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ONNA VALEBQUEZ'S early life

had been fllled with sadness

and her declining years seemed

darkened by a threating cloud

“of fenr. Donna Valesques wan

not bjtter, only sad, and in her great

struggle with life her church had been
ber gulding star.

Bhe loved the good padres and they
had given her strength and ocourage.

Early left an orphan she had gone
1o them when the Gringos had invaded
lovely San Jacinto Valley, taking pos-
eession of thelr beautiful ranch, the
mncestral home of the Valesques for
many generations,

They had been her refuge when her

ounwer sleter had cloped with a hated

ringo and again she had gone to them

for guldance when her sister had re-
turned heartbroken with her little
daughter to live in ths love and for.
glveness of Donna Valesques.

And when her sister had died, leav-
ing little Ramona to her care, ¥he had
gone to them again for counsel and
Bolace.

Naturally reserved in dl:so-ltlnn, or
growing sorrows only add to her de-
Blre for meclusion.

After the deatly of her slster Donna
Viuleaquez who was now the msole sur-
vivor of the proud old houss of Vales-
ques, bought & lttle cottage in the

shadow of the mission and moved there,
taking little Ramona with her,

To het nelghbors she was a sad old
lady who no one knew very well, but
whom they all loved and whose desire
for solitude they seemod to understand

not even knowing the great sorrows
that had crowded Me sunshine out of
her life.

One day she gat In the mission gar-
dn'?. talking with the padre.
ha church had been kind to her,
she sald, and she wanted to do some-
thing for It
The cehurches of the Gringo were go-
ing up waround them, overshadowing
ltﬁelr homely little adobe house of wor-
[

nt somehow there was a holler at-
mosphere about the little old church she
loved, orly the congregation seemed
falling away.

he thought of many ways to reha-
bilitate the old place, but always there
was that glaring fagt that Spanish cus-
toms and rellgion, ltke the Bpanish race,
wle.r« fast being obliterated in Callfor-
n

“How can we save them?" phe asked
the father,

He shook hism heag and =ighed, “Alas,
daughter, wo are a poor people.”

Donna Valesquez wmlowly found her
way home, and when she reached the
mo leading through her garden, she

thought of a plan. Bhe thought of

it till well into the mnight, and when
sleep finally closed the tired eyes, her
mind had n made up. When she
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went to the mission again she told the
padre of the chimes.
thelir erring people to God, and perhaps
the humble little ehurch would not be
Bo the mew chimes were
donated by her and placed {n the steepla
for the Baster pervices,

Little Ramona now grown to woman-
hood had come home from the convent
to live with Donna Valesques, whom sha
affectionately called “Mammeto.”
mona wis a Eraceful, charming.
dlating beauty. Her eyes were brown—a
soft lazy languld brown.
impertinent and her mouth super-emo-
eneral effect WaR pleas-
1f not & trifie dangerous.
here was the vivacity of the Ameri-
uetry of the Spanish, and
it was the combination that made Donna
Valesques shudder,

Already she

They would call

Her nose wan

tlonal, and her
can ard the ¢

had rearran
arden and had actually had the
hick hedges had shut out
the gaze of passers-by
fashionable helght in spite of the pro-
testatlons of Mammeto.

Bhe went gaily about changing ever
thing and brigtening
and when Donna Valesquex re-
monstrated she would pout an
end woud have her way.

The parade laughed st Donna when
she went to him with her fears and told
her it was young people’s way,; but Into

of the Gringo fath-
ad been taught was

her heart cre
Bhe was thinkin
er whom Ramona
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dead and of the taint of his blood In
her wvelns.

Bhe prayed to her favorite saint and
sald many pater nosters that her little
Ramona mjght be spared that talnt.

Bhe had surrounded her with every en-
vironment caloulated to smother N
but there It was as surely as though it
hed been fostered from her very birth.

The qualnt nld place took on a pretty
Hvely air, not altogether unlpluaam to
look upon to any one save Donna Val-
esQues.

he had been hn[ﬂ»v there In her me-
clusion, and she resented the Invasion
of what had been to her aanctum, and
she became a mora frequent visitor at
the mission and more strange and pa-
thetle to her nelghbors

But Ramona had become a favor'te
with them, and although she flirted coi-
quetishly with the men folk, she was
loved by the women for her sweel, mo-

manly wavs,

Flirting and smiling were a part of
her Inheritance, and as much her right
ns was h beauty and will

Donna Valesquez's nearest nelghbors
woere Americans, and thelr only son, a
tall, handsome youth, had only returned
from college In the east a few days
when he caught a glimpse of Ramona
in the garden cutllng roses for the altar.

When he saw the slender, graceful
figure In the pink flounced frock mov-
ing about dalntly among the rosebushes
his heart gave a jerk that sent the
L-Ir:;;d at break-neck speed through his
ody.

=

Who was she, anyhow, he asked, as He pleaded with her to elope and she a cloak, she.-came softly down the stalre.

he watched her enter the quiet little

cottage and almost fancled that omce
when she saw him looking at her she
had stolen a swift, shy glance, and
then blushed a beautiful pink to match
her pretty garden W

He sought the ald of his slster, who
already knew her, and before Hal Btew-
art had made up his mind what course
in life he would pursue he was head
{:ver ears in love with his pretily neigh-

or,

Belng such close peighbors, they saw
A great deal of each other, and it was
not long before Donna Valesques no-
ticed that ona was more than usual
in the garden, and when ashe discoverad
the cause she frowned on Hal Btewart's
woolng,

8he would never allow Ramona to
marry & Gringo, she had told her, and
had agaln gone to the padre, who prom-
Ised to counssl Ramona.

But Ramona had a will of her own,
and besides she loved Hal Stewarl.

She thought Mammeto unfalr, and
deacided to see him a&as much as she
chowse,

There were many little clandestine
meetings which Ramona hated herself
for ke?lns for she dearly loved the
kind old sunt who had been everything

to her.

But Hal Stewart was golng to "Frisco
to enter upon the practice of law, and
he could not go without Ramona, he had
tald her.

consented, scarcely knowing what it
would mean.

They were to leave the followin
night at §:16, and Ramona was to moee
hllm A few minutos before at the sta-
tlom.

That night as she knelt besids her
bed she bade a milent, tearful farewell
t~ the littlg cottage and Mammelo.

Dear Mammeto, she loved her, and it
was hard to go awany; but she loved
Hal, and somehow she felt that Mam-
moto had not been fair to him.

She thought of what the Padre and
every one would say, but she consoled
herself with the thought that she would
write nnd Mammeto would forglve her
and all would end well

Bhe thought of 1an things but
gleep, and when she did finally slumber
it was to awake lon after sun-up
scarcely refreshed and surely sad at
heart.

Bhe eould not look at Mammeto with-
out wanting to ery and tell her what
was in her hearl and ask her Lo forgive
her for being so wicked.

And Mammeéto had asked why she
was 80 silent, but she had not answeraed;
and once, when Mammelo came upon
her in the act of putuing some clothing
in & bundle for her hurrled departure,
she had lied to her, and after she had
gone she had cried her eyes red and
swollen.

Seven-thirty came, and 1t was time for
Ramona to start.

8he put on her hat, and, catching up

Bhe would not go by the rear gate, for
Kato would surely sea her and call out
to find out where she was going nlone.

No, she must by the front gate and
run the risk of being seem by someone.

She stopped silently across the hall,
and there on the veran sing dream-
{ly down the path, sat Mammeto.

She looked so lonely, so small and
weary, that Ramona felt a great lump
in her throat that almost choked her.

What should she do?

She thought of Hal walting at the
statlo d'ror a moment she seomed
ready to burst out the door and down
the path to the gale

But twillght had commenced to
guther, and she know Mammeto would
spoon come in to light the lamps, and
then she could steal out unobserved.

She looked at her watch. It was
7:46, and it was 20 minutes to the sta-
tlon. Just then Mammeto rose and
walked to the side veranda and ex-
amined & place where the honeysuckle
had broken away from the trellis, and
as she did s0o Ramona stole nolnimulg
out of the door, down the path, an
into the roadway. Her heart beat fast
as she looked back at the little cottage
as If In farewell, and just then the
chimes rang the Angelus from the old
misslon tower, bidding the erring ones
to halt in their sine to {irny

Namona sank to her knees, and when
ghe had finished praying she arose,
rushed up the path to the side veranda,
calling ‘'""Mammeto! Oh, Mammelo,
wera you calling me?”

WHAT WOULD FULTON SAY? Con-
tinued From the First Page of This Section

gererally regarded as extravagances to
be tasted only by the well-to-do. And
now, before we have qulte got used to
them ashore, to think of having ‘hem
Bl sea!

1f the perfect balancing of machinery
€0 88 to reduce jarring to a minimum
doesn’'t glve the death blow to seasick-
ness, what need the passenger care?
There {s the electrie bath and the Turk-
fsh bath to fall back on.

Think of the headaches that will be
banished, the smlles formed, the roses
conxed to cheeks made pale from ill-
ness, that will be the result from this
errangement.

What a pity the father of the steam-
bo4! cannot enjoy a transatlantic trip
without stomach gqualmas.

For it {s doubtful if Fulton wlll ever
cease to be known as the father of the
steamboat, although history knows that
it wus not he who Invented it. It's a
delusion hard to down.

One may admit—one has to—that the
steambontl was successfully used hefore
the birth of Fulton, just as the steam
engine was used long before Watl's
time: bult Fulton did take the products
of the other geniuses and applied them
in combination with final success, and,
as the I'.:lucr‘npher observes, it is quite
mf{“‘h'h Hd this, §

ow he ¢ &, Just 100 years
is of pecullar interest now. YENED. Al
Although no general observancs of the

t occaslon has been planned, it is
certaln that millions of Americans will
fittingly celebrate this year the first
trip of the Clermont; that there will be
* gochou] entertalnments at which Fulton

grofl'l-n.l will be arranged. thera will
L) wl'l' churches and chureh socle-
tlen hoid commemorative servicoes
As & mitter of fact there 15 probably
‘mo eentennial, other than of a national
‘- which means s0 much, since the
of the st boat has made
tes S%tr!aﬂy what It
t-IX gnyone knows,

tremendous gss of the last
ol haye Deew: vasily less.

th sarly days of the republic
pod and im t from

Hidk point o v!o": c_‘an;.e
‘ennsy The n
ndence Q&in.natmn

many great

el to make it really

ttle

caster county, Pennsylvania, with the
great palnter, Benjamln Wesl, for a
neighbor. And not far away, in Bucks
county, Pennsylvania, llved another
man, John Fitch, who should not fall
of honor whenever the history of the
steamboat Is considered, for as early us
1778, before he knew that there was

even a steam engine In existence, he
planned a steamboat, and In 1780 he

made a steamboat that had a speed of

seven miles an hour—two miles more

than the boat which Fulton bullt 17

years later.

There Is sxtant a document signed by

David Rittenhouse of Philadelphia, dated
Discember 12, 1787, in which he certifies
that “the subscriber has frequently secen
Mr. Fitch's steamboat * * * and has
likewise been wboard when the hoat has
worked against both wind and tide with
considerable wvelocity by the force of
steam only.”

But poor Fiteh, llke Willlam Henry,

another Pennsylvanian; James Henry, a
Kentucklan, and many others, passed
away without having made the steam-
boat an accepted fact. It remalned for
the indomitable will, the executive
ability of Fulton to do this,

Fulton, of Irish descent, had the
enius to do many thlngs aciually well.
ie was-the Inventor of a lead pencil,

a skyrocket, an air rifle, varfous fire-
arms and several other things: he was
a gunsmith, a pictorial and mechanical
draughtsman equal to any of his time;
shining for years as a landscape painter,
and afterward earning equal fame as a
clvil engineer. There seemed nothing
e couldn't do.

The steam shovel In use at the pres-

ent day I patterned after one of his
inventions, which was long used In Eng-
land. Fulton was also a statesman and
economist of note In his day.

Fulton's bullding of the Clermont, bis

first steamboat, in 1807, when he was 42
years of age, came aefter many notable
essays in t

e art of shipbullding.
He had wasted 16 years in Franoe and

England trying to induce one of those

overnments (o take up & submarine
ont which Napoleon hntr praised.
Indeed he had in his boat diveq under

& ship which Napoleon gave him for the
purpose, had discharged & torpedo at it
and blown it to fragments.

Fulton has in his own writings told
how a crowd of hooting doubler:'ﬂooﬂ

on the wharf at New York as hs started
out on the first trip with the Clermont.

could hardly belleve their eyes

The:
when {hw saw the ship strike boldly out
and ‘plow Ite way up the river,

And that first irip!

nx plne was vasd feox fesl~hard geal

aparks and smoke rose high In the alr
from the smokestack.

*This uncommon light,”” wrote a con-
“first attracted the attan-
tion of the crews of other vessels. When
It came s0 close that the nolse of the
machinery and paddies could be heard,
the crews In some Instances shrank be-
the decks from the terrifying

left thelr wvessels and fled
while others prostrated them-
selves and besought Providence to pro-
them from the horrible
which was marchin
llugting up ita path

on the tldes and
the fires it vom-

But the vessel was a success the first
that Fulton almost
immediately advertlsed regular passen-

trip—s0 much

The fare for the 150 miles—the trip
30 hours—was $7.

steamers make the trip In nine hours—
some of them take 10 or more—and for
The contrast shows pretty

cheapened Baince
When, about 1867, folks thought the

reached, a journallst wrote:

“A traveler of today, as
aboard the Bt, John or Drew, can scarca-
ly imagine the difference between such
floating palaces and ths wee-bit punts
on which our fathers were wafted G0

But the dJdifference hetween the St
John or the Drew and the present-duy
liner is even greater.

Yot even Fulton had some ideas ns
to elegance on board a steam vessal, and
in the last boat that he bullt, In 1414,
for navigating
York to New Haven—she was round-
bottomed and nearly 400 tons burden—
all the convenlences of the time weore
provided for passengers,

Among the vessels—almost a score—
which Fulton built before he dled from
exposure, In 1816, due to overzealousneys
his work, were a' ferry-
ew York and Jersey City,
and the first steam warship bullt for

in supervisin
boat between

This man-o'-war was considersed
wonderful craft. The Fulton the First
it was called.

Capable of going four miles an hour,
it was fitted with furnaces to provide
redhot shot, and some of {ts guns eould
be fired below the water line. The esti-

the ¥es- to The Hague conferenas, snd Allred G.

sal In March, 1814, and 1t was launched
October 29 of the same year,

When tha members of the New York
leglslature went In mourning for alx
woeeks for Fulton, It was the first In-
stance of such respect to a private ofil-
zén, At his death the government owed
him $100,000.

As indleated by his own writings,
Fulton saw In the steamboat In Its Fn-
aipiency nothlng more than a means of
handling siver traffic. How could he
have foresean the great ocean grey-
hounds of today?
t/‘.‘é:ngiaml promptiy took up steamboat

ullding for her Inland waters; yet it
remained for America to agaln outdo
the old world In making the first ocean-
nlngwstaamnhlp——tlm Bavannah—bulit
n 1 N

Just as the scoffers had hooted Ful-
ton when he made the first voyage In
the Clermont, s0 when the Savannah
was broached, there was general con-
demnation of the ldea; il was seanscless
to think that a vessel could be buflt
large enough to carry the requisite
amount of coal!

At that period It frequently took six
weeks @ cross the Atlantic In a sall-
ing wessel, ‘The Bavannah made the
first trip In .d days, using her salls
when possible. And nmnow it may be
done in less than six days,

In 1542, when Charles Dickens and
his wife came to Amerlca in the Britan-
nia, the modern furnishing of a liner
was in [ts incipledcy, but was consid-
ered wonderful

In his “American Notes” the great
author tells of his surprise when he
was {ntroduced to the “magnificent
eabin reserved for Charles Dickens,
Esq., and lady."

“A very flat qullt,” he wrote, “cov-
ered a very thin mattress, spread llke
a surgieal plaster on 2 most [naccessl-
ble shelf.”

Then the saloon he described as “a
long, narrow apartment, not unlike &
glgantie Tiearse with windows in the
sldes, having at the upper end a melan-
choly stove, at which three or four
chiflly stewards were warming their
hands; while on elther slde, extending
down the entire dreary length, was n
long table, over which a rack, filled to
the low roof, and stuck full of drinking
glasses and cruot-gtands, hinted dis-
mally at rolling seas nand heavy
weaather."

The Britannla, bullt in 1840, was 270
feet long and had an aggregale tonnage
of 2,600 tons.

Since 1870, when the Britannle and
Germanic were bullt of iron and fitted
with compound engines operating screw

ropulsion—ehips capable of crdssing
Fhe ocean in 8§ days 10 hourps—real
progress In ocean pleasure has been
m.uie.

These vessels were the foréerunners of
the moder,. floating hotels bulit of
stesl—ahipc like the Adriatic.

Upon the return trip of her malden
voyage thé Adriatie left New York with
a record list of saloon pnsunﬁu. in-
cluding Josaph H. Choate, on his way

Vanderbilt, bound for the Olympia to
display his famous horses.

Her almost 3,000 passengers found
her a palace, not gorgeous in gaudiness,
but seemingly perfect in her equipment
and appointments, As to roominess, her
denks might serve as motor cycle tracks.

Think of the advantage of taking an
elevator from the upper deck, when the
heat becomes oppressive, to the gym-
nasium, where one may indulge In an
imitatiorn. of horseback riding or rowing,
have his back massaged by electricity
and wind up with a Turkish bath that
makes him feel like a new man.

The cabin accommodations for first-
class passengers are the acme of lux-
ury, and the first-class dining saloon
is a very handsome apartment. It is
exceplionally lofty and alry, and con-
talna scating accommodations for about
870. It is paneled in the stately fash-
fon of the time of Charles I1, and over
the middie of the room {8 a dome filled
with leaded glass, white and the palest
fellow. In color, and under It are int-

ngs of scenes in Bwitzerland and Italy,
the Yellowstone and the Rhine.

Many of the staterooms have private
baths attached, and passengers of
wealth may engage entire sultes of the
most luxurious description, as they
might do at the finesat hotel on shore.

But perhaps no other luxury ab
one of these modern liners—it is now
found on a number—ecan compare with
thes dally paper. There is a little print-
ing office, complete in uipment, and
dally, by wireless telegraph, there come
brief but satisfactory reports of the

reat news events that are interesting

e world, and when the pasgengers
comse down to breakfast they may read
the news, just as do the folks at home.

In the reading and writing room on
the boat deck of the Adriatic, with its
leaded windows as spaclous as in an
ordinary house, one may stretch one's
Iimbs on luxurious chairs or settees
around a homellke fireside, and, if he
will, forgel that he's at sea. .

Recreation or stud{ m:J' be drawn at
will from the wall-selected library. Ele-

ant writing tables are at hand. Com-
ortable sofas are at every turn. Work-
tables are provided for the industrious;
thera are cozy corners for lovers an
newly-weds; thera are card-tables for
those who are enthralled by the alluring
call of bridge.

Btained glass affigies of poets, paint-
ers, dramatists, philosophers, look
beneficently down on this harmless
amusement,

The Marcon! messages through the
alr and the submarine signaling appar-
ntus keeps this small floating city con-
stantly in touch with mankind ashore.

Another striking Ulustration 6f mod-
ern methods was supplied when the Ad-
riatic was going. the other day, from
Cherbourg to Southampton, Something
happened to the port cylinder. A wire-
less mesgage was sent from mid-chan-
nel to Belfast, directing another one to
he forwarded immediately. There was
no annoyance to the passengers—no de-

bt ewid Hulton sax te thass

MASSEY'S STRUGGLE WITH POVERTY
One Time Poet of Dcmocracy. WBQ Awoke Fifty
Years Ago to Find Himself Famous, Fi hting With

the Infirmities of Old Age and Il Health, to Com~
lete the Great Work of His Life, " Ancient Egypte

QViahca to Live Three Years Longer and W#ush

Thirty Ycaru of Ef'fort

ONDON—In a plain lttle house
in Norwood, one of London's
suburbs, where the green coun-
try lanes he loves are still to be
found, Gerald Massey, the one-

time poet of democracy, who awoke 60
years ago to find himself famous, ls
struggling hard against poverty, the in-
firmitiea of old age and {ll-health to
completes the great work of life life,
“Ancient Egypt.”

Greater sacrifices no man of letters
has ever made to reach the hour when

he cvan write “Finlg” to his magnum
opus. At the age of 7% he has given up
almost all the accumulations of long
years of hard work, even going so far
as to sell his home to scrape together
the funds wherewith to publish hia
book. With his daughter he 18 living
on & civil 1ist pension which does not
amount to more than 310 a week.

*] mshould like to live three years
more,” he sald to me when I congrat-
ulum him on the birthday he had just
passad. *“I think I could complete the
tagk I have set myself in that time.
It is a work whiah has occupleq me over
30 years and I shall be well content
if in another century my ldeas are ho-
knowledged as correct.”

There he mat, his fine head remind-
ing of Verdl, hard at work In his study,
with piles of manuseript paper in neat
hu.f: around him-—a llvlngyembodlment
of dustr¥ at eventlde. ou discover
the poet {n the cholce and felicitous
language ha employs, and in the wistful
expression of the beautiful blue eyes
the windows of a soul which has gaze
into nature, But there s the scholar
and mystie still more in evidence on
that face ocrowned with the black akull
cap and the long years of patient re-
search into Egyptology have left their
indalible -t

Hig 1life s & romance. The son of a
canal boatman, he knew as a boy what
it was to live in a wretched bove]l and
often waent without & meal when not
aven dry bread was to be obtained. He
icked up his early learning prrowI-
ng about second-hand bookstal Fre-
quentrly h.i: erlmt hrunl';:r thltt he might

tify rst for know 1
‘r:is was not a t born. ﬁ%’:ﬂf{ fell
fn love,” he id, “and began to rhyme
48 i matter of consequenca I never had

sbo alightest otion fox poelty,

interest in Egyptology?' 1 asked him.

ldea, which has grown stronger every
year, that the human race originated In
equatorial Africa. I have gone over the
groundwork of my research again and
again, as later views have come to me.

of Beginnings,' two wvolumes In which
1 treated the subject from a philological
Btandpoint, Then came two more vole
umes, entitled he Natural Genesls,'
which is typological. Next I have been
studying o astronomicil mythology—
all with the idea of proving the En];-
tian origin of the Babylonlan ygythol-
ogy. Egypt I hold te the .
knowledge, the light of the world.
the research In Egypt goes to pro
how much older the country s than stu
dents thought, and I belleve that a®
time goes on we shall arrive at & &
lution of some of the greatest puzzles
which face us now."

slender meang have neyer permitted him

to visit the land whose mystery has

eanthralled him. Over 700 ]iss'u of his
n

“Ancient Bl.ﬁrpt" &re now type apd
the publication will cost petweea #§
500 ang £3,000,

The first real verses I ever wrote were
upon ‘Hope' when 1 was utterly hope-
less, and after I had begun I never
censed for mbout four years at the end
of which I rushed into print.”

It is just half & century #ince his

firast volume of verse entitled “The Bal-
lad of Babe Christable and other Poems"
was halled with dellght by critics capa-
ble of discerning the genius and lyrie

ower of the young man's poetry. In
ts first year flve bdittons were called

for. Perhw1 no map of the ecentury—
certalnly no I

passionate lyrical expression to the
causn of the toilers, or embodied In
nobler verse the Chartist {deals which
time hes done so much to c¢onvert into
realities. Tennyson, Browning, Ruskin,
Walter Bavage Landor and the llterary
glants of the Victorlap era, were Mas-
mey's  friends and mirers. “Your
mema." wrote Ruskin, “have heen a

ving poet—has given such

Ipful and preclous gift to the working

classes.’

They wera not matterg In which he

could hope to win ularity and duc-
ats. But that murap
1}3:‘2.’ He has always been true to his

e no difference to

“How dild you come to take such an

“I bagan my study In 1870 with the

y firat result Is found in "T'he Book

a of
11

And yet, it is pathetic to think, his




