia consists of a hearse and 

a pair of funeral horses, not to mention a 

car-load of coffins and a saratoga truck 

full of shrouds, while some folks even go 

so far as to imagine that we carry a corpse 

around to make the display more attrac- 

tive. 
‘I'll venture to say though,” and here 

the «xperierced drummer showed signs of 

“lapsirg into reminiscences, ‘that if it came 

down to an actus] story-telling contest I 

could dizcount every single one of my con- 
freres and not pass cutside the realm of 

facts, either. To start with, 1’ll make the 

assertion that I'm the only man in the bu:- 

iness who has completely fitted out a cem- 

etery that is ell the way from one foot to 

eix thousand feet beneath the surface of 

the earth.’ 
The drummer stopped to light another 

cigar, then con'inued musingly: ‘That 

was a peculiar thing. It was by all odds the 

strangest thing I have ever seen or even 

heard of and that means a good deal com- 

ing from a man who has been on the road 

constantly for the past thirty yeers and has 

as a matter of course, scen more than 

one thing of interest. It was such a very 

strange thing that if there were not two or 

three thousand people living in southern 

Obio now who can vouch for the truth of 

what I'm going to say I should be afraid to 
tell it for fear {you'd go away and say; 

‘Well if that c« flio man ain’¢ the darndest 

liar I ever did sce.” The cemetery I had 

-¢ reference to a moment ago is on the out- 

“skirts of a little town om the Ohio River 
abcut sixty milcs above Cincinnati. There 

was only one undertaker in the town then 
—there is only one there now, for that 

matter—and up to the time I began to 

solicit his trade all the people thereabouts, 

who were of the bide-bound, old-fashioned 

sort, had been content to be laid simply 

away in family burial lots upon death. 

Shortly after I made my first call, how ver, 

a wsve of progress struck the place, and 

one of the first things the village guardians 

did, atter becoming imbued with the spirit 

of advancement, was to lay out a cemetery. 

‘That was—Ilet's see—that was about 

twenty tiree years ago. 1 had just sold 
a large order of goods to the undertaker 

when the first death occurred alter the 

consecration of the new ground, and as a 

I continued to _stend bigh in bis favor, 

there never was a ccffin or a scrap of fun 

eral tappings put away in that unique cem- 

etery that did not come direct from me 

and that is sayirg a good deal when you 
take into consideration that Cincinnati is 
oue of the greatest ccffin towns on the 
face of the earth, and Ohio people asa 

rule, the greatest of sticklers for patroniz- 
ing bome industries. Nev ribeless, I held 

my ground. In the prosecuting © of my 

business 1 visited the town about every 
six months. When there I did not stop at 

the local hotel, which afforded but poor ac- 

commcdations, but put up with an accentric 
but gererous old character named Judson 

Calboun, who lived on the outskirts of the 

village. One evening when I happened to 
be stranded there over night I found when 

I got around to Judson’s house, that his 

wite was very ill. She had been sick for 

a week or so. he told me, and their dear- 

est friends a Mr. and Mis. Lindsay. had 
literally that up their own houte and come 

over to take care of her and look after 

tiings in general. 

‘I felt a litle rqueamish about rtaying 

there under the circumstances, but Judson 

insisted, so finally I retired to my old 
room as usual. Along toward morning 

Mrs. Calhoun died. I bad been awaken- 

ed by the confusion, and was at the bed- 

side along with Judson and Mr. and Mrs. 

Lindssy when she breathed her last. Just 

before the end came the poor woman 
seemed to realize that she was going fast, 

so she called us all close to her side and 

ssid : 
‘Judson, I want to be put away in the 

family lot in the cemetery, and when your 

time comes I want you to be laid beside 
me. It may sound like superstition, but I 

couldn’t rest in my grave if you were not 

there close at hand.’ 
‘And with his wife lying there staring 

death in the face, what could Judson do 

bat promise that he would make his final 
resting place by hers ? But still she didn’t 

seem to be satisfied with that—knowing, 

as [ suppose she did, that the best man on 

earth is apt to break his word, if the 

slightest inducement is offered to do 

otherwise so she looked up to Mrs. Lind- 

say and said: 
‘Sarah, if you're still bere when Judson 

goes, you'll ee to it, won't you, that his 

grave is made alongside mine P’ 
‘And Mrs. Lindsay promised, too, thus 

making the agrecment doubly binding. 

‘After Mrs. Calboun's death I switched 

aroucd and made Donald Lindsay's house 

my stopping place. When making my 

semi-annual visit two years later, 1 saw, to 

my regret that Donald was going at a 
pretty lively gallop right up to death’s door. 

Now, whetber he took bis cue from Mrs. 

C:lhcun er not, I cannot say, but certain 
it is that when bis last hour bad come he 

made his wife promise the very identical 

thirg Mrs. Calhoun bad asked ot Jud:on. 

I guess neither Judson nor Mrs. Lindeay 

thought much about their solemn words at 

the time, but it wasn’t long till they began 

to make themeelves felt pretty strongly. 

When I visited the town six months later I 

found that Judson bad already commenced 
to call on the comely widow. I expected 

to see them married when I came again, 

but to my surprise the courtship seemed no 

nearer a termination than the last time. 
‘I asked Judson the difficulty, and he 

told me the whole story. The trouble 

all hinged on the burial of their former 

partners. There was Donald Lindsay, he 

explained dolefully, in the Lindsay lot in 

the west end of tbe cemetery, and Mrs. 

Calhoun in the Calboun section in the east 
end, and so far as buman knowledge could 

go there was no powershort of downright 

sacrilege that could take them away from 

their respective places. And woret of all, 

the two relics were bound by those solemn 

promises. Judson frankly admitted that 
he wouldn't have cared a rap for his word, 

but Mrs' Lindsay was as hard as adamant 
She was willing for him to call whenever be 

felt like it, she said, and she would even 

go so far as to wash and iron and mend 

and bake for him, but she wouldn't marry 

him, because when she died she wanted 10 

be laid by Donald. 

‘Once, Judson told me, he became so 

bold zs to suggest that that was all right; 

that she conld be put away with the Lind- 

says when her time came and he with the 

Calhouns, according to agreement, but 

she let out on him so fi-rcely then that he 

was completely unbalanced. ‘Judson Cal- 

boun,’ she seid, ‘I want you to understand 

once for all that I will never marry any 

man who doesn’ think as much of me as 

he did ot his first wife. Ill not play sec 

ond fiddle to any woman, living or dead. 

You necdu’t think tor one minufe that 1°1l 

marry you and do for you for ten, maybe 

fifteen years, and then at the last, when 

my work and yours is all over and done 

with, have you go back to your first love 

and make your home with her and let me 

be put away any old place. No, indeed. I 

ought to be just as dear to you as any- 

body and if I can’t be buried alongside 

you, too, I won't bave you: that's all.’ 

“This of course, was a campener on Jud- 

son, and he allowed the courtship to drift 
quietly along after that, without mention- 

ing marriage. Matters were still in that 
unsatisfactory state when the earthquake, 
or landslide, or wha'ever it was, occurred 
1 was in the town at the time and was 
stopping with Judson. as I soon came to 
do sgain a'ter be became accustomed to 
bachelor ways and set led down to good 
housekeeping. It isn't worth while trying 
to describe that terrestrial commotion to 
you. If you have ever been in an «arth- 
quake region and experienced a shock you 
know better than I can tell what it is like. 
It you have never been through it no words 
of mine, however well chogen, could give 
you any conception cf the borror of it. 

‘It came on about midnight. Ju’son 
and { had sat up late talkirg and I had 
been asleep but a little while when the first 
quake came. It was a pretty severe shake- 
up for a starter, and I jumped out of bed 
in alarm and lighted the lamp. I badu’t 
the faintest idea what was the cause of the 
disturbance, but for the moment I became 
as weak as a cat and felt, instinctively, that 
I should be cafer itl only had a light. 
This introductery quiver was followed by 
a stillness of several minutes’ duration, 
and I began to think that my nerves bad 
played me a trick after oll. Juet as I be- 
gan to wonder if it wouldn't be advisable 
to go back to bed I felt the earth tremble 
once more.sThere was a series of shocks 
in rapid succession that time. The house 
rocked violently, chairs and tables slipped 
around over the floor as though they were 
greased, looking glasses and pictures fell 
from the well, and the light was extin- 
guished. 

‘It ceme over me like a flash then that 
we were passing through an earthquake 
Just as I realiz>d what was happening 
there came a dull, hollow roar, followed 
by the most terrific clap of thunder. I 
remember that even in my fright it gave 
me the impression of the whole earth being 
flattened out and then doubled over in the 
miidle and flapped togetber like a pan- 
cake. At that final shock I fell to the 
floor insensible. When I came to myself 
Judson was standing over me, talking wild- 
ly about Mrs. Lindsay. We both feit as it 
we ought to go to ber, yet I doubt:d if we 
dared venture out, for while Judson’s bouse 
was still intact, there was no knowing what 
we should strike ten feet beyond the door. 
But Judson would listen to no argument. 
Anxiety for her safety finally overcame 
my personal uneasiness, and we started 
out. 

‘It was pitch dark. Our lantern had 
been thrown from a shelf end broken, and 
we were obliged to pick our way step by 
step without a light. Mrs. Lindsay’s house 
was about halt a mile west of Judson’s. 
The intervening space was utilized as 
truck patches, and I found. as we groped 
along, that all the fences were down and 
that the ground was cut up by innumerable 
gullies and ridges. It seemed to take us 
an eternity to get to Mre. Lindsay’ , but 
when we reached the house at last and 
found that she was safe, we felt amply re- 
paid for our reugh trip, snd when she went 
so far as to own up that she was crying, 
not from fear, but anxiety as to Judson's 
welfare, the old chap was ro tickled that 
be declared he would be glad to go through 
an eartt quake every might in the week if 
be could only receive such an assurance as 
that as a recompense. 

* We stayed at Mrs. Lindsay’s till morn- 
ing dawned, then lft her and set out to 
see what damsge bad really been done. 
The first person we met on our way to the 
villsge was the undertaker. He was pale 
as a ghost. 

¢ « What's the matter ?’ I asked. ‘Every- 
body killed ?’ 

¢« ¢ No,’ said he, “there is but one life 
lost that I know of, and that was Eli 
Garrison’s, who was eleeping off a drunk 
in a fence corner, but the dead have beep 
shaken up at a terrible rate. Lord of 
Love, you just cught to see the cemetery !"’ 

* The horror in bis voice made me sick 
with dread My legs wabbled so I could 
bardly stand, ani my lips trembled. 

¢ « What's the matter? 1 repeated. 
« What do you mean ? 

¢ + Just go down and see,’ he said, and 
Lurried on. 

*As for me, I fairly ran to the cemetery 

with Judson close at my heels. What I 
saw there mace me reel and doubt my own 
sentes. In the western part of the little 
graveyard where, the night before, any- 
body looking that way could have seen a 
smooth plane dotted wi h grassy mounds, 

was now a conical bill of yellow, clayey 

mud. To the east a varrow strip of the 

cemetery remained, about one-tenth of the 
width of the original ground. I burried 
over to the Calhoun lot the first thing. It 
was in a s'ate of good preservition Not a 
grave seemed to be disturbed. Then I 
looked carefully around. Atout six feet 
to the west of the C lhoun s ction I saw a 
monument that seemed strangely familiar. 
[ stepped over and examined it, ard there 

on one tide was the well-known inacrip- 
tion. ‘Donald Lindsay. Born, Oct. 6, 
1833. Died, Nov. 10, 1875. On the 

other side I read. ‘Sarah, wife of Donald 

Lindeays Born, May 30, 1840 Died——’ 
Several scientific men from Cincinnati 

were there in an hour or so, and not until I 

had listened several times to their exple na- 

tion could I make head or tail to the inter: 
esting phenomenon. At last they made me 
understand that when the western balf of 
the cemetery had been heaved up, a great 
chasm bad been opened in the earth at its 
base. The upper crust of ground on this 
hill to the depth of nine or ten feet had 
formed a landslide and slipped down into 
the abyss, graves, tombstones, and all. 

That section at tte top of the newly-made 
hill—the one containing the Lindsay lot— 
bad been loosened last, and wben it finally 

came sliding down the slope the d¢ pression 
was already so nearly filled that it nceded 
only this additional stratum to bring it to a 
level with the uninjured part of the ceme- 
tery, so this layer just glided slong and 
spread itselt out ever the piled-up earth as 
smoothly as you'd slip a p'e from a greased 
pan. Notwithstanding all this disturbance 
every grave in this scction was in compara: 
tively good condition, and every headstone 
was standing firm on its foundation. This 
was particularly true of Donald Lindsay’s 
lot, where even the green sod was unbrok 
en and not a blade of grass seemed cut of 
place. 

‘Honestly, it was the greatest sight you 
ever saw. Several people whose folks 

were buried hundreds of yards deep in the 
debris suggested that we dig down and 
make a new cemetery, but when it was 
pointed out to them that in all propab:lity 
we might have to dig down a mile and 
that the tooting of Gabriel's born could 
reach them just as well under six thousand 
feet as six, they decided to let things re 
main as the Lord had put them. I, my- 
selt, was completely flabbergasted when I 
first thought ot all my ccffins and things 
being jumbled up down that hole, but when 
I finally comprehended the situation, I felt 
easier. The first thing I did then was to 
go and get Mrs. Liodsay aud bring her 
over to Judson, who still sat in a dazed 
condition teside his wite's grave. 

“There’s just room between for both of 
you,” I said, pointing to Lucinda’s grave 
on one side and Donald’s on the ether. 
‘You here and Judson there. Providence 
has planned this to show you you were 
wrong.’ 

¢ + Yes,’ said she, consistent to the last, 
‘ and we can have another monument put 
up at tte head of our own graves with 
both our names on to show that [ belonged 
to you, too, Judson, as well as Lucinda.’ 

“ This seemed absurd to me and to 
Judson, but her wish to go share and 
share alike was so evicent that all he said 
was: ‘ Why, yes, of course we can, if 
you like,” And I suppose they will do tbat 
when the time comes, but I guess Judson 
isn’t worrying about that now, so long as 
he’s got his wite. 

¢ As I said in the beginning,’ and here 
the reasoned drummer looked bard at the 
adolescent cherry phosphate agent, ¢ there 
are few men on the road who have more 
interesting experiences than the coffin 
drummer.’ 
And the phosphate man smiled weakly 

in reply, and said: * No; I guess there 
are not.’ 

FXTREME RACE PREJUDICE. 

It Ju ter'eres With the Szles of Automobiles 

in one City, 

‘People who live north of Mzson and 

Dixon’s live,” said a man whote business 

constantly teks bim to the South, ‘can’t 

realize the intensity of race prejudice that 
prevails below the line. It has its humor- 
ous features, as might be supposed. I 

bave heard men say in tke South that they 

won’t ride a bicycle, ‘be cause niggers have 

them now.’ I was sitting in one of the 
botels in Mcmphis the other day when an 

automobile came down the strect. An old 

man was sitting next to me whom I sup- 

posed to be cne of the oldest inhabitants 

and who either retired from business or 

was idle from the lack of having something 

to do. This kind of man is communicative. 

He sat in his chair momentarily hitting the 

soles of his shoes on the tiled floor and 

looked as if he was waiting for a chance to 
begin a conversation, so I turned to him 

and said : 

¢ <I see you have automoblies in Mem- 

phis.’ 
* “Yes,” he replied, ‘we bave one, and 

we're going to have another, but two's all 
I can positively stand for.’ 

‘Of course I wondered why there should 

never be more than two autcmobiles mn 

Memphis and quickly asked, ‘How's that ? 
‘ ‘Niggers,’ was the sententious reply. 

‘You see, one of our leading citizens 

went to New York not long sgo ard broubgt 

an automobile back with him. He's going 
to tell "em bere. He rides his friends 

around in his new machine, snd a lot of 

people began figuring on buying ore. Be- 

fore the machine had been in Mempbis 

fcr'y eight hours in walks a colcred gen- 
tlemsn to the msu's store end says he 

wants an automobile as quick as it can 
be delivered. A little thing like paying 

$2,000 for one of these machines didn’t 

botter him. He could draw bis check 

for many that much. Now what d’ you 
think of that P’ and the old fellow turned 
arcund on me with so much feeling in his 

voice that I was afraid to say exactly what 

I thought, but it was evident that he 

thought automobile sales in Memphis 
would be quite hmited. 

‘Have you wealthy negroes in Memphis P 

I acked. 
¢ ‘Have we ?’ said the old man,” there's 

one negro here that's worth close on to 

balt a million dollars and that’s a big pile 

in the South when cotton ain’t bringing 5 

cents a pound. Why, he goes to Europe 

now and then and dosen't thinkiany more of 

going to New York than I would of going 

ten miles down the river. Didn’t you ever 

hear about the time the white women call 

ed on his wife ?’’ 

‘Of course I hadn't and the old gentle- 
man immediately began to tell me. 

« Well,” he said, ‘the rich negro built a 

fine house out in the best part of town and 
some of the white ladies were just dying 

of curiosity to know what the inside of 

that house was like. I guess some of them 

half thought there would be little niggers 

sitting around the floor eating out of pans, 

and soap box pictures and calendars hung 

on the walls and receipts from tke furniture 

installment man and the colored Masons’ 

treasurer sticking in the clock. They 

didn’t talk about anything else and they 

heard such wonderful tales about what was 
in that house that they decided they would 

go and see. So one day a lot of 'em goes 

over and rings the front door bell, and =a 
servant lets ‘em in. They all sank down 

onto softs in the big parlor to wait for 
Mrs. Blank. ‘What are we goirg to call 

ber ?’ asked one of them while they were 
waiting. ‘We can't ‘Mrs.’ a negro. I 

know; we wou’t call her anything, Just 

let ber show us through the house.” Just 

then they heard Mrs. Blank coming down 

the sfairs, and they all straightened up 

and held their heads as high as Daughters 

of the Revolution. In comes Mrs. Blank 
and one of the white ladies gets up and 
SAYS: 

‘Good morning. We would like so 
much® to be shown through your new 
house ’’ 

‘ “Then what do you reckon happened ?* 
said the old man, bitting his fist on the 
arm of the chair. ‘Why, that negro 
woman just turned [around and mashed a 
button in the wall #nd smiled sweetly and 
said : ‘Very well. I will call my maid,’ and 
then she sweeps out of the room and the 
white women all try to catch their breath. 

‘My, my,’ continued the old man, with- 
out any urging, times have changed. 
You can’c tell when you are going to run 
on niggers now. A white lady out my 
way had a young yellow girl working for 
her and the other day went into the kitch- 
¢n and bad a littl: row with her because 
the girl's fellow kept calling her up over 
the telephone. Af'er the white lady bad 
given the girl a lecture she went upstairs 
and dressed to go to town. She got on 
one of these s reet cars thathave seats for 
two | ke a railroad coach, and at the very 
next block the colored girl got on the car. 
She pranced down the aisle and flopped 
herselt down in the same seat with the 
white woman, and her mistress at that. 
They were both bound for the same [etore, 
too, and for all I know they might have 
been headed for the same bargain counter.’ 

‘I bad to stop the old man at this point, 
for my train was to leave in an hour. I 
got up explaining that I had to get shaved. 

‘ *‘Well,” said the man,’ ‘go across the 
street into the basement. Toha's a white 
si0p.’? 

A Natural Inference. 

Clara— Uncle Jobn, what do they mean 
when they talk about old mine diamonds ? 

Uncle Joho—I suppose they maan dia- 
monds that were theirs before they visited’ 
he pawnbrokers.— Jewelers’ Weekly. 

Sclid Comfort. 

‘Truth,’ said the aphorist, ‘is at the bot- 
tom of a weil ’ 

‘Probably.’ replied the man with a wilt~ 
ed collar. “Ard [don’t know that I blame 
her for staying there this kind of weather.’ 

Not a Succe:s, 

‘The electric lights went out on our car.” 
‘That made it pleasanter.’ 
‘Yes; but our acquaintances couldn’t 

see tbat we were having a trolley party.’ 
— Chicago Record. 
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