
NERM
W

TTHE PpeyretT opey 271587

WAKEWAKEMANSMAhS wanderings

LONDON jan 23 no one who
has visited algiers will ever forget the
lovely though0 1ugh diminutive mosque of
sidi abd el1 rhaman which stands above
the garden of marengo and overlooks
thehe sea its surroundings are charm-
ing and within its little cemetery are
eucalyptus and fig trees
shading the quaint old tombs the
inner chapchapelel is a sort of shrine from
abingbei the burial place of numbers of
WOmoslemem saints pachas and deys and a
wondrous number of sacred relics
emblems and carvings with lamps
ostrich eggs embroideries grotesquely
decorate the columns walls and hang
from the ceilings more than a million
francs have been expended on such
driftss and tokensvilitt is in this little mosque that one will
seeC so many arab women the glitter-
ing silk faiks hidebide their faces but there
is a constant atmosphere of perfume an
endless tinkle of concealed and half
concealed jewelry a continuous murmur
off musical voices inin prayer and a cease-
less rustle of womanscomans attire as they
come go or prostrate themselves inin
their devotions the latter are certain-
ly solemn and impressive whether
aowndown among the old fisher folk at the
grand mosque with the maleki rite or
here where the wealthier arab men and
women come clad in the richest textures
of the orient and laden often with jewels
which would purchase a kings ransom

the moslem must pray five times each
day every act of prayer bbeginsins with

these words from the koran fraisepraise be
to god the lord of all creatures the
most merciful the lord of the day of
judgment thee do we worship we
implore thy aid direct us in the right
wayyav p this and other passages are re-
peated led by the ghalib a sacred
scholar and an old man in the nature of
responses the faces of all are toward
the east their mecca at each mention
of the name of god every worshiper
prestratesprostratespropsstrates aimsehimselfif so that seven parts
ofa the body the head handsbands knees and
feet touchbouch the macreasacred carpet together

the booksellers of scotland and
particularlyparticularjy the secondhandsecond hand bookseller
dealing in curious and valuable works
of whom there are very many in edin-
burghall agh and glasgow do not entertain a

for the of tharyepry kindly feeling memory the
tae lordord tennyson the cite many

littleb unpleasant characteristics of the
laureateaate as a man but their particular
reasonn for unfriendliness lies in the fact

dehat as thethey mistinsist he was even more of
IlShylocklock tthann ruskin in all his relations
withith booksellers and that not many
years since he nearly caused the ruin of
one of their number mr robert
forrester bookseller of the royal ex-
change st georges square glasgow

A stranger one day sauntered into
aftr Forresters shop meanly clad
grizzled and unkempt and betraying all
the ordinary marks of a seedy customer
beneath a slouch hat he was
very anxious he said to get a very
cheapchiap copy of two of Tennysons poepoemsins
asag gifts to poor folk who were not able
to purchase them he was shown
several copies of the cheapest copyright
english editions but these were far too
dear mr forrester something
within his means perhaps one of those
cheap american reprints oh yes he
hadbad two copies left by some familybamily re

turning from america but it was illegal
to sell them that would not matter in
so good a cause the grizzledJ stranger
pressed the purchase and finally secured
the two copies for four shillings he
was none other than lord tennyson
himself and through the unmanly
artifice he succeeded in mulctingmulchingting mr
forrester to the extent of

everybody in the united states knows
or knows about brave and good old
robert collyer who though for a
quarter century one of our greatest of
preachers works in his study beside the
very anvil onoh which his prentice days
were passed before he became a full
fledge yorkshire blacksmith his
master was jackie birch the
village smith of quaint old ilsleyilkley in
wharfedaleWhar fedakfedale

when you stand by its ancient church
of all saints and look in upon its mossy
graves and the runic crosses your
hands will grasp the bars of its huge
iron gates they were forged on
jackies anvil by this same heart-
ed yorkshire blacksmith and
somehow as one turns away from ilkleyickley
the feeling comes strongly that there
was wrought into these roads and bars a
hero grit more impressive and imperish-
able than is revealed in all other monu-
ments or tokens left in wharfedaleWharfedale
since the dadayss when he romans trod
these pleatpleasant ways

there is an old quatrain among the
irish peasantry the origin of which for
the spirit of prophecy it contains
might fairly be attributed to the prov-
ident genius of one of the characters to
which it refers

while irelandelandisIr is ireland
have forevermoretor evermore

the and the corrad
beside the cabin door

the borough was the wandering minmin-
strel and storytellerstory teller of ireland rehe
had keen scent for every spot where
geniality and generosity flourished but
povertyverty oppression and sorrow havehaveloolongng ago withdrawn the scant cheer that
once gave him place

the borough is gone but the other
one the corrad who requires no raiment 1

food or housingbousing remains withwithinin ththe
shadow ofthe irish cabin door through
out CotiConnamara and particularly in a
former tramp down from the Ballindoon
district to cloghmore and the sea I1 saw
one olof these silent dried up old fellows
trembling inin the wind bby the door of
every hut or cabin I1 passedeveaTto my fancy each one took on a sepa-
rate individuality and seeming this
one stood there defiant as if repellant
of your approach that one had a
saucy air as if to intimate that a fine

right blackthorn was concealed
about his person another seirseemedried
decrepit and weary from silent vigil out
there inin the bitter mountain wind
another was bent and leaning as though
it could stand there no longer another
seemed to beckon the passer to enter
or to hint with weary gesture that you
keep upon your way and many very
many stood bowed and sadly attentive
as if listening inin reverent solemnity to
endless tales of want and woe that come
in hopeless tones from the halfstarved
soulssoul within

the corrad is but a tall bundle of
limbs or bisers set before the deorto
break the hurt of the savage mountain
blasts the man of the branches
the peasants call it but one sometime

feels that this insensate cyptypifiedfiod proprotec-
tor

teC

ofthe irish cabin was met e antybal objectbb ect
n guise ofof human that ever got thusthas
near the man neglected godforsakengod forsaforsakenken
peasantry of this pitifully conditioned
land

to my mind a scene in early morning
on grand canal in venice is fare more
interesting than one in the early
evening when the faded aristoaristocracyaristocratcrac of
the city are moving about with apparent
listlessness in their private black
gorigondolasdolas decorated with their owners
coatscoats of arms propelled by private
gondoliersgondo lierslieis in ridiculous liveries or at
night when the canal in general is whol-
ly and offensively a show object to open
mouthed strangers in the very early
morning wwhilehile the gray isiS yetet upon the
water and the gurgling 07of the tides is
like the chuckling of night imps in the
dark retreatsret teats of the lowest arches
and angles then it is that the oddest and
most fascinating processionsprofessionsprocess ions pass and
repass away down there in the shadows
beneath youryogi window

scores of little long barges loaded
with vegetables from the flat outlying
islands are on their way to the market
atatthethe riaRialtoI1 to the sails are red with
blue tips and yellow center pieces and
most grotesque figures of are
painted somewhere on their gaudily
colored sternsstems these barges are youro
belled by poles in the hands of men in
purplepurale pink blue and orange garments
and very often a bareheaded peasant
woman isis piled in with the vegetables
here and there a a lighter and
more graceful bark than the gondola
dartsdart gracefulby it is rowed by two rawmen with
hassled caps like the fisher
men A half dozen goats are tied head
and tail to the gunwale and women and
children are milking these on their way
to the next customer

barcas with soldiers speeding to or
from guard changing fill the shadowy
way with a din of chattering profanity
here are four nuns with bowed heads
beingsbeine owedrowed on some errand of mercy
againagaid

0
whole families of the lowlier

classes especially pious through some
common bereavement are setting out to
be present at some very cheap and early
mass here come a crowd of boats
with villagers vegetables fowls flagonsflagens
of milk bestowbestowedined in dewy wisps of grassigrass
rolls dfof butter in last years sweet white
corn husks and numberless and name
less stuffs for the mercato they are
from the mainland hamlets and must
have been astir at midnight Follofollowerwt
ing these is a curious procession of
gondolas piled higher than the gondo
lierslier heads with household goods and
the people owning them who are thus

moving 1 I follow in their own gondolas
suggesting a funeral of household goods
cut short in its cortege

I1 there are friars with huge baskets in
their gondolas setting out to the markets
to buy and bregbeg for their brethren and
the poor tired fishermen with boat-
loads of gleaming fruit of the sea sailors
subdued and sullen after an all nights
roisteringrroy0y g on their way back to their
dogsdogs lifeiife and the ships messengers
withit ththee ninights collection of telegramstelegramsl
bakers in white linen caps and shirts
with boatloads of black brown andana
white bread water carriers with hugihuge
cacasksks and wagons of drinking water
butchers icemenicamen grocery men allal in
boots makingmakin their first morning rounds
and all of themthein down there upon thetha
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