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(Klnuum Jamalca, Correspondence.)
Beneath the blue waters of the har-
‘bor of this quaing old t3wn u.- burbed
& city which was oneé the ‘seat of
‘wealth and roﬂm and lll their at-
dant train of evils. In one awful
omentthe earth gaped,the seas open-
to recelve the palaces of licentious-
“ness and oloced above tfem, and 3,000
ess mortals. Today, when the
waters of the bay are still and shining
n the tropical sun, the sallors may
lean over the sides of their skiffs, and,
peering down through the azure depths
see the fishes swimming In and out of
the arches of the old cathedral, the
sharks moving lazily among the great
pélaces, and the sea moss twining
around the windows through which
the music and song of the revelers
were drifting when the fearful visita-
tion came and wiped the clty from the
face of the earth. Two hundred.years
have passed since that June day .when
Port Royal disappeared into the sea.
Three other cities builded upon its site
have been destroyed by fire and hurti-
cane and earthquake. The avenging
power which descended upon the
stricken city seemed to pursue it even
after its thousands had found watery
graves in the bay, which now shimmers
se placidly except when ‘the fearful ty-
phoons sweep over it and lash its wat-
ers to mad revels.
It was June 7, 1692. Port Royal lay
eltering under the heat of a troplcal
summer. Bullt upon a tongue of laud
extended Into the ocear, it was swept
by breezes which brbught with them
little relief from the direct rays ot
the sun. The harbor was.filled with
! shipping from every port in the world,
for Port Royal was a place of wealtn
and luxury. Great Britaln's men-of-
war lay In the ofing with their salls
furled and thelr men reveling ashore
in the city. Spanish buccaneers, lad-
en to the guards with stolen weaith,
silks, jewels and gold, the spoll of
Mexico and Central America, swung
at anchor, and thelr dark-browed crews
slept or lounged lazily about the decks
‘while thelr masters jolned the festiv-
itles ashore. In the houses and pal-
‘aces of the city there was revelry and

the Almighty.

& and drinking, for the pir
of the Bpanish main spent freely wi
they’ segured so easily. Gold wa
common as ‘¢opper {s-today. . The tod-
dlers in the streets, when they held nut
baby hands for alms to the passers-
by, were rewarded with a gold plece
or two.

Another Gamorrah.

Women attired fd ailks and laces
which cost human blood in the making
and the stealing lounged on luxurious
divans close 40 the open windows cf
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Port Royal Erased From the Earth By an Act of&;.s‘@'ni‘z%.:':,.m..
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‘roar, the, ty began W
down juto the ocean, . "
In vain ihe afrighted people bégan to
flee to the bigh land beyond the city.
They were caught and engulfed be-
fore\|they had takén a score of steps.
Hundreds were overtaken by the ris
ing flood as they sat at the tables with
thel# wine half drunk, and thelr food
half eaten, their lhuu‘hu half spoken.

o had this occuired, when, with a \I was invited, 'lmc Iy

\chants. meet, and whers||the president
e cotncll was, who
engaged

rst concussion,
and then into the
family and some t| v
dine with him. - Had I been there l
would have been lost. tu; to return
o the president and the pipe of tobac-
co. Before that was out I found the

ith bis 'L(a,llﬂ

w
‘( ere come

ground rolling gnd moving under my
feet, upon which. I sal unto him:
‘Lord, sir, what 1s that!{ He replied,

belng & very grave man: ‘It is an

Praying, and
the power which nad v' ited its wrath

o houses and drank deep draughts upon them, the harlots and pirates of

with thelr paramoufs. License ran
riot. There was no virtue. For years
every one In the place had been grow-
ing richer and with the wealth came
the desire for ease and pleasurd which
saps & people’s strength. No one work-
ed, for money was brought to every
one In the pirate ships which roamed
the seas -only to capture a cargo suffi-
elent to purchase a few weeks of pleas-
ure and feasting and drunkenness at
Port Royal. From Peru and Mexlco
came boat loads of gold and silken
stufts and other treasure and with the
arrival of every pirate the bacchana-
lian revels relopbled in ‘licenge and
depravity. The people lounged to
churel), but it was only a mockery of
worship. They were drunk Wwith their
prosperity and Insane with thelr long-
ing, for the pleasures of the table and
the wine cup.

On that fated day when the ven-
geance which overtook Sodom and Go-
morrah descended upon Port Royal the
revelry was at its height, when there
came a sound like the great crack of
doom, the earth trembled and the half-
drunken revelers rushed from the
houses in dismay. The great cathedral
rocked and its tower trembled a mo-
ment, and, while the people were ask-
ing one another, white-lipped and fer-
rified, what manner of thing was hap-
pentng, th eearth gaped open like a
great jaw and closed with thousands
in its maw, catching many half way

in the frightful opening and holding Bridges quotes
them, crushed and broken, with their on

helpless arms extended toward the
heaven they had so long forgottedl.

¥

the city were hurried into the ocean in
the very houses In which they sat. The
#hips I the harbor careened and sank
one by one as the great seismic distur-
bance continued, drawing down In
their wake the terror-stricken sallors
and buccaneers, who sprang overboard,
~and in less than five minutes all the
wickedness, all the debauchery, all the
sin of the profligate city were hidden
forever beneath the waves.

Not long after this frightful disaster
came another upon the city, which
took’ the place of the one which slip-
ed into the sea. Port Royal was re-
uilded, not with its old splendor and
agoificence, not with its former glory
and luxuriousness, but as a& seaport
city, and in 1703, a few years after it
had assumed the proportions of a city,
It was entirely destroyed by fire. Agaln
it was bullt up, but the avenging power
was not yet sated, for  a hurricane
swept the greater portion of the tow]
Into the ocean in 1722, Almost a hun”
dred_years later, when the cfiy had
once more ricen on its old atte, it was
lald in ashes cnce more, in 1815, Re-
peated destrictions have left nothing
of the city as it once was, but in 1880
a hurricane destructive to life and
property swept over the city and once
more partially destroyed it.

A Later Catastrophe.

In “Annals of Jamaica,” pub-
orge  Wilson
from a letter written by

of the survivors—a rector—two or
ter the disaster, which 1s,
follows:

three da,
In part, a;

Be not “llld‘ it will |

soon be ove

But he dluppen.d md was never
heard of again. Continning, the rector |
wrote: “I made toward Morgan's fort,
because I thought to be there securost

from falling bouses, but/as I was go- |

ing I saw the earth open and swallow
up a multitude of peopls, and the sea
mounting in upon them gver the forti-
fications. Moreover, the ' large and
famous burying ground was destroyed
and the sea washed away the carcasses.
The harbor was covered with dead bod-
fes, floating up and down.”|
Kingston now stands glos
Port Royal, the old town pt revelry-and |
vice, once stood. The ships In . the |
harbor float over the houses, which
Nlipped into the sea,-and far, far be-
low their keels lie the imprisoned peo-.
ple who were swept. away, with vain
pfayers for mercy upon their lips. The |
spire of the cathedral ix most prom!-

nent of the ruins here in the clear wa- |

ter, as it had ralsed {t§ taper finger
toward heaven, high above the other
buildings. Close to it ile the fleets of |
Spain and En
burricanes which swept these placid
waters. with the coral fast forming on
thelr masts and hulls. In thelr shadow

lurk the sca monsters of these waters, |

playing about the doorways and case-
ments of the houses and shops, whers
vice once held sway. No man has ever
penetrated to the depths where the
phantom city lles. to explore its se-
crets, two centuries old, and all that
can be learned of the sunken town is
gleaned by pecring Into the transparent
waters on a bright day when the wind
does not ruffle the surfage of the har-
bor

THIS I8 PORT ROYAL, THE CITY OF SIN, SUNK FROM THE FACE OF THE EARTH BY THE ANGRY CR EATOR. |
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sTILL BOYS.

Twe 8ly 0ld Chaps of
milng Together.

Nolther of these old thaps Is under
60, yet each is a living example of the

fact that men are only boys grown tall,

says the Detroit Free Press. They
Uve a few blocks apart on Brush street
and have been chums ever since they
‘were toddlers. The other evening, juat
after sunset, the one living farther out
came strolling by the house of the oth-
er, keeping a keen lookout from the
er of his eyo for hia comrade.

was sighted, trying to keep |
hammock stretched under an

enjoln silence. The old gentleman un-
der the tree was puzzled for a minute.
Then he sprung from hl. hnmnocl
with youthful agility, ga Sweep Of
his arm that mollund hl- erony to
the alley b'hlnd the barm, and said,

“Blamed as he mmnny
satered the lnuu by uu kitchen door.
‘When he went slowly through-the back

m his Mps to |

| bands, cnnled themselves more erect
| and congratulated each other that they
| sl knew their Loyish trick

Salarles of Army Omcers,

Uncle Sam bas always been accused |

of being parsimonious in dealing with
his soldiers, and while there is noth-
Ing in the pay of a private to tempt
anyone to throw up a good job, yet
1lh' commissioned officers are pretty
| well pald, except for the time they are
ractually being shot at. In {ime of war
| all persons connected with the army
have their salaries increased 20 per
| cent, and hence in the figures given the
[ Increase has been added.  Following
are the annual salaries of the comm's-
sloned oficers:
Major genera! .

Regimert:] adjitant
Reglwental quirtermaster
First lieu’en:nt, mounted. .
First licutenant. not mcunted
Second licutenant, mounted
Second lleutes not mountes
Regimental chaplain .
Regimental surgeon .
Assistant surgeon . . 3
A private soldier receives $16.50 a
month; ordnance sergeants, §4250;
hoepital stewards, WJ‘, and aiding
hospital stewards, $21.25.
————
Of Course He Had.
,wv the names of

She—And |
all the'! iuﬁw luuun
He (a medical student)—Oh, yes;

Ilnuuulhlynu.—luhn
cisco Examiner.

| slight

| until
He fo

LAWRENCE BARRETT.

| The Truth About His Parentage and
Chilanood Days. |
Though Lawrence Darrett never pre-
tended (o be anything more than he
was, & report that his real name was
“Larry” Brannigan annoyed him be-
| yond meadure, says Harper's Magazine,
| His father, as he often told me, was
Patrick Barre:t, an Irish immigrant,
who never rose very high in the soclal
scale. His mother was a hard-working
woman, whom he never forgot, and |
of whom he always spoke with the
greatest affection and regard. He was
a seven-months’ child, with a preter-
naturally large head, which was so
heavy that he could not walk until he
was quite a lad. He often told his
friends, and never .with the slightest
sentiment of shame, how his mother
wiped the suds from her arms and left
her washtub to carry him to the little
school where he was taught his letters,
coming back for him and carrying him
home again when the proper time ar-
rived.( His father seems to have been
unjusfly severe with the boy, and
when (the lad was 10 years old, very
and frail; he ran away from
home, concealing himself under the
seat of the “buggy” of a traveling cat-
, and not g himselt
t was too late to send him back.
pnd employment in a hotel in a

too short to burn long emough

the|bottles which were his only can-

. by the uncertain

‘l-."lrlu bis stomach
s

| the carpetless planks, he ﬂudied an old

copy of beter’s dictlanary, which
formed his entire library I have heard
him tel]l all this to a predident of the
United States in the white house, and
in the presence of foreizn ministers
and secretaries of state and thelr wives
and daughters, as simply 45 if he ware
boasting of the claims of long descent.
And to prove how familiar he was
with his only book, I have heard him
repeat and spell and ﬁ the many
obsolete and obsolescent words which
the very first page of lh:ﬂ dlcnon:r,
contalns.

Eekimo Lam,

It s not generally known that the |

Eskimos have from earliest times been
acquainted with a primitlve form of
lamp. Some authorities fegard ft as
an independent invention. | The rudest
form consists of stones ¢ollected on
the beach with natural cavities Into
which oll or fat can be poured, and the
wick lald at the side. In pther forms
the cavities were artifictally produced.

At St Luwnnce Island pottery lamps |

the size and shape bear so
ables relation 1o the lsothermal
lines that it is possible hy lcompartson
to assign its geographic position to any
specimen.  With one doubtful excep-
tion, o lamp of anclent fgrm exlsted
in America south of the

to where |

and, sunk in the fearful |

aFF
PEER L{-

“Golng 6ut dgain, Magn
“T musg; Hitle ose. You'look quite
| disappolnlet, us it you kad expected
‘me to spend Ah- rest of my life over
luncheon-tab e.
I h-uw. you're laughing at me, Mag-
us. No;, but I hope you are not go-
lnz m You're not going to—to Crag
tle?
" Dalay Halcrow uttered the last words
| hesitatingly, as If not quite sure of
how they mirtht be taken; but her
| brother answered readily enough,
though a close observer might have
noticed that his bronzed face took on

a darker tint as he did so
| “Yes, I am going, Day. You know
[T bave to see Lady Westray.”

“Is she then so very ill, that you
must go to see her every day?" asked
| Day quickly. Perhaps there was a
| faint shade of sarcasm In her ques-
tion; but if therc was, Dr. Magnus
took no more notice of It ¥han he had
| of her former hesitation.

He had been standing by the mantle-
plece, leaning his «lbow upon It. Now
he came to the window, in which his
sister stood, and geutly lald his hand
on her shoulders,

“My dear litt v. Lady Westray 12
Just s 11l as sh gines herself—in
other words, she is a confirmed hypo-
chondriac. But I must not forget that
she Is one of the few among my pa-
are likely to pay me for

| The xl(l “caught his

sive]y .

“That 13 not- the spirit of my noble,
Independent, great-hearted Sea-king,

does his work for love of Itself,
and for love alone! Nor fa it the spirit
|'of our dear old daddy, Magnus, who

gave of what he had freely, a
content so long as he had wherewith
to eat and drink and be clothed.”

“Our father was only too generou
Day.” sald Magnus slowly. “You know
1t Is necessary to have a little worldly
wisdom and forethought as long as you
are in this worid. And I have an am-
bition, as you know, and that Is to
repair and beautify this ruined home
of the Halcrows. But I must not waste
time now. Give me a kiss, little onc,
d let me gox’

“Take care of yourself, and don’t be
overtaken by the storm, dear,” sald
the girl. She stood on tiptoe and
pressed her fresh young lips to her
brother's bearded ones; then sudd
Iy threw an arm 4
pering, “Safe home,

hand impul-

my Sea-king!"
She stood by the window until she

saw her brother emerge below. leadin

| out his bicycle. The fortunes of t

| Halerows were fallen indeed, and lmra | sa
re \ ing a

since Magnus Halcrow had had to"
with his fine chestnut, the less arls- |
tocratic and less expensive steed serv-
ing him equally as well. Day smiled
and nodded and waved her hapdker-
chief, as her brother took off his cap,
smiling also, mounted his iron steed,
and shooting down the road, soon van-
ished out of sight

A biexcle Is not the best mount for
showing off a man's stalwart or hand-

some figure; bt Magnus Halerow's

proportions were g0 magnificent that

nothing could hide them. He was, as
sister had calied b, a verib

desc
blue-e
hose fame  and
4 have sung

Six feet in helght, he
‘made, with square shou
at back. His limbs were sinewy &
muscular; his face, burnt to a bro;
{hue, was the uoble, open. gent
one of an honorable, God-fearing,
souled young man. His blue e
| av nmxén nt auburn hair made him like
| & sun-god

The Halerows were true Orcadians,
land to them this “land of the mid-
I nizght sup” was of more importance

Sea-king—a linea

golden-haired

was splendldiy
and un-
1

ous

clean

than all the great world without. For
| thirty years Dr. Halcrow, the  elder,
had lived at Abbot's Head, wearing

out; his life in the hard work of a
country doctor. ms his father had done
before him. Then he had died, and
his son Magnus had taken his pla
ministering to the rough f
| farmers within twe; miles.

And Day lived with him - Day. whom
her mother, who had died shortly after

Che Day Si
-~ orkney’s.

A Romanw-By Hannah B. McKtnuc.

|'en scemed rumbling a

herfolk and |

poved
o'

Lfore it comes on very\badly,”

—I can't, I can't!! I don't trust
and can't compel myself to llke her.
Sometimes 1 feel as It- f she we
wi¢ked—really wicked, lke those
men one reads about—wily Vivien, the
“lovely, daleful star,” or Cl

who won men's -uul- and then ruined
them.

“How unkind, h}.w bitter I am!” she
erled, beating her little hands togeth-
er the next moment, “I must do as
dear daddy used to say we ought to do
when the devil enterg Into us—drive
him out by doing something for God
or for our nelgh XUl g and see
poor old Low. promised to bring
him a little treat omy own baking."

For Day Halcrow was hep brogher's
right hand In everything, whd there
was no poor or aged or dylng vermn
among his patlents whom she nof
visit and bring comfort to, lllher\zhyl-
fcal or mental.

She ran lightly dowhstalrs, patked
her little treat—a small cake and bhe
or two other dainties—in a basket, and, |
putting on a sallor hat in the hall, prex
pared to go out. Bell, the old servant
who had been with her mother, heard
her, however, and ran to the door.

“Ye'll not be golng out just now,
,Day? The storm 1s mmlnl up

M

“I don't think 1t will overtake Me.
I'm only golng as far as old Low's; ho
don't you be unxious, you foolish
Bell,” sald the girl. “Where's Ola!
Ola! Ola! are you coming, old boy?

A great tawny collie as large as a
St. Hernard came lumbering into the
hall from the kitchen regions at her
call, and thrust his cold nose fnta her
hand.

“Come on, then, old bo
good care of your missi
gaily. “Good-hye, Bell.
in half an hour.”
long straight road led down from

lead to the smal). hamlet of

and take
cried Day
I'll be back

the hovkes being bullt In a
1/ile road and the shore,
on past the lonely lakes of
nd Stennls, and the standing
ftoncs to the important little town of
wall.
ie alr was still as death and as hot
as an oven. The silence and oppres-'
slon were appalling, and even Day, wao
was & brave little soul If there ever
was one, felt awed by it

“Maghus must be near Crag Castle
now, s0-he Is all right,” she thought.
Her duxietles were always for her be-

brother, not for herself. Old
both lame and deaf, and a
onversition with him was trylng. He
t ontside his door on a bench, smok-
Dipe. his only solace; but

smiled, laid 1t down, and put a tremb-
ling old hand to his hat as Day ap-
prozched

Day presented her little gifts and sat
chattng with the old man for a little.
Suddenly she was stirtled by a vivid
| flash of lightning, and the next fnstant |
a loud roar of thunder burst over- |
Ve

ow

=

It be a’ gbin' to, storm, miss, and
no mistake,” sald thh old man. “Yu'd
better come indoors tNI it be past

“No; I think I shall run home bhe-
sald

“Good-bye, Mr.
in d da

Da

sye, miss, and GoX bles

for the comfortable words ye've

spoken to me this an' mang\ times

sald the ol man, holdin own it

1 pfa hand in his nv\:\y\nrk-
“nencd ‘.;- a one

e up her
be main road, and wes soon wal\-
ing swiftly homewards, But swiftly 2\
he went, the storm moved more quigk-
wh succeeded flash with startling
“ti the whole drtillery of heav-

"y ph

The sea vias no longer «
ed and gwelled as if {n some strango
canvulsion: apd every moment the sky

grew biacker| A dreadtul oppression
filled the air/ which was almost suffo-
catingly hot/ As Day hurried on, haif
running, shf felt her throat dry and
parched, and the perspiration llood in
beads on uer face,

Nohuman creature had passed her;

she was born, had named Daisy; but | there were no houses between Finstray
who, to her father and brother, was and Abbots Head. But suddenly, ns
always Day—Day, the soft-eyed aud | Day ran on, she heard the sound of a |

dark-halred, small and slim of stature,

whom everybody loved; Day, the
elghteen-year-old, to whom all life
yet was falr and sweet, because she

had known none but those who loved
her and whom she trusted

When Dr. Magnus was out of sigat
Day still stood by the window, look-
ing out half-absently on the scene ve-
lore her.

Abbot's Head stood on an eminence
overlooking the sea and Day could let

to unknown worlds. Today it was as
calm as glass, but had a dark hue, such
as often presages a storm. The sky
above was blue. but thick!
grey, thundery clouds,
tinge of copper.

CHAPTER 1L

It was » day of exc-ssive Néat. No |
bied chirped, no lgaf stirred. 41l na-
twre seemed exhausted, or preparing
| for some tarrific outburst.
“The storm is ~oming; I can see it
Day said to hesaeif.

oes he go 8o often?

her gaze travel over that great ex-| .
panse of water which etretched away | 5(1‘4 muness?

velled with |
edged with a |

“I hope he will |
reach Crag Castle before it bursts. Why | blue and purple glare, then went out.
& Is it to see Lady | Almost at the same moment a terrific

bell ringing behind her, and, turning,
she saw a cyclist come flying along ta

roud at terrific speed. For a momun&
ber heart bounded, for she thought it
was Magnus. Bieycles were not so
common in that far Orcadlan land.
The

possi
er direction
in a few seconds
approached, and,
acked:

an you tell me it [ am rllhl tor

The cyclist was\on her
He slowed up as he
touching bis \ cap,

“traight on,” Day replied. He touch-
ed his cap again and flew on. Day
looked after him, and his figure was
lit up by & briiliant flash of lightning
as she looked. He was a gentleman,
she could tell at once—slight n figure,
dark in complexion, handsome\and al-
| most patrican in features. AW that
Day took in in that bright flash) then
he was beyond her sight, hid by a‘turn
in the road. She hurried on.

Suddenly a flash of forked lightnixz
burst out, quiver§q for a moment ov
the landscape, lighting it up with a\

Westray, as he says, or to see Lilith | clash of thunder shook the whole sky;

_ One Way of Lookiax a# It ‘smnﬂ" the rattling and pealing above was
It has been omLy asderted,” ax- Some disagreeable thought swept | like the day of doom. Day was cour-
claimed one citizen, “that that pouu- across the untroubled calm of Day’s | ageous, but that awful peal made hed
clan -sequ money for © | brow, like the dark clouds on the Sum- | start nervously and fly on
z-ﬂ. replied !Bnulnr Bofghum, *} mer sky without. She pressed her | was close to the narrow
't to blame for that | If v'eﬂ |u‘wuu as if to clear away some | turned up to the Head when some
choose to advertise his| business for | thought, a Ject lying on the ground just at
nothihg he can't help It."~Washing- Am Iunjust, I wonder? Unjust and | cross-roads drew her attention.
ton Star. D..ruuy’ud!:.:'y heart leaped to her mouth.
- the way of youth to judge be the cyclist, struck by that
Three piats of liquid a day are sut-, | 1 ¥
ficlent for the average adul v.‘mﬂubly.yﬁlul'twn bolt?
s Sy
sl d, kil e 44 s R e » doack i

“The LoN be
t, lmrrlk‘p‘

fiyed; only the mouth, yn i!
set skamyed o give\ mdlr-uo‘q of

paturk100 uem 80 yaung ce.
“Oh, rank, th
may not\dl n.y pr ed axald, by voe

knawikg \what she wull
epest hekrt' ;hu bellevad be Waw rea

\:’y

What am Y do?"
Then, swift\as an arrow)
into wer mind D(h\t she shookd du
rose from her kiged, called to\Ola,
was .r:\nmx uboul the pn..:r.u\uzun.
and flew\up the rod which led Yo Aby
bot's Head. In threy minutes) hot.
breathless,\ panting, hw\ was at \|h.
door.
Bell was 10pking out\oh her, -nn\,-
scared expreson on he .\( : \
(To by Continu?

l!ﬂ hld’

And a Word About
n.uluum: o

“As i old shod” fe

miliar uyhu( sakl Mr\ Staybolt, \and

there cau be 1o doubt that an old stk \

is @ mighty comfortable thing.\ Af ©

we have worn the new Aho b

ting, hard, wnd fyrmal) by

put them off, and with wh:

put on the shoes thyt ara-old ayd worn

and fumiliar to_ the\feet. X hoes,
owever, are not thg only lamg old

that we Itke. We like an old bad, 1f

It is not too old, but Jast old iuurum

50 that. while il soft \and @

able, 1t fy 2):0 shaped somewhat

body, which {t supporty at every po n(.
yielding a Jegree of comfort\which

the finest of beds can ufford\ when,

is new. But it Is so with a mnp\
ol¢, that are ot too oid, Including old

| lul.m We clipg.to them, so 10pg a8\ '\
hey give us comfogt, ahd we hale to
‘(hnngr- We are cheatures of hapit, \\

who would it we conld follow to
end along the first gomfortaple rut
fall into, and pever loak outiabove
sides. And it Js well lul' us that our
shoes wear out, and thit\we have to
| buy new ones any wear them; that we
are in varfous ways compellad to
change; that we are rooted \out now
any then and set golng ankw, And
A vnk of us profit, by this chanke, On:o
lifted out of the rut wa stay up,
plain,\where therk s nothing to

us, wnd where we tan lay about

| in any \irection. fn accoxdance
our &m\; but more of
| racher \welcome. the ‘days ‘when thes
| shoes grow old\agaln, and yNId withy \
out much\ stxuggie to, m enticements'\ \
f case uq comfart

tgtal autput
the world, whil
in the next twel
er tynnage will
are \me very pe et
observad in me geolgglical strud m

$t. \Johns, the
been hewn

ward of 100 separate
immense house,\Wherein
1ives, worl -t}\ud-




