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The Mosque El Eska on the
Temple Area at Jerusalem,
The Fountain in the Fore-
ground Is Fed by Water

from Solomon’s Pools.

To eke out a scanty water sup-
ply the authorities of Jerusa-
lem have at last tapped the
Iamed “Sealed Fountain” bullt by
BSolomon and referred to by him in
his Bong of Songs. A modern water-
works has been erected to distribute
the water through the clty, which
bitherto has depended entirely upon
the rainfall.

With much pomp the new water
works erected on the viaduct beneath

:.!nm Pool of Gihon,  not far
.:n':th:‘ﬂﬂlﬂd station, were in-
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spoken of by Solomon in his song.
Other coplous springs from still
further to the nuﬂz toward Hebron,
contributed thelr flow, which was
to the vicinity of Solomon's
Pools, through agueducts that wound
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The Pageant at the Opening of the Water Works in Jerusalem. To the Right
Is the Ancient Pool of Gihon.

How the A ncient Reservoirs
of the Holy City Have
Been Pressed Into Service
to Supply Modern Needs

Elisha’s Fountain and the Plain of Jericho. The Healing Waters of the Fountain Are Now Conveyed to Jericho
Through Modern Pipes.

their way long distances around the

hills and through tunnels beneatn
them.

From BSolomon’s Pools and the
Bealed Fountaln two aqueducts led
this accumulation of water to the
reservoirs peneath the temple pla-
teau. pne is called the *“Lower
Level,” being a surface channel pass-
ing down the valley of Artas, und
past Bethlehem, where some of the

flow was utllized. and reaching Jeru.
sa!em by long windings among the
mi!s of the wilderness of Judea, anad
At one point passing through a tun-
nel dug through a hill

The so-called “Upper Level,” was
an agueduct which ran through a
large stong pipe, down into the val-
ley near Rachel's Tomb, and up
again on the other side. The eir-
cular opening in the stone blocks

composing this part of the aqueduct
was abuut eighteen iaches In diame-
ter.

Many of these blocks have been
removed from thelr original placea
in the aqueduct, and are to he found
preserved as antiques in diflerent in-
stitutions in Jerusalem. Some of
them bear the names of Roman effi.
cers who built or repaired the agne-
duct. There is no stain or trace of

water having flowed through this
slohe pipe. 1Trom which SOIE! con-
eude that the “Upper Level” chan-
nel was never completed. Different
theories ascribe these waterworks to
So!nmon and to the Roman period.
In modery times Jerusalem has
fheell dependent upon the rainfall
which comes in the Winter months,
23r itz water supply. accumulated
#7o5m the roofs in the rock-hewn cls-

terns bullt generally beneath the
tiouses. A short rainfall, a season
or two ago. made it necessary [or
the municipal authorities to ruo a
daily tank train from a spring at
Bettir, several miles down the Jaffa
and Jerusalem railroad.

The authorities also propose to
cstabllsh large reservoirs at springs
in the valley of the Brook Cherith,
some twelve miles to the northeast
of the city, and tenders are 20W
being considerea for this work. In
the near future. therefore Jeru-
salem should be well supplied with
water.

1t was only a few months since
that a modern water supply was In-
stalled at Jericho and also at Beer-
<leba. It was only recently, too,
that an English company Introduced

into Beyrout the wuter of the Dog
River., which is some miles to the
north of the town, which now en-
joys an abundant supply of pure
water.

Damascus has also recently had
her water supply greatly Improved.
and is the first city in Bible Iands
to have an eleciric tramway, and Iin
this particular Beyrout is following
guit. Then the primitive way of
ralsing water for Irrigation and
other purposes, particularly on the
fertile Plain of Bharon, is .being
gradually superseded by American

"BOUGHT

=-It. JACK MARTIN, with a certaln
i amount of casual interest, was
gazing into a shop window which
7 displayed a miscellaneous collection of
articles cracked or broken or bent. In
dingy lettering over the window ran the
fmscription: “Amos Dutton, Second-Hand

* Dealer.”

Martin was about to tuln away from
Bis contemplation of Mr. Dutton's tar-
flshed treasures when a amall man, bear-

‘' ing = big waoll clock under his arm,
strode up and entered the shop.

A second later irate volces were heard
within the establishment. Swiftly they
rose to a cllmax of flerce argument. And
then the door opened, and the little man,

 still with the clock under his arm, came
out again.

“Swindler!" he shouted flercely.

“Don't you talk like that!” counselled
& voloe from within the shop.

“Blooming swindler!” sald the little
man, deflantly.

*1 told you the el
marked the volce o
tiently.

“Yes, but you didn’'t tell me it had to
be Jaid on its back to keep It going.
What's the good of a wall clock If you
can’'t hang It up? Do you think 1 want

_ aeloel to put on the floor? Do you
ink I want to look on the carpet every
time 1 waal to see the time?'
\ “You ciear oft!" advised the invisidle
Mr. Dutton. “You bought a clock from
- me. you took it away, apd them you
bring it back. I expect you broke it
 yourself, if the truth was known. You
eloar off before I hand you over to a
policeman for—for creating a disturb-
ance!"

*“*Well, of all the cheek!™ sald the little
man, helplessly.

A short, fat little figure came to the

' door.

¢t “You're carrying this joke too far,”

. "‘ Mr. Dutton.

., "All right, oM rag-an-dbone man!™
retorted the lMttle fellow, critically
surveying Mr. Dutton. “I'm golns.
But thia ain’'t the last you'll hear of
it. Yl have the law on you."

Mr. Dutton, with a magnificent alr
of finality, closed the door. The llttle
man, shifting the elock under the
other arm, stood a moment and then
walked away, muttering swiftly.

#] peally think,” mused the Man
with Twenty Tongues, “that I might
take it upon mysell to Interfere. I
might got soms fun out of Mr. Dut-
ton And, anyway.” he added, virtu-
ously.

k would go,” re-
Mr. Duitton, pa-

=it'1' be something attempted,
something dons, to earn a
-

astened after the clock-carrier
The little man

AND SOLD---A Story of

“You've been buylng a clock, 1 see?”
ventured Martin.

The 1little man looked angrily at
Martin, but Martin was gilving no evi-
dence of ribald mirth. Instead there
was a look of sympathy on his face
whltgh succeeded In enlisting the little
man's confidence.

“Don't know about buying a clock,”
he replied, with fine distinction, “I've
been smold this! And he glanced with
intense annoyance at the burden be-
neath his arm. The sight of it ap-
peared to stimulate his wrath. “What's
it got to do with you, anyway, I
shm:!d like to know?' he demanded.

"Would you like to get even with
old what's-his-name — 0ld Dutton?"
asked Martin softly.

“Would I not!" sald the little man, with
emphasis. *“I'd like to get a hammer and
have his rascally old head tight between
my kness and then I'd"——

Martin arrested this bloodthristy sketch
of retallation.

*Well, you can't do that, much as you'd
like to."

“Well, then,"” =ald the lttle man, with
& swift descent to practicalities, “I'd llke
to get my money back."”

“Just what I was thinking. And how
would it ba t omake him give a bit to a
¢harity as well?"

“I't 'ud be the wonderfullest thing that
ever happened,” admitted the little man
“So wonderful that it ain't possible.”

“We shall see,” sald Martin. "Look
here, is there a hospital round here?’

“There's our Free Hospltal,"” sald the
lttle man. *“I was just thinking about
that before you come up to me. I was
thinking that, if I could have just three
minutes alone with old Dutton they'd
have to take him there and put him In
the mortuary."

“Well, we'll make Mr. Dutton buy back
the clock, and we'll make him give a subd-
scription to the hospital. What do you
think of that™

“I"d like to see it done,” sald the littla
man wistfuily. *Mind you, he can welil
afford to be charitablee. You wouldn't
believe the way he's cheated folks, And
talk about mean!”

“Right. Now tell me—how did you
eome to buy that clock off him?™

“Well, you see, our clock at home sud-
denly stopped going, and my misses tried
to mend it with a hairpin. You know
what women are with hairpins.” he men-
tioned parenthetically. “They think a
hairpin can do antyhing., except sit up
and beg for biscuits. Well, of course,
my misses only made the clock go worse
——and it never had gone really well since
the kids tried to see If it would float
Then 1 took a hand In the game. ) §
s'pose 1 hadn't got the right tools. Any-
how, about 8 o'clock this morning, I de-
eclded our old clock was abdbout done for.
You'd be surprised at the number of 1it-
tle bits I took it to. Then Mr. Barker,
the clockmaker In our street. held a sort
of postmortem on it, and he sald It was

Quite done for."

“Very |nteresting,” sald Martin, “'but
you were golng 1o tell me about the
clock you bought off Mr. Dutton.”

“Aln't I teillng you?' answered the
little man patiently. “Yeu see, we had
to buy a new clock. s0 we decided to
buy a second-hand one. I went round
to see old Dutton. He sald he'd got a
fine wall clock and I thought I might
as well have that, 'cos we could hang
it out of the way o fthe kids."

“So you bougiht the wall clock you
have there?"

“That's it. Five dollars, I give for it
because old Dutton said [t was a real
good one. But when I got it home I
found it would only go If you laid It
on its back.”

“I heard you =aying
ton." Interposed Martin.

“Yes. and I tried to get him to change
it for another, but he wouldn't give me
my money back, neither. And Mr. Bar-
ker, the clockmaker what I told you of,
said, when 1 showed it to him before I
took It back, that it "ud cost at least a
fortune to make It properly, right way
up, and keeping anything like time.”

“Mr. Dutton appears to have behaved
dishonestly, to say the least of It. Let
me have a look at that clock. 1 see
the maker's name Is on the dial—'Den-
ton & Barnaby.' It's rather old-fash-
loned, in an oblong brown case, with a
picture of a wonderful ship on a wob-
derful =ea beneath the dial. I must re-
member those detalls. Now tell me
what's your name and where you live.”

“Name, Pickett—Bob PickettL Ad-
dress, 27 Market,” replied the llittle man,
with simple directness.

“Good! 1 expect you'll see me agaln
to-day. Look out for developments.™

Martin, thinking steadily, returped
slowly io the neighborhood of Mr. Dut-
ton's establishment. From a colgn of
vantage he watched the second-hand
shop.

"g'es. I think that's the right game to
play.,” he remarked at length, lighting a
cigarette. *“It now only remains for me
to find a sultable opportunity to get at
Mr. Dutton.”

He strolled about inconspicuously for
some time. At last the door of Mr. Dut-
ton's shop opened and that gentleman
emerged and walked up the streetl

Martin followed him. At the corner of
the road, Mr. Dutton entered a small
barber shop. :

“The very place!*” thought Martin, with
satisfaction, and innocently followed his
quarry into the shop.

There were three or four men await-
ing tonsorial attention from ‘the Ger-
man barber and his compatriot as-
sistant Martin sat dowm on the
bench and studied a mewspaper.

After awhile it came Mr. Dutton’s
turn to occupy the barber’s chair.

*Shave!” ordered Mr. Dutton. and
forthwith was lathered coplously.

Martin waited till the barber

so to Mr. Dut-

the Man with Twenty Tongue

begun to scrape Mr. Dutton’s leathery
cheeks before he embarked on the HMt-
tle display of ventrilogquism which ‘he
had thought out for Mr. Dutton's spe-
cial benefit.

“Hallo, Harry,” salid a volce, which
sounded as though it had Its origin
just outside the door.

“Where are you golng to in such a
hurry ?*

“Business,” replled a second volce,
also furnished by Martin's skill,

“What's the game?’ asked the first
voice, curiously.

“I'm doing a bit of dealing Ip n.ld-
fashlioned stuff,” was the reply. “I've
just heard about a chap with a clock,
and I want to find him. A pal of mine
sajd he saw this chap walking up the
road with a clock under his arm, and
from what he told me, It was one of
them clocks collectors are buylng at
high prices just now.”

Mr. Dutton stirred In his chalr.

*‘Ach, be garefui!” begged the bar-
ber. *1 vos nearly cut you then!™

“wWhat's there special about
sort of clock%”™ asked the volce.

“BIit old-fashioned,"” was the answer.
“There's a rage for them sort of things
nowadays. If this was the kind of clock
I think it was, it's worth fifty of any-
one's money. It don't matter whether It
goes or mnot; it's the clock collections
want, not the works.”

“Well, what are you going to do about
1nr

“Find this chap what was carrying It
and offer him §nything up to $50 for it

“Dere, mow you bleet-bleet llke tWo
vater falls!” sald the barber reproach-
fully to Mr. Dutton. “Yy you jumps
about like dat? All your fault if 1 cut
you."

*“Well, can’t waste time chatting to
you,” sald the.second voice. *I must be
off. 1 want to find that chap. before
some one else gets hoid of him.
long!"™

For a minute or two there was zilence.
Then the Man with Twenty Tonguea got
to work again.

wHello, Charlie!” saild the volce which
had spoken first, stlll seeming to origl-
nate on the pavement outside 1 Jjust
met oid Harry Waters. What do you
think he was doing? Trying to find &
man. with an old-fashioned .clock. Gone
in for a bit of dealing. Harry has.”

“So’'ve I In a way.,” came the reply.
*T'm working for ol Professor Ritter-
horn. He collects things, pays no end
of money for ‘em. He's sent me down
here, funny enough, to look for a clock.
He heard there was a clock for sale at s
second-hand dealer’s down here, and he
was after it llke a shot. TI've just been
along to the place, and I find it's been

$5. And the Prolessor

this

So dispatch . 1o

“P'r'aps,” hazarded the first voice, "It
was the same clock the chap Wwas car-
rylng about.

have an oblong brown CII!"’E:

“Did 1t
with a picture of a ship In the dla
asked the other volce eagerly. )

=1 don't know. lt was Harry told me

oui "
.b"lt it was, it's the very clock. Made
by Dutton & Barnaby?"

“1 don't knaow, I tell you."

“Well, I'm going to ransack the neigh-
borhood till § find it. The professor's
whling to pay fifty for It and I belleve
'‘e’d go to double as miuch rather ths.ln
lose it. Wish I couid find the chap who's
got it! Anyway, I'm going to have a
good shot to find him. I'm going to In-
quire at all the second-hand shops, and
all the watchmakers. You never know
when he might sell it agsin, or send It
to be done up. And even if the pro-
fessor didn’'t want it, there ain't acurio
dealer who knows his business what
wouldn’t be glad to buy It for at least
forty. Well, 1 can’t stop chattering here.
I must find that clock as soon as pos
sible.”

The volces ceased. At the same moO-
ment Mr, Dutton. chin bedabbled with
gore and fecked wiih lather, ross from
his chair and hastensd into the sireet

Martin, disregarding the frenzied pro-
tests of the barber, followed after him.

Mr. Dutton was standing outside on
the pavement, lookimg this way and that
for the men who had spoken. There
were several passers-by, and they all ex-
hibited mirthful surprise at the appear-
ance of Mr. Dutton's face.

“Wonder which of ‘em it was™T™ he
pondered, audibly. "Anyway, 1 must
get there first. Somewhere ID Market
street he lives." .

Forthwith Mr. Amos Dutton set off
sharply, dabbing =t his face with a
handkerchief. Martin, halling a cab,
directed the driver to proceed with all
the abode of Mr. Bob
Pickett.

He found that gentleman fto be b¥Y
profesfion a tailor in a very small way.

“Hr re you are, then!" sald Mn
Picke't, coming forward

*“Y.s, and what's more. Mr. Dutton'll
De' here, too, very shortly. He's com-
ingto buy your cloek off you.”

*“Hea can have it for $5,” sald Pickett,
readily.

*“No; he can’t,” stated Martin. “Lis-
ten to' me.”

For. s while Messra. JMartin and
Plcteti remained In close conversation—
a tion punctuated by mutual
grins 4nd chuckles. .

*“Helought to be here by now,” said
ll-"‘a' finally. "Just Jet him catech a
glimpsy of you, and then come indoors
and out the rest of the business

-~

pumps driven by kerceene motors,
which now mingle thelir ill-smelling
odors with the sweet fragrance of
the orange blossoms of the gardens
of Jafia.

If it seems strange that one of the
most ancient sites, where atands the
newest Government post, should be
the first in Palestine to have an ade-
quate water supply, it Is equally
singular that the little squalid mud
village of Jericho, whose only im-
portance is because of the crowds of
tourists that, in the season, pass the
night in the hotels there, should be
the next locality favored with the
water supply.

Here a three.inch pipe has fust
been lald from Elisha's- Fountain
which lies to the west, near the rulns
of old Jericho, for 2.000 meters, to
near the S8eral, or Government House
of the present Jericho, whence it 18
distributed by small pipes o the
hotels, convents and mosque.

Now, therefore. travellers en #ute
for the Jordan and Dead Bea, can
have pure drinking water In of
the fouled water that y came
throuzh the ditches by the roadside,
from the distant fountain. Elisha's
Fountain is undoubtedly the one
whose waters were healed by that
prophet on his return from the mem-’
orable walk across the plain to and
beyond the Jordan, which ended in
the trauslation of Elijah.

g Bfr I. Mortin Howard

quarry and hurried forward. At ths
same moment AMr. Fickett stepped In-
doors and retired into the little parior
at the back of his shop.

Mr. Duttton, entering hastily, found
the little tailors shop eempty save
for Martin, who sat on a chalr with
the patient appearance of a walting
cusLomer.

For a while Mr. Dutton walted, to0,
though he d4ld not display the ev-
emplaury patience of Martin. Instead
he fussed and fumed about the little
shop. and even went back into the
street to gare up and down it appre-
hensively. Then, with a glance at the
name over the shop he came Indoors
again, -

“Ldhg time he is,” sald Mr. Dutton.

“Yes. He's busy over a suit for me,
and -

“Oh. hang your sult™ interposed Mr,
Dutton impatiently. “l1 want Lo see
him on business.™

“You're golng to have a new sult?
gueried Martin, resisting the tempta«
tion to add that, at any rate, Mr. Dut-
ton was like to have a good fit In the
Iimmediate future.

“Hi! HI! Hr.
Dutton, rapping
“Shop!"

The esound of brisk footsteps was
heard outside. Above the rolls of cloth
in the window two men could be seen
passing.

“It's somewhere in this road,” Martin
sald, using one of the volces he had
utilized In the barber's shop, and making
it sound as though It came from one of
the passing men. “1 shall soon get bold
of that clock now.”

Mr. Dutton heard the words distinctly
and was overcome by a great fear that
this chance of profit should escape him.

He hammered energetically on the
counter, till at last Mr. Pickett came o2
'Lhelmne. =t

“I've been thinking about that clock,”
sald Mr. Dutton eagerly.

“So have I.” sald Mr. Pickett drily.

“After what you sald this morning”
l?id Mr. Dutton, “it came to me that
p'raps you was disappointed about [t?*

*l don’t want to get rid of it pow.”

Mr. Dutton gasped helplessly.

“Well, tell you what I'll do,” sald he,
when he had recovered Lis presence of
mind; *T'll give you a mew ‘un for it
Can’t say fairer than that, can IT™

“No. But I wouldn’t like to take ad-
vantage of you,”" sald Mr. Pickett

“That’s all right, my boy.” Mr. Dut-
ton assured him genlally. “You give me
that clock and come around to my
place, and you shall pick a new ‘un out
of that bankrupt stuff that I bought™

“Right,” said Mr. Plckett. “And yet
—]1 don't know.,” he added dubiously.
*] think I'd better go upstairs and see
what the missis thinks

Plckett!”
on the

exclaimed
counter.

Again footsteps passed the shop. and
again the Man with Twenty Tongues
“threw” his volce jutside to say:

“Somewhere on this slde of the road,
she sald, didn't she? The old profes-
sor'il be delighted.”

Again Mr. Dutton vociferously ecalled
Mr. Pickett, and at last that gentlemas
appeared, shaking his head.

“No: the missis don't want to part
with it,” he announced.

*Look here,” begged Mr. Dutton ears=
estly, “1'll give you ten doliars for it—

You seem very anxious,” sald Mr
Pickett. .

“No, not at all—not a little bit!™ dee
nied the flustered Dutton. “Don't want
to losé a good bargain—I mean™ he
added quickly, “I domn': want to loss &
good customer.™
& “That's all right,” Mr. Pickett assured

im.

“Don’t you worry. Well, I'm busy
now., Will you come this way to be
fitted, please, sir?’ he asked Martin.

“Wait a bit!" implored Mr. Dutton.
“What's the lowest you'll take for that
clock? If you want to know the truth.
my missus is cryiag Der eyes out be-
cause 1 sold it by mistake. It's a ve
old heirloom In her family, it seems. NoW,
what's the lowest?*

“Twenty dollars,” sald Mr. Plckett
firmly. :

Mr. Dutton gasped A pause ensued.

“Ah, this is the house.” said a familiar
volce, presumably near the threshold out-
side. “Well, I'll wait oppositse. You geo
to the corner of *he road and look out
for the professor. After my telegram he
mAYy come any minute "

Mr. Dutton heard with dismay. The
chance of a dazziing bargain was slipping
from his grasp.. But 1t was not too late.

“Right!” said he, after a short inward
struggle. . He fumbled' in his pocket
“Here's the money! Give me the clock.”

“Just drop half of it in that hospital
collecting box on my counter,” directed
Pickett. *It don’t hold with making such
big profits on a deal You can put in &
contribution if you like. And give me my
money back, and five more for interest
and trouble. I'll be satisfied with that.”

Mr. Dutton dropped the money into
the box, and pushed the rest toward
Mrs. Pickett

“Now give me the clock.,”™ he

Mr. Pickett stopped
clock from beneath the




