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SWEET POVERTY.

“1 am plad T was horn to poverty."—The Laind of Skibo,

O bleswed, long lost poverty, how sweet von seem to he,
‘1; on those dear days when vou enveloped me!

As | ook bac

What hiappy hours indeed were thise

When suppetless 1 used to seok my a
What jox it was on ioy mornsa to fa

With elothes by far too thin before, and even worse behind:

To pass the smowbound frevzing stree
Was joy of a pecnliar kind unknown

How swreet the taste of canned come
Whit wort wns there in no socks,
Li ;'l iy swap my patent pumps tor
That fitted both my feet at once, and
How T recall those days of Bliss wli
I counted up the wage 1'd earned—a ¢

And with what pride T sought my home, and eried with joy mmcénes

To tell my orpbaned father of a rad

No musie hath the world 1oday like
When, baving night and day
No joys in hes van compare to tho
In those far days \\1n;nll wns

BLU'P YET, vou need not ask me,
Wherely 1'd join the panper orew, o
For 1 am not a soliish mon, amd, tho
I'd never in my life deprive a poor m
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THE SPELL OF THE MAJJL

R

but those of love, harmony, =ad the
soul. He thinks women are far, far
Move men.  He tanght me for the
first time to apprecinte how wondep-
ful we are. He found new lines in
my palm every day."
“Where did these geances occur?"
ashed the Boy.
“On the beach. We walked down
there every morning and sat under
my green umbrelln Thoss wonen
up ot the Inn had fleld glnsses wateh-
ing ug all the time. We pretended to
be Nirting fust to make them mnd."”
“That was very sonlfal,' sald the
Boy. “"How did youn t:aar voursell
away from all this enchantment?”
“Ah, there Is the marvelons thing!?
Al this time, while Majjl
plalning to me the benuly of the sounl
andl the romance—vou see, he didn't
kuow ol fMrst that 1 was mareied—nt
least he Imagined that l—ee n
widow
“Di
Al the
ou flone hore
vou were my romanee,
Majil didn't kKnow! 1 gue

wns ox-

"

wWan

he?'" sauld the Baoy. “LGo

on
wine thinking of
| [

thme |

in wil.
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Her Majesty beamed over the cof-
lee cups at the Boy. She had arrived
in town unexpectedly Jusgt as he wos
about to start for thelr snmmer home
at Dalsvhurst to spend his Saturday
to Monday holiday.

Bhe explained tlhint ghe had grown
tired of the country and thonzht it
would be a Jolly Iden for them o go |
slomming in the city Her Majesty's
definition of slymming inoluded the
maost expensive dinners obtainabile on
hotel roof gm trolleying, and
table-d"hoting and  wild in
German restouranis

detis,

EUppers

“T'm gick of cowe and ehlekens
and plgs,"” she declared, as ghe bolted
into the Boy's affire “I've & had
ense of New Yorkitle I want to gn

up and see the monkeys in the Zoo |
and be helped over Droadway by a
big policeman

Bo on Sunday morning they found
themselves having & very informal
breakfast in the closed-up hmlSl-i
where the Boy had Ueen keeping
bacheloy hall

“How delightful it seems to see
four face at the table once more!"™
erclaimed the Doy,  “l've stopped
breakfasting at home sinee you went
away. Home (s not the same place
!\‘itl‘!.nl]t woman's gentie presence,”

“1 ghonld =ay It isn't!" exclaimed
Her Majesty: "1 found thirty-seven
eapty beer-boltles under the plano
and solled collars hung all over the
rubber plant, fust as thoueh it were
& Christmas tree!”

“I' enterinined the Dont Worry
flub here one Filday evening,' ex-
nined the Boy, “and they seemed

fo imagine that I had invited them
or a week-end party, They didn't go
home wntll Monday, and 1 had to lend
them all clean collars. They were in

f decarative mood when they left,
and g0 hung their own eollars on
the tree."

“Then the idea of the eat!" ex-

claimed Her Majesty, in an annoyed
way.
“Yon mean the kittens, 1 supposs,”

anaanaanaannRORRan

spppiement and handed It noross the
tabte, Her Malesty opened It with
air of disinste
“Here, lur inslanees
ncharming avtiele for Sunday morn-
ing reading, 'Eleven Wavs to
Cockroaches,'’

“Ohe way would seem to Le sull-
elent mitteed the Bod

“Then comes

an

she snid, "y

kil

cil digrne-
ompleion

et

an Hiustrn

glon of methods Lo rid the
ol impurities  called
oyt

It s

clesn  Illerature, at all
reflected the
not elevating
Her M jenty
= to ran to the
Here Iz & half colnmn on the
subject of bugs in cereal lfoods!"
"It does sound a bit ernwly, that's

ovents, "’ Boy
“Hut

went on

vou'll admir,"”
Fhe Jolliay

waorld to-

g

Iisect
day.

“Then,
this positively nousenting mntter,
recipes for the making of
dighes, Cun't you seo how
it all Is—how exquisitely vualzar? It
is n mase of nnpleazant ideas placed
in repulsive association with the suhb-
Jeer of food.”

“Women don't cure to read seri
gtufl,” =ald the Boy: “they like
rend about othey
Ireckles and bloached
growing eyellde, even
have "em themselves

I.'| fact,” admitted the Boy
|

are

loneheon

0uns

L{1]

halr
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und in-
they don't

“We want something better than
soup bones, blackheads and bugzs all
in n bouquet,” sald Her Majesty

"“The men who get out these things
hiave an §dea that women bave

“Thousands ol copiea of this pace
g0 out over the country to-dny
resenting Ameriean womanhood.
Is n Journalletic Ingult!™

rep-
It

#ald the Boy. “Well, I couldn’t help
that, you know."

"Then the geraninms in the win-
dow boxes are all in bloom,” pouted
der Majesty; "It was go mean of
them to bloom while 1 was away!"

“That was the most remarkable
thing!" exclaimed the Hoy.

“I've discovered that cignr nenes
will make plants bloom. I've hHoen
nging the window boxee as ash trays
It worked so well with the fMfowers
that I realized that there are undis-
rovered and perhuaps valuable chemi-
il properties in clgar ashes, Just
ug an experiment 1 put some in the
eanary’s geed, and, do you know, it
has grown quite fluffy.”

*“I have decided,” said Her Majes-
ty, nerlously, “that it is & wile's duty
to stay by her husband’'s side during
the summer time, 1 shall not return
to Dajsyhurst. 1 have declded to send
for my trunks."

“Don't think of such a thing'" ex-
elaimed the Boyv. T am quite con-
tented, 1 assure yvou."

Her Majesty looked gharply at him
Then ker face softened, “Ah, ves,"
she sald, “vyou say that because youn
are go self-sacrificing, so noble."

“Not at all! Not at &ll!" protested
the Boy.

“8ince I have been awsy,” wont an |

Her Majesty, “'1 have had more time
to think of serious things. When |
went awny | thought of nolking but
Hew gowne.™

The Roy looked up in alarm. Ve
thought this angelic mood suggestod

lllness.  Her Majesty had a cecided
apprecistion for new gowns nor-
mally.

“They were very pretty gowns," he
remaried, gallantly; “they were
worth the money.™

“They are all worn out now, * said
Her Majesty, o rags!"

The Boy started apprehensively
and looked keenly across the table.
He was accustomed to gentler meth-
ods for the extraction of new gowns,
This was more cyclonic than Her
Majesty's usual ‘orm,

i'm thoroughly sick of dressing.”
she went on. “The women at Daisy-
hurst think of nothing else and talk
of nothing else. We women wre mis-
understood because of the attention
weé pay to our gowns, Men think we
are |dlots!”

*Nothing of the sort,” said the
Bay. “We know better.”

_ "“The best proof of it Is beside
you,"” said Her Majesty, indleating a
copy of the Daily Jolller as yet un-
folded beside the Boy's plate. *“In
that paper you will find a certain
pages devoted to women.”

Boy found a highly colored

Her Majesty seemed almost on the
verge of tears. The Boy watched her
narrowly, “Tell me," said he, “when
lllld You begin this serious line of

thought? You showed none of thoss
|;-_\'|:1|m|ms when 1 left Dalsyhurst lnst
| week."

| “Since then my soul hus awnk-
ened." sald Her Majesty, looking
deeply Into the eyes of the Boy.
“The day after you left a Hindu lee-
turer came to the inn and gave ope
of his wonderful talke on the soul
He was a dreamy-eyed, tall, silent
man and wore a white turban."

“Ah!" gaid the boy, Interestedly,

“Well, you know what those Dalsy-
huret women are, They Immedinteiy
surrounded him with all sorts of
silly chatter, and wanted %is auto-
graph  and his photograph, He
treated them as though they were
chilldren,

.| “1 went out on the piazzan. 1didn't
|rnre to mix with them at all. | hud
on my bine chiffon gown, and &«

white lace hat, and the Maifl notised,
he told me afterward, that | wasn't
like the others.”

“Who told you?" asked the Rov,

“Majjl, That was his name. The
|ml|c!1's called him Mr. Malji, but he
explained to me that was silly, In
hig own vountry he said he was a
Maharajah or an Ahkoond or some-
thing. He introduced himeelf 10 me
and usked me to stroll with hi.i to-
wiard the ocean.”

“Oh, he Jid!"* said the Boy,

"Of ecourse, this made those cats
jealoug, to begin with. They were
simply furious!”

“Do you mean to say that you
went?” nsked the Boy,

"?\'hr. of cotirge! He was & stran-
ger."”

"“Yes—that's just it."

“But he isn't like other men!
Is a Hindu priest. And he has beay-
tiful ideas. He gald that when he
looked in my eyes he could see my

He

He said we bad known eacl other g
thousand years ago.”

“Dear me!" sald the Boy,

"His theories of life are very bean-
tiful. The only thing that really
matters are soul transitions. And
look here!™ She stretched one hand
ncross the talle with the pink palm
upward,

“Just look at that faint star nn-
der the life line, That Indicates that
the real romance of my lfe hasn't
yet uufolded. It is to sweep me away
like & mighty wave!"

“Great Scotl!" said the Boy;
“does Miu.Jl look like a fighting

| *Hat those

right in the middle of oll |

hideous |

women's moles and |

iy
sonl above hotions.™

“Or bues " e ild the Boy

“It Is qulte troe we dve frivolous
—we know we are f(rivolong 1
are never frivoloos, they are foolish.
But they don't know 1.

0, glve over! give aver!™ gald |
the Bov

sonl smiling at him in recognition. |

nbost the
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from 1the
von know, very serlonpsly an

"They bow very low
wuist
solvmniy.”

“1 see, snld the Boy.

“Hut when Majli left Dalsyhurst 1
drove down in the I
off —and when | got back, would yvoo,
belleve it'—those horrld old (hings
sat avouid and pretended to be read-
ing or embroidering aud didn't see
me! 1 swept past them and went to
my room and cried. Then 1 packed
la grip and took & train for town
| T left no word where 1 wus going
1T Just thought 1'd leave them in the
dark."”

“Oh, yon are A clever girl!™" s=ajd
the BRoy, smiling Her Mnajesly
| "'Now, I think you'd better put on a
| gown  anl  we'll divectly buck
Lthere."

“To Daisyhurst! Why?"

“Never mind. There dre some vory
myeterfons things that fenl,
I just feel g8 though we hetiep
back to the inn and the
Leach under Your green umbrelia,™

“*But why*"”

“There ure
eockroaches,”
teriously,

“BHut one will do,”
| ogty, thoughtfally,
“"Exactly!™ sald the
| Into her mystical eyes.-
| Times,
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'eehistorie Remaing in Mexico,

For the last two weeks Mr, Leo-
| pold Batres has been excavating one
of the =small artificial hills to the
goutheast of the Pyramid f the Sun.
This is one of the tumull that form
the row of the Btreet of the Dead.
lHere have been discovered a Lumber
of rooms which are apparently a part
of an roclent temple, with rooms and
patiog, Helow these, etalrways léad
to a large room some thirty-five [eet
in length, Apparently there are oth-
er rooms on this level connected with
one another,

These are the first =subterranean
hounges that have so far been found
in the valley, and they show that in
| this buried city the houses were two
and three storles high. The upper
stories had been destroyed by fire,
but the lowoer remained untouched,
Land upon them there still remains the
red poaint which was the characteris-
tie color of Teotihuacan.
| Among the Interesting thingEs
found is the skeleton of A man sup-
jrozed to have been one of the an-
¢lent Tollee kings, Heside the hue
man skeleton was that of a tiger and
both were painted rod. Tn addition
:‘tn thegs there were also found lnrge
|q||:1:11|11m= of eea shells, obsidlan
| beads, lade and obsidian idols, kolves,
snakes and polished stone masks rep-
resonting heroes who lived three
| thousand years ago. Many spiral
| shells were also encountered which
had holes drilled throngh them, show.
| ing that they had been used as beads.
They were beautifully polished.
|, Many copper, bronze, chichehuite
iand perite objects were also found
| nmong the others, showing that the
| dead man must have been of great
importance in his day. Many of
| these were beautifully polished and
lnt extraordinary size.—Mexican Her-
' ald,

Dees Fill Maple Tree With Honey.

While men were trimming a large
maple tree on Levi Grant's place, in
Maln street, East Hartford, a large
quantity of houey was found. A
number of slabs of honey were re-
moved, much to the disgust of the
army of bees, who made themselves
felt, For some time this tree has
been known as & ''bee tree,” and the
complete way In which the insects
cleared out the inside of the tree
makes the bullding efforts of human
belngs seem unimportant. The ac-
cumulation of honey In itself was an
enormous work, but the preparation
of the tree for a hive and ssorage
must have taken years.—Hartford

THE SFA-MARSH.

A fanelful writer has developed the
theory that it 1s easier than It was
f hundred yvears ago to find solltude
In elvillzed countrles. " Then dirl-
culturigte rianged npturnlly over the
grent spnees; now the traflie of Nfe
keeps to the preseribed routes. The
wiriter made no allowanee for the fact
that the tourist, with n sense of na-
tural beanty more consclously ecultl-
viated than ever before, has rushed in
where the agriculturists has ceascd Lo
tropd, "The tourist enlls “grand®
what his ancestor of the elghtoenth
contyry called “savage;” and it s
unjust {o his enterprise to say that
he does not wander fur from the rail-
woys, The rocksnek, though It has
not yet won the plaee I our estedm
it will have one day, hns already en-
abled thousands of Englishmen in
their own country to become inde-
|;--.'-,|1. ut of every meuns of transport,
But even In a rackenck you eannot
carry o bed, and the present writer
(who would promiss that he 8 not
nyverse to a rensonable comfort) has
lenrned from experience n method of
muking the most romantic solitude
habitnhle The seerst, which 18 ap-
icable only to estunries, rivers and
Inkos, Tieg In the use of 2 benmy bont
ag hendgunrters, A bhout between fit-
teen and twenty tons does very well.
If orderly habits be obgerved—if, for
Instance, you do not eat your break-
[ust belore your bunk is made, and
do not turn in at nlght before the
dinper things are washed up—it will
be found that there is more room in
such a bont than in many cotlnges
the bulk of whiclh is a hundred times
greater, The architectural problem
of admiting many cupboords into
small bulldings was solved ages ago
by npaval nrchitects, though it sl
punzzlea ue on land, where we Lave
been less hotly pressed by necessity.
The incomparable advantage of a
bont fg that it can be moved from
place to place. Even if It be a hulk
without =nila it ean be towed. The
mogt convenlent colttage ever bullt
remuing in the same place,

The boat waz lyving In & creek on
the Norfolk cosst, secure from the
highest wind that n winter night
conld bring. To be truthful, the high
tide just lapped ler sides without
muking her float. The sensation of
hearing & gale Wow ontside @ room
vhere the curtalpe are drawn and
the fire burns bright has become a
kind of traditlonal saMsfaction, cele-
brated for ws everywhere in litera-
ture. But to those who are bad sall-
ore, at all events, there is still more
curions satl:fction {n hearing squalls
In rigeing while the ship remains firm
s a rock.

There is no bit of coast in Eng-
land umite lke that which stretehes
from Wolferton to Wells, It Is the
Norolk marg n of the shallow Wash,
It is gnlning on the sea, in aceord-
nnee ith the principle that our
coast gaing whers It lies low and re-
celves continual aceretlons of sand,
mnd loses whare it I8 high and I8 in-
dermined by the sea beating on the
buse of cliffe. To a stranger who
has not studled his map, It Is al-
ways puzzling to find thz. though
he I8 on the East Const he may see
the sun set In the sen, and - atch a
heavy sea roll in when the wind s
from the west., The unrivalled charm
of this wild coast, however, I the
salt marshes and flats guarded by
barriers of sand further out to sea,
These marshes and mud flats ars
filled with an exiraordinary wvarlety
of hirds, and are one of the favorite
arriving places of birde in the antumn
Immigration. The present writer
hag watched the immigrants arrive on
Aan autumn day, not volleying scross
the sky in delirious flight, ns they
are gometimes said to do, bul Aying
with the mensured, deliberate alr of
rather tired but still resolute pil-
grims; flopping and lolloping they
came, yet never devinting from tha
stralght line,

As one looked seaward beyond the

The Delights of Solitude in a Boat.

birds one could see nothing but a
dull, uniform, impalpable sheet hung
brfore the wyes. Son met sky; bot 1t
wis impossible to say where. Tha
stream of birds seemed 20 end not
far swny, but all the time as one
louked, the meaningless blank ot the
tall of the stream would tremble and
twinkle, and then burst and -~satter
M mevement ag more and more hirds
cime Into wight, They grew ont of
the sky, ns the eonlurer's propertit

out of nothing Thouspnds pud
thonsande they ecnme—clouds of
starlings, Lattallony of rooks, jack-

daws fiving In friendly unison wity
the rooks for the old hostility of the
aprisg was forgotten and the eom'ng
hostility not foreoseen), plovers, ant
on the edgoes of the eolumn sentterc
Inrks, vedaettes of the invading army.

But now in thes: winter daye all
these bireds are distributed about the
counlry, perhap2 ignorant of whenee
they came and whither they 50l go
when the migratory Instinet shall
grip them ngnin.  Thousands of gray
Crows ‘Danes” the Norfoll people
enll them —alwaye remiin faihtful,

however, Lo these marshes, and with
a vigor which they had not when the
first flapped down exhausted oo the
beach, eronk thelr unceasing warn-
ings at you from the gates and dyke
bridges,

It wis at sunset on o certaln Cay
recently whets we left the comfort-
nble eabin of the hoat with ovr guns
to walt behind the bank of a8 creck
fo: & shot at the fighting duck.
Every morning st dawn the ducks,
which heve fed all night in the
marshes and felds, “Aleht” ont to
gen, where they -oo08t all day, to re-
turn to their feeding grounds at dusk
in the evening. The ehllly saffron
lights In the west gleamed on the
mudbanks The frozen grass cruir-
pled like ple-crust under our fect ns
we walked., The alr was Blled with
the cries of birde, which became more
and more distinet a8 the world Inlend
became more silent, Th: beat of
harmless waves on the sand-barriers
beyond Lt . flats made a monotone
which was almost ke silenee, The
high gronnd inland  Ingled with the
inky clendbank, Lut still a churea
with # nobly proportioned tower
stood up clear and grand, and seemed
to be thrusting its way acrogs the
horizon ke a great liner on o sabl+
ocean,

The darkness increased, A pn -
ment of ducke In & mere Inland
quacked out & nolsy discussion,
Btints, knote, and curlews told one
another without ceansing that the
night had come. The sucking, gurg-
ling sounds waxed in the creek as the
tide flowed; the jce wns rent with
contiuous small explosions as the
waler heaved It upward, Surely the
dueks must have all ppased over our
heads already, very high up, ag thelr
custom is, when there is no wind. A
gnle I8 necesenry to bent them dowe.
Just when we had almost given
hope a quacking sonnd from the sea
came naare - and louder, and the air
shivered with the whirr of wings.
One might have fancied strang:
things in that dark, eerle gpace, alter
the long wait with strained eyes and
ears. The beating of the dark wings
might have bLeen mystical tongues.
Hundreds of ducks prssed too high
up for a #hot, but three came rither
lower, with a meteoric curve, aiming
for the dyke behind us. It was a
longish shot, but the choke barrel
carrled far enough, and the satisfac-
tory thud of one of the three falling
on the frozen earth proclaimed more
than one could see, That was all
right, and the dog's nose wonld not
fail becauee it was dark. More wings
beat over our heads; a bird waistled
past like a bullet and came down on
to the ice behind, but it was Invisi-
ble. Our bag was the smallest possi-
ble, it Js true, lut the bag did not
muatter; the experience was one of
thoge that count in the memory of a
lifetime.—The Spectator.
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In Line,

The members of the Johnson fam-
lly had a singularly dispassionate
way of speaking of one another, but
they were all on amicable terms.

“My wile wanied me to Lell yon
she'd had o letter from Chicago,”
sald Mr. Gregg, after dellvering a
package ol newspapers t© Miss Au-
réna Johnson, *Your brother Phil-
ander’s married.”

“lI guess 'tisn't Philander. She
means Emery, most likely,”™ said Misa
Aurena, after a moment’s reflection.
“You know there's two of ‘em In
Chicago. 1 s'pose she heard through
Ellen's folks.”

“Yes," sald Mr, Gregg, “but she
said Philander, I'm sure.”

“Well, it may be,” sald Mizs John-
son. *1 haven't heard direct from
either of 'em for more'n two years;
it's my fanlt, for I'm no hand to
write—but they aren’t, either. But
1 always felt that Philander would be
the one to die, and Emery the one to
marry, according to their natures.”

“It's Philander,” persisted Mr.
Gregg. “He's murrled a widow—
twice bereuved, she's been.™

“Oh, well, that may be Philander,”
sald Miss Aurena, with less doubt in
her voice, “That sounds a good deal
more likely than I thought at first.”
—Youth's Compaulon,

Not Much by the Day.

The Ladv—*"What! thirty-eight
cents a dozen for eggs? Why, that's
more than threes cents for one egg.”
The Grocer—"Well, mum, you must
remember that one egg s a whole
days work for opne hen. "—Cleve-

Coutant,

A Wonderful Bit of Paper,

Aecord'™ g to the Philadelphia Hee-
ord, William Eradey, a veteran of the
Civil War and o devoted son of Ire-
land, who lives in Germantown, told
a good joke on himself at the lasi
campfire held by the comrades of
Ellis Post, &, G. A. R, It appears
that Bradey was out of soris a few
days ago, and his wife sent for the
family physician, who wrote a pre-
seription rfter examining him. Hand-
ing the prescription to Mrs, 3dradey,
the docter, upon departing said:
“Inust let your husband take that
and you’'ll find he will be all right in
a short time.” Nert day the doctor
ecalled again, when Mrs, Bradey
opened the door to him, her face
beaming with smiles. “Sure, that
was a wonderful wee bit of paper
you left yesterday,” she exciaimed.
“Willlam is better to-day.” “I'm glad
to hear thal,” sald the much pleased
medical man. “Not but what I
hadn't a big job to get him to swal-
low it," went on the wife, “but, sure,
I just wrapped up the wee bit of
paper quite small and put it in &
spoonful of jam, and Willlam swal.
lowed It unbeknownst, and by night
he was entirely better.™

Freak Insurance.

“Is it a fact?” asked a judge—
Justice Darling—the other day, of
counsel in a case that was before
him, “that insurance companies in-
sure against & successful appeal by
the other side?” “Yes," answered
the learned gentleman. *'I have been
told so. And they have different
rates for different judges.”—Londow

JEWS OF CHINA,

Kailenglu Colony That Marco
Polo Saw is All But Lost.

The Intest visltor of the Jews of
Kalfengfuy s My, B, L. Putnam
Waoale, who In hig "Reshaping of the
Far BEagt"” thus degeribes his visik:

There 15 here the Intest romaing of
of the maost curious and pnex-
pleined things in the world, a colony
ol Chipess Jows plunted In the mid-
e of a vast empire and posseising
no higtory to explain how they got
Thelr existeuce has long been
known In Chinng for even Mareo Polo,
thnt  pousijing  traveler, mentions
fhem In the thivteenth centyry, Then
they mukt have been o powerfol cale

unt

there

ony, for in the fourteenth century
they were [nvited by the Mongol em=
perotg of Chinn to gend men and
money to 4id the Imiperial standardsy,
For the tnsl three centuries, however,
all those Chinege Jews have Hyved In
Kaifengin and no trnee of others has
bekn found 10 any othey part of the
cmplie The oply thing they thems
selved einim to know Ik that they en~
tered Chipa “through the northwast-
ern roule during the Han dynasty,

whith wat 2000 voprs apo,"”

It wns sot until the year 1700 that
these curiong perrong were firgt sesn
by a white man, Then n Jesuit fa-
ther, Plorre Gozrnnl, visited Kallteag-
fu sl weate the oprlicet existing de-
deriptinn of the enlony The svna-
gogne, called the Ch'ing-ches-Sew;

“the pore and tene temple,
n large establishiment, consisting of
fout and  various
Iinlitlinegs cneloged lor residence, wot-
gliiy and work, The gsynagogue |iself
mi reil pigty feet in length and
forty in hrendily, nnd was embellished
by n fouble row of stone columns
ptanding before it.  1u the eentre of
the nilding was the throne of Moses,
n mugnificent and elevated chalr with
an embrojdered seat, on which was
pineed the Book of the Law whan jt
wng rewd. Hut thle was In the days
Oof two ceninries ngo,

Btirred by these areounts, In 1851
an English Bighop in Chinn, Bishop
Smith, sent two nntlve Christiane
from Shanghal to learn the condition
of these Chinege Jews, but the mes-
sengers after n prolonged absence re-
turned with the report thet the Jews
were penniless, that thelr synagogue
had bLeen practically destroyed and
that they had only succended in copy-
Ing some portions of the Old Testa-
ment whiclh they found there written
on a vellum of great age.

Finaly, In 1866, Dr. Martin, an
Amerlenn migsionary, set out from
Pekin delermined to investigate the
whole matter most thoroughly and
to see whnt really remained, Of the
former syntgogue he found that only
one golitary stone réemained, but on
this stone he was able to decipher
an Inseription commemorating the
erection of the synezogue In A, D
1182, and it rebullding In 1488, He
nlgo learnod that the colony, sunk in
the deepost poverty and having lost
ull knowledee of their sacred tongue,
the traditions and the ritual worship,
had gald the rulns of their temple
for building materinls and that of the
aneient faith nothing remained. It
wie this knowledge which urged the
Jewlsh Association of Shanghal o few
yeure ago to attempt a rescoe. Mem-
hers of the Jewish community In
London were interested in the under-
taking and a misslon sent fo Kal-
rengfu, which hrought back sit
Chinege Jews. These are now being
Instructed, and it is hoped that this
ancient community, which has trav-
eled so far apd whnse history Is a
mystery, may regain something of
fte lost position. But this hope
seems to he optimistie.

It was with this story In my head
that | set out with a Mohammadan
from the inn to see what there was to
be seen. We arrived in the Moham-
medan quarter, which practically sur-
rounds the sometime Jewlsh quarter,
but there was littie to learn. My
Chinese Mohammedan was merely
amused, knowing nothing of history
excoepting the history of cash, and
told me that the only thing he knew
was that the people 1 sought were
formerly ealled lan-mao hui-tzu, or
blue-capped Mohammedans, but that
now they and the ordinary Chinese
Moslems were ‘‘one people,”

It was only after a lot of trouble
that an old woman was discovered
whose appearance promised well,
Her nose was hooked and her man-
ners expansive, but alss! when 1
used three entirely different Chinese
expreseions for Jew, she understood
none of them. “But still you are not
& Mohammedan,” I arged. "“No, I am
not, it is tiue, but I am not what yon
Ay 1 am." Presently she went in-
doors and fetched out a small bey
with a nose which no Chinaman
could possess were he of the pure
race. “What ig he?"' she asked. The
ghape of the head was not that of a
Chinaman, the lips were thick, the
nose curved and the pigtail looked
odd engugh. "“He is a Jew,” I an-
swared. The old woman chuckled:
“This is a true Mohammedan who
eats no pork.”

It s avidently an undeniable fact;
the Chinese Mohammedans and the
few remaining Jews in Kaifengfu
resemble each other so closely that
it is impossible to distinguish them.
They live all together and for years
bave so intermarried that it is doubts
ful whether any pure-blooded Chi-
nese Jews now remain. And from
subsequent [nvestigation it was clear
that the practice of circumeision had
fallen into desuetude. With no syn-
agogne, no books, and no circumels-
jon, it will require a good deal of
effort to restore this curious lost
tribe to ite former position, and there
can, therefore, be but scant hope of

wad then

Eet roures

ever oxisting again.—American He-
brew.

land Leader.

Dally Mail

a separate Chinese Jewish mmmnmr‘




