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tragedy of the Borgia Pope. Another five-
act tragedy in verse, written at that time,
was 'The Gunpowder Plot,' with Guy
Fawkes as hero. 'ADrama Under Louis
XV was another tragedy in verse, and
for comedy there was one in five acts and
verse called "Les Ileureuxdu Jour.' All
this work was done with. the greatest care
and with the constant preoccupation after
style before me. Ihave always sought
after style, but people have never given
me credit for this.
"Icame to Paris as a student just about

the time when the grisette and all that she
meant was disappearing from the Latin
quarter. Icannot say that 1frequeuted
many of my fellow-students' rooms, for
we Bretons, you know, are a clannish
people and nearly all my friends were
schoolmates from Nantes, who had come
up to the Paris University with me. My
friends were nearly all musiciaus, and at
that period of my lifeIwas "a musician
myself. Iunderstood harmony, and 1
think tbat Imay say that, ifIhad taken
to a musical career, Ishould have had less
difficulty than many in succeeding. Victor
Masse was a friend of mine as a student
and so was Delibes, with, whom Iwas
very intimate. We used to say 'thou
to each other. These were friends I
made inParis. Among my Breton friends
was Aristide Hignard, a musician, who,

although ho won a second Prix de Borne,
never emerged from the crowd.

'

We used
to collaborate together. Iwrote the words
and he the music. We produced one or two
operettes, which were played, and some
songs.

"Oue of these songs, entitled 'Les Ga-
biers,' which used to be sung by the bary-
tone, Charles Bataille, was very popular
at the time. The chorus, 1remember, was:

Alerte,
Aierte. out. nt_, alerte,
Le clel est bleu, la mer est verte,

Alerte, alerte.

"Another friend whose acquaintance 1
made as a student, and who has remained
my friend ever since, is Leroy, the present
Deputy for Horbiban. But the friend to
whomIowe the deepest debt of gratitude

amassed many thousands of notes on all
suhjects and to-day at home have at least
20.000 notes which can be turned to advan-
tage in my work as yet unused. Some of
these notes were taken after conversa-
tions with people, 1 love to hear people
talk, provided they talk on subjects with
which they are acquainted."

"How could you do what you have done
without scientific study of any kind?"
"Ihad the good fortune to enter the

worldat a time when there were diction-
aries on every possible subject. Ihad just
to turn up iv my dictionary the subject I
wanted information upon and there it was.
Of course in my reading Ipicked up a
quantity of information, and. as Isaid,
Ihave a great number of scientific odds
and ends in my head. It was thus that,
when one day in a Paris cafe Iread in
tbe Steele that a man could travel round
the world in eighty days, it immediately
struck me that 1 could profit by a differ-
ence of meridian and make my traveler
gain or lose a day in his journey. There
was my denouement ready found. The
story was not written until long after. I
carry ideas about inmy head for years-
ten or fifteen years sometimes

—
before giv-

ing them form.
"My object has been to depict the earth,

and not the earth alone, but tho universe,
for Ihave sometimes taken my readers
away from tbe earth, in the novel. And1
have tried at the same time to realize a
very high ideal of beauty of style. it is
said that th 're can't be any style iv a
novel of adventure, but that isn't true;
though Iadmit that It is very much more
difficult to write such a novel in a good
literary form than the studies of charac-
ter, which are so invogue to-day. And let
me say"—

here Jules Verne slightly raised
his broad shoulders "that Iam no very
great admirer of the psychological novel
so-called, because 1don't see what a novel
lias to do witii psychology,

'
and Ican't

say that iadmire the so-called psychologi-
cal novelists. 1 except, however, Daudet
aud Da Maupassant. For De Maupassant I
have the highest admiration. He 13 a man
of genius who has received from heaven

Paris, June 12.—"The great regret of
my life Is that 1have never taken any
pl.ce inFrench literature."

as the old man said this his head drooped
ard a ring of sadness sounded in the cheer-
ful and hearty voice.

"Je ne compto pas dans la litterature
Francaise," he repeated. Who was it who
spoke thus, with drooping head and with a
ring of sadness inh is cheerful voice? Some
writer of cheap but popular feuiiletons for
the half-pan ny press some man of letters
who lias never made a scruple of stating
that he looks upon his pen as a money-
getting implement, and who has always
preferred to glory and honor a large ac-
count at the cash office of the Society of
French Men of Letters? No; strange, mon-
strous as it willappear, it was none other
than Jules Verne. Yes, Jules Verne, tho
Jules Verne, ycur Jules Verne and mine,
who has delighted us all the worldover for
so many years, and who willdelight the
worldfor generations and generations to
come.

Itwas in the cool withdrawing-room of
the Sociote lndustrielle at Amiens that the
master said these words, and Ishall never
forget the tone of sadness in which he said
them. It was like the confession of a
wasted life, the sigh of an old man over
what can never he recalled. It was to me
a poiguant sorrow to hear him speak thus,
and all that Icould do was to say, withno
unfeigned enthusiasm, what was to me
and millions like me, a great master, the

subject of our unqualified admiration and
resteer, the novelist who delights many of
us most of all the novelists that have ever
taken pen iv hand. But he only shook his
gray head and said, "Ido not count in
French literature."

Sixty-six, and but for his limp, still
hale and hearty, with much In his face
that reminds one of Victor Hugo, like a
Cue old sea captain, ruddy of face and fullor n-.te. One eyelid slightly axcmps, out
the gaze is firm and clear, and from his
whole person emanates an aroma of good-
ness and kindness of heert, which have
ever been the ciir.racieri.tic_ of the man ofwhom Hector Marlot, wrung many years
ago, said. "He is the best of best fellows,"
of the man whom the frigid and reserved
Alexandre Dumas loves like a brother,
and who has not aud never has had. in
spite of bis brilliant success, a single real
enemy. His health troubles him, unfortu-
nately. Of late his eyes have weakened,
so that at times he is unable to guide his
pen, and there are days when gastralgia
martyrizes bins. But be is as valiant as
ever.

"1have written sixty-six volumes," hesaid, "and if God grants me lifeIshall
finish eighty."

Jules Verne lives on the boulevard
\u25a0 Longueville.at Amiens, at the corner of the
:rue Charles Dubois, in a fine spacious

bouse, which be reuts. It is a house of
three stories, with three rows of five win-
dows on the boulevard Longueviile and
three windows at the corner and three more
on the rue Charles Dubois, The carriage
and other entrances are on this street. The
windows on tbe boulevard Longueviile
command a magnificent view of the

.picturesque If misty town of Amiens., withits old cathedral and other medieval
buildings. Right in front of the house,
ou the other side of the boulevard, is a
railway cutting, which just opposite
Verne's study window disappears into
a pleasure ground, where there is a large
music kiosk, in which during the fine
weather the regimental band plays.
This combination is to my thinking a very
emblem of the work of the great writer,'
tbe rushing train, with all the roar aud
rattle of ultra-modernism and the romance
of the music. And is it not by a combina-
tion of science and industrialism with all
that Is most romantic in life that Verne's
novels possess an originality which can be
found in the works of no other living
writer, not even among those of the men
who count most in French literature?

A high wall skirts the rue Charles
Dubois and hides the courtyard and gar-
den of Verne's house from the passer-by.
When one has rung at the little side en-
trance and. inresponse to a great peal, the
door has been opened, one finds himself In
a paved courtyard. Opposite are the
kitchen and offices, to the left may be seen
a pleasant garden, wellstocked with trees,
and to the right is the house, to which a
row of broad steps extending the whole
length of the facade lead up. A conser-
vatory filled with flowers and palms forms
the entrance-room, and passing through
this the visitor enters the drawing-room.
This is a richly furnished room with
marbles and bronzes, warm rich hangings
and the mo3t comfortable of easy-chairs,
the room of a man of means and leisure,
but without auy characteristic feature
about it. It looks like a room which is
little used, and this is the fact. Both
M.and Mme. Verne are very .iinnle peo-
ple, who care nothing for show and allfor
quiet and comfort.

The adjoining large dining-room is rarely
used, except when dinner parlies are given
or a family -fete is held, and the novelist
and his wife take their simple meals in a
little breakfast-room which adjoins the
kitchen. From the courtyard the visitor
notices in the far corner of the house a
lofty tower. The winding staircase w ,ich
leads to the upper stories is in this tower,
and at the very top of the staircase is M.
Verne's private domain. A passage car-
peted' with red stuff, like the staircase,
leads past maps and charts to a little
corner room, which is furnished with a
plain camp bedstead. Agaiust a bay-
window stands v small table on which
manuscript paper very neatly cut may bo
seen. On the mantelpiece of the tiny file-
place stand two statuettes, one of Moliere
and the other of Shakespeare, and above
them hangs a water-color painting repre-
senting a yacht steaming into the bay of
Naples. It is in this room that Verne
works. Adjoining it is a large room with
well-filledbookcases reaching from ceiliug
to carpet.

Speaking about his methods of work Mr.
Verne said: "Irise every morning before
s— a little later, perhaps, in the winter—
and at 5 am at my desk, remaining at work
till11. Iwork very slowly and with, the
greatest care, writing and rewriting until
each sentence takes the form that Idesire.

Ihave always at least ten novels in my
head in advance, subjects and pints
thought out, so that, you see, if Iam
spared, Ishall have no difficulty In com-
pleting the eighty novels whichIspoke of.
But it is over my proofs thatIspend most
time. lam never satisfied with less than
seven or eight proofs and correct and cor-
rect again, until itmay be safely said the
last proof bears hardly any traces of tbe
original manuscript. This means a great
sacrifice of pocket as wellas of time, butI
have always tried my best for form and
style, though people have never done me
justice in this respect."

We sat together in the room of the
Societe lndustrielle. On one side of Mr.
Verne was a pile of proois, "the sixth
set," he said, and on the other a long
manuscript, which Ihad looked at with
interest, "but which." said the novelist
wiihhis genial smile, "is merely a report
which 1 am addressing to the Municipal
Council of Amiens, of whichIam a mem-
ber. Itake meat interest in the affairs of
the town."
1had asked Mr. Verne to tellme ot his

life aud work and he said that he would
tell me of things that had never been told
before. My first question was about his
youth and home and this is what he said:
"Iwas born in Names on the Bth of

February, 1838, so that Iam to-day in my
sixty-sixth year, and it should be rather
on my impressions of old age than on my
souvenirs of childhood that Ishould be
asked to speak. We were' a most lappy
family. Our father, who was an admira-
ble man, was a Parisian by birth, or rather
by education, for he was born in Brie, but
was educated in Paris, where he passed his
university career and took his degree as a
barrister. My mother was a Bas-Bretonne
from Morlaix. so that 1 am a mixture of
Breton and Parisian blood."

These particulars are interesting from a
psychologies] point of view and assist one
to understand the character of Jules
Varue, who unites with the gayety and
savoir-vivre and joy of life of the boule-
vardier

—
Clare tie wrote about him, "he is

a boulevardier to the tips of his lingers" —
the love of solitude, the religiousness and
adoration of the sea of the Breton.

"1had a very happy youth. My father
was a solicitor and barrister at Nantes
and in a good position of fortune, He was
a man of great culture, and of great liter-
ary taste. He wrote songs at a lime when
songs were stillwritten in France, that is
to say, between 1820 and 1840. But he was
a man of no ambition, and though he
might have distinguished himself Inlet-
ters had he chosen to put himself forward
ho avoided all publicity. His songs were
sung in the family; very few of them ever
got into print. 1 may remark that none
of us have ever been ambitious. We have
tried to enjoy our lives and th do our work
quietly. Mylather died ir. 1871, aged 73.
Yon see he might have said T was 2 (years
old when this century was born.' in dis-
tinction from Victor Hugo's famous re-
mark about the date of his birth.

"Mymother died in 18So leaving thirty-
two grandchildren, and, if one counts the
cousins and coinins-germin, ninety-seven
descendants. Allthe children lived

—
'hat

is to say, death has not removed any one
of the five children. There were twoboys
and three girls, and they are all alive to-
day. Men and women are of solid build
inBrittany. My brother ml was and is
my dearest friend. Yes, 1may say that he
is not only my brother, but my most inti-
mate friend. :Antl *our If it.-ij<_«!.!_> date_

from the first day
"
that Ican-remember.

What excursions we used to take together
in leaky boats on the Loire. At the age of
15 there was not a nook or corner on the
Loire right down to the sea that we had
not explored. What dreadful boats they
were and what risks we no doubt ran.
Sometimes Iwas captain, sometimes it
was Put!. But Paul was the better of the
two. You know that afterward he en-
tered the navy, and might have become a
very distinguished officer had he not been
a Verne— that is to say, had he bad any
ambition.

"1began to write at the age of 12. It
was allpoetry then, aud dreadful ioetry
too. Still 1 remember that an address
which Icomposed for my father's birth-
day, what we call a 'compliment' in
France, was thought very good and iwas
so complimented that Ifelt quite proud. I
remember that even at that limeIused to
spend a long time over my writings, copy-
ing and correcting and never really satis-
fied with what Ihad done.

"1suppose that one may see in my love
for adventure and the water what
was to be the bent of mv mind Inlater
years. Certainly the method of work
which Ihad then has clung to me all
through my life. Idon't think Ihave
ever dine a piece cf slovenly work."No,Icannot say that 1was particularly
taken with science. Indeed Inever have
been; that is to say. Ihave never prac-
tically studied or experimented in science.
But while Iwas quite a lad Iused to
adore watching machines at work. My
father had a country house at Chantenay,
at the mouth of the Loire, and near there
is the Government machine factory of
lndret. 1 never went to Chantenay with-in_nrif--iii>iMTriijl-f-rrrif

iiiim inmrimi an nwimmriiiMiini n Kiiiiinam _um__. -aHg

out entering the factory and standing for
hours together watching the machines at
work. This taste has remained with me
all my life, and to-day stillIhave as much
pleasure in watching a steam-engine or a
fine locomotive at work as Ihave
in contemplating a picture by Raphael
or Corregio. Mv interest in human
industries has always been a marked
trait of my character, as marked,
indeed, as my taste for literature,
of which Iwill speak anon, and my de-
light in the fine arts, which has taken me
to every museum and picture gallery; yes,
Imay say every picture gallery of any im-
portance inEurope. This Indret fa. Tory,
our excursions on the Loireand my scrib-
bling of verses were the three delights and
occupations of my vonih._^ffHg|pM*Sflg-frH
"Iwas educated at the Lycee of Nantes.

where 1remain, d tillIhad finished my
rhetoric classes, wfae-'i Iwas sent to Paris
to study law. My favorite study had al-ways been geography, but at the time I
went to Pans Iwas entirely taken up with
literary projects, 1was greatly under the
Influence of Victor Hugo, ;indeed very
excited by reading and rereading ofhis work. At that time Icouldhave recited by heart" whole--'' pages
of "Notre::Dame de Paris,'.' but it
was his dramatic work that most influencedme, and it was under this influence that at
the age of17 Iwrote a number of trage-
dies and comedies, not to mention novels.
Thus Iwrote a five-act tragedy in verse,
entitled 'Alexander Vl,' which was the

and affection is Alexandre Dumas, the
younger, whomImet first at the ago of 21.
We became chums almost at once. Ho
was the first to encourage me. Imay say
that he was my firstprotector. Inevcrsee
iiin now, but as long asIliveIshall uever

forget his kindness to me nor the debt
that Iowe him. He introduced me to
his father, be worked with me in collabo-
ration. We wrote together a play called
'Pallies Sompnes,' wbreli was per-
formed at the Gymnase, and a comedy
in three acts entitled 'Onze} Jours de
Siege,' which was performed at the Vaude-
ville Theater. Iwas living then on a
small pension allowed me by my father,
and had dreams of wealth which led me
into one or two speculations at the bourse
which did not realize my dreams, 1may
add. ButIderived some benefit from my
frequ-ntation of the coulisses ofthe bourse,
forit was there that Igot to know the
romance of commerce, the fever of busi-
ness, which Ihive often described and
used inmy novels.

"While speculating at the bourse and
collaborating with Hignard In operette
and chanson, and with Alexandre Dumas
in comedy..! contributed short stoiies to
the magazines. My first work appeared
in the 'Musee dcs Families,' where you
'•an find a story of mine about a madman
in a balloon, which is the first indication
of the line of novel that Iwas destined to
follow. Iwas then secretary to the Lyric
Theater, and afterward secretary to Mr.
Perrin. 1 adored the stage and all con-
nected with it,and the work that Ihave
enjoyed the most has been my writing for
the stage.
"Iwas 25 when Iwrote my first scientific

novel. That was 'Five Weeks in a Bal-
loon.' It was published by IlelzelIn 1801,
and was a great success at once."
Ihere interrupted Mr.Verne and said:

"Iwant you to tell me how you wrote
that novel and why. and what preparation
you made for it. Had you any knowledge
of ballooning, any experience?"

"None whatever," replied Mr. Verne.
"Iwrote

'
Five Weeks!in a Balloon,' not as a

story about ballooning, but as story about
Africa. Ialways was greatly interested
in geography and travel, and Iwanted to
give a romantic description of Africa.Now, there was no means of taking my
travelers through Africa otherwise than in
a balloon, and that is why a balloon was in-
troduced. At that timeIbad never made
an ascent. Indeed, Ihave only once trav-
eled in a balloon in my life. That was
at Amiens, long after my novel was
published. It was only 'Three-quar-
ters of an Hour in a Balloon.'
for we h_Jd a mishap in starting.
Godnrd, the aeronaut, was kissing his little
boy just as the balloon rose, and we had to
take the lad withus, and the balloon was
so weighted that, it could not go far. We
sailed as far as Longeau, the junction you
passed on your way here. 1 may say that
at tbe time Iwrote that novel, as now, 1
had no faith in the possibility of ever
steering balloons, except inabsolute stag-
nant atmosphere, as In this room, for In-
stance. How can a balloon be made to
face currents ..running at six, seven or
eight meters to the second? It is a mere
dream, though Ibelieve that ifthe ques-
tion is ever to be solved it will be with a
machine which «will be heavier than the
air, following the principle of the bird,
which can fly. though it is heavier than
the air which itdisplaces."

"Then you had no scientific studies to
go upon?.'j

"Noue whatever. Imay say that Ihave
never studied science, though Inthe course
of ray reading Ihave picked up a great
many odds and ends which have become
useful. Imay tell you that lama great
reader and that Ialways read with the
pencil in the hand. Ialways carry a note-
book about with me and immediately jot
down, like that person \u25a0 InIDickens, any-
thing that interest, me or may appear to be
of possible use in my books. To give you
an idea of my reading, Icome here every
day after lunch and immediately set to
work to read through fifteen differentpapers, always the same. fifteen, and Ican
tell you that very littlein any of them es-capes my attention.

"When 1see anything of interest down
itgoes. Then Iread the reviews, such astho Revue Bleue. the Revue Rose, the
Revue Deux Mondes. Cosmos, Tissan-dier's La Nature, Flammarlon's L'Astrou-
oraie. 1also read through the bulletins of
the sciontlfic societies, and especially those
of ;tho Society of Geography, for mark,
geography, is my passion , and my study.
Ihave all Keclus' works—lhave a great
admiration

'
lor Elisee "- Reclus— and -the

whole of Arogq. 1also read and reread, fur
Iaro a roost careful reader,- the collection
known as 'Le Tour de Monde,' which is
a series of stories of travel. - 1have thus

j the gift of writing everything ana who
j produces as naturally and easily as an
apple-tree produces apples. My favoriteIauthor, however, is, and always has been,

jDickens. Id n't know more than a hun-
dred words of English, and so have had to
read bin: in translation. But Ideclare to
you, sir.—Verne laid his hand upon the
table with emphasis

—
"that Ihave read

tne whole of Dickens at least ten times
over. Icannot say that Iprefer him to
Maupassant, because' there Is no com-
parison possible between' the two. But 1
love himimmensely and inmy furthcoming
novel, 'P'tit Bonhomme,' the proof of this
Is given and acknowledgment of my debt
is made. lam also and have always been

j a crest admirer of Cooper's novels. There
:are fifteen of these which iconsider im-Imortal."

Then speaking as though musing aloud,
Verne added: "Dumas used to say to me
when Icomplained that my place in

French literature was not recognized, 'You
|ought to have been an American or an
English author. Then your books, trans-

|lated into French, would have gained you
enormous popularity, in France, and you
would have been considered by your coun-
try men as one of the greatest masters of
fiction.' But, as it is,Iam considered of no
account in French literature. Fifteen
years ago Dumas proposed my name for
the academy, and as at that time 1had

:several friends In the academy, Labiche
Sandoz and others, there seemed a
chance pi my election and the formal
recognition of my work. But it was never
carried out, though, and to-day, when I
get letters from America addressed to
"Mr. Jules Verne of the French Academy,'
Ihave a little smile to myself. Since the
day when my name was proposed no less
than forty-two elections have occurred at
the French Academy, which, so to speak,
has entirely renovated Itself since then.
But 1am passed over."

It was then that the master said thesewords, which, for the pregnancy of their

import, 1 have placed at the head of this
account.

To change the subject Iasked the master,
to .peak of his travels, and ho said: "I
have yachted formy pleasure, but always
with an eye for getting information for my
books. This has been my constant pre-
occupation and every one of my novels
has benefitted by my voyages. Thus in
'Le Billet de Loterie' is to be found the
uarraiive of personal experiences and ob-
servations in a tour In .Scotland and to

Staff a as also of a journey inNor-
way in 1862, where we traveled from
Stockholm to Christlanla by canal, mount-
ing ninety-seven locks, an extraordinary
voyage of three days and three nights ina
steamer, and when we took carriage to
that wildest part ,of Norway, the Tole-
niark, and visited the Gusta Fall, 900 feet
high. -..-• -\u25a0 ;-. .

\u25a0"In "Les Indes Noires' is the relation ofmy tour in England and mv visit to the
Scotch Jakes. "Une Vilie Flotaute' came
from my voyage to America in--1867. on
the Great Eastern, when ,I-sailed lor NewYork, .visited' Albany and Niagara and
had the great good fortune and joy to seeNiagara icebound. Itwas on April14 aod
there were torrents of water pouring into
the open jaws of ice. 'Mathias Standortf
comes from a tour from Tangiers to Malta
on my yacht the Saint Michel, called after
my son Michel, who accompanied me, with
his mother and my brother Paul on the
voyage. In 1878 1 bad a very instructive
and most, pleasant, yachtiug tour with

Baoul Duval, Hetsel the younger and my
brother ivthe Mediterranean.

"Traveling was the pleasure of mv life,
and it was with great regret that in 1886 I
was forced to give it up in consequence of
my accident. You know the sad story of
how a nephew of mine, who adored me
and of whomIWas also very fond, came to
see me at Amiens one day, and after mut-
tering something wildly drew a revolver
and fired at me, wounding me intbe leftleg
aud laming me for life. The wound has
never closed and the bullet has never been
removed. The poor lad was out of hismind, and said that, he had done this in
order to draw attention to my claims
to a seat iv the French Academy. He
is now in an asylum, and Ifear that he
willnever be cured. The great regret that
this causes me is chiefly that Ishall never
be able to see America again. Ishould so
have liked to have gone to Chicago thi.'.
year, but in the state of my health aud
with this ever-open wound it is quite im-
possible. Ido so love America and the
Americans. As you art. writing for
America be sure to tell them that if they
love me, as Iknow they do, for Ireceive
thousands of letters every year from the
States, that Ireturn their affection with
all my heart. Oh, ifIcould only go and
see them all, it would be the great joy of
my life!

"Though most of the geography in my
novels is taken from personal examination
Isometimes have had to rely on my read-
ing for ray descriptions. Thus, in the
novel which Ispoke about, 'P'tit Bon-
homme,' which is coming out,Idescribe
the adventure of a lad inIreland. Itake
him from the ige of 2 and give his lifeup
to the age of 15, when he makes his for-
tune and that of all his friends, which is a
novel denouement, is it not? He travels
all around Ireland, and as Ihave never
visited Ireland, my description of the
scenery and localities have been taken from
books.

"1have books ahead for ye trs. The
next novel, that is to say the one that will
be published next year, is entitled 'Les
Adventures Mirifiques de Maitro Antifer,'
and is entirely terminated. It is a story
of treasure seeking and finding, and the
plot turns on a very curious geometrical
problem. lam now yoked to the novel
which willappear in1895, but Ican't say
anything about it as it is not yet in any
kind of shape. Between times Iwrite
short stories. Thus, in the next Christmas
number of the Figaro there will be pub-
lished a tale of mine entitled 'Monsieur
Rediez et Mademoiselle Mibomol' (reoiez
and mibemol, as you know, are exactly
the same notes on a piano). You see the
drift? There my musical knowledge came
in play. Nothing that one has learned is
ever wasted.

"People often ask me, as you have done,
why Ireside in Amiens, Iwho am so
thoroughly Parisian in my instincts. Well,
tvcatise, as Ihave told ,you, Ihave Breton
blood inme, and love calm and quiet, and
could never be happier than in a cloister.
A quiet lifo of study and work is my de-
light. Icame to Amiens first in1857. whore
Imet the lady who is now my wife, and
who at that time—her name was Mme. de
Vinnne— was a widow with two little
daughter?. Family ties and the quiet
of the place have bound me to
Amiens ever since. It Is a good
thing, for, as Hetzel said to me the
other day, ifIhad lived in Paris Ishould
have written at least ten novels less than
1 have done. Ienjoy my lifehero very
much. Ihave told you how 1work in the
morning and how Iread in the afternoon.
Itake as much exercise as Ican. That
has been the secret of health and strength.

And 1continue very fond of the theater,
and whenever there is a play at the tittle
theater here you may be sure to find Mine.
Jules Verne and her husband In their box.
On those days we dine at the Hotel Conti-
nental, so as to have a little outing and to
give our servants a rest. Our only child,
Michel, lives inPari', where be is married
and ha 1*children. He writes ably on scien-
tificsubjects. Ihave. only one pet; you
have his portrait In the photograph of my
house. ItisFollett, my dear old dog."
Ithen asked Mr. Verne a question

which, though indiscreet, seemed neces-
sary. Ihad heard that the income re-
ceived by him from his wonderful books
has been less than that earned by an
ordinary journalist. Ihad heard it stated
on the very best, authority that Jules
Verne, taking an average, had never
earned more than 55000 a year. M. V«ine
said: "Iwould rather say nothing about
that. It Is true that my first book, includ-
ing mv most successful ones, were sold for
a tithe of their value, but after 1875, that is
to say after 'Michael Strogoff,' my;arranee-
ir.ents were altered and gave me a fair
share of the profits of my novels. ButI
have no complaints to make.

"Allthe better Ifmy publisher has made
money too. Certainly Imight regret that
Ididn't make better arrangements for my
productions. Thus "Le Tour dv Monde'
has inFrance alone produced 10,000.000 of
francs and 'Michael Strogoff 7,000,000, of
whichIhave had very much les< than my
share. But lam not and never have been
a money-getting man. Iam a man of let-
ters and an artist, livingIn the pursuit of
the ideal, running wildover an idea, and
glowing with enthusiasm over my work,
and when my work is done, putting it
aside and forgetting all about it so com-
pletely that Ioften sit down in my study
and pick up a novel by Jules Verne and
read it with enjoyment. A little more
justice to me from my countrymen would
have been prized by me one million times
more than the thousands of dollars which
my bonks should have given me more than
they did give me each year. Tbat is what
Iregret and always shall regret."
Iglanced at the red rosette of officer of

the Legion of Honor in the buttonhole of
the master's easy blue jacket.

"Yes," he said, "that Is some recogni-
tion." Then with a smile, "Iwas the last
man decorated by tne empire. Two hours
after my decree was signed the empire
ceased to be. My promotion to officer was
signed in July of last year. But it is not
decorations that Ibanker after any more
than gold. It is that people should see
what Ihave done or tried to do, and
should not overlook the artist in the tale-
teller. Iam an artist," repeated Jules
Verne, drawing himself up and setting his
foot sturdily down on the carpet.
"Iam an artist," said Jules Verne.

America, as long as she reads, shall echo
him. Robert H.Sherard.

Jules Verne's Home.
Caricature of Jules. Verne, .by And,

Gil!.

JULES VERNE'S STUDY.
Jules Verne.

HE WAS NEAR-SIGHTED.
But His Wife Could See Through Him

at a Glance.
Boston Journal.

Augustus Sguintiiian is a little bit near-
sighted. This affliction does not trouble Au-
gustus very much, however, as he Is au admirer
of feminine beauty, and each and every woman
looks beautiful to him.

He was walking up Columbus avenue yester-
day, as a Journal man was passing by the Com-
panion building. Augustus glanced across Hie
street. Alady was walking down the avenue,
and she happened to look Itoward him and be-
gan waving her baud.

Augustus, with great alacrity crossed over,
not knowing. who it was.. His brain whirled
Willi a seui-ation of mingled emoiloiis. Bad
his handsome appearance attracted some fair
creature's fancy? -'

He threw hithead back and squared his Dar-
row, consumptive shoulder", and then, raising
his hat, made a Clie.i_il.eldltv Dow, saying: \u25a0

"At your service, madam;- pray comma
me." '.

•..-- • -. \u25a0 -. ..•.-.-
•'Don't be a fool, Augustus,' Ionly wanted to

ask you for five dollars. I'm going shopping;
you willfind lunch all ready on the sideboard."

He passed over.a. five-dollar bill withgreat
reluctance. The lady was hit wife.,-

It Was a Statement of Fact.
New York Tress.

"That's a bad cold you've got."
'

- '
.'our reputation for veracity Is not likely to

be called lv question as far as regards that
stat mem." --\u25a0 v . ...
,"Ishould say not." "..• "No, for apart from the fact that you are the

twenty-seventh iperson \u25a0 who has •
told ime this

morning that this Is a. bad cold, Inever knewany oue to have a good cold."

INDIAN POTLATCH.

Natives Who Give Away
Fortunes.

CUSTOM OF THE ABORIGINES.

i

Money Hoarded for Years Scattered in
a Day—lnhumanity of Chil-

dren to Parents.

Written for The Mornixo Call,

One of the most peculiar customs of the
Cape Flattery Indians is recognized in the
"potlatch." This is an Indian word, and
there is nothing in English which fits it.
Itis a custom which finds its source and
mainspring in the desire for notoriety,
which exists in greater or less develop-
ment among allclasses of people.

The oldest inhabitant or earliest pioneer
in the extreme Northwest found the pot-

latch an established custom among the
natives upon his arrival here, and it is still
adhered to whenever fortune favors, the
Indian's efforts to hoard up money or
property.

The Indians of the far Northwest are
expert canoemen. Their frailboats, prop-
erly manned, are capable of weathering
very severe storms and ride the waves or
liveamong the breakers when Uncle Sam's
life-saving crew and boats would be help-
less sport of the sea or only resist its fury
to be rolled in broken fragments on the

rocky beacb. Itis in these canoes that the
Indians of theNorthwt-st formerly bunted
the fur seals, whose migratory path to
Alaskan breeding grounds lies anywhere
from ten to sixty miles at sea along the
coast. In their small canoes they brave
the treacherous weather of March and
early May in search of the seals and fre-
quently in a season of two months could
make from $500 to SlOhO. With skins
readily selling at SlO to $15 each the lucky
hunter in a short time would be able to
acquire a considerable fortune.

'Che weapon .most employed was the
spear. Ihe fur seal in its long journey
frequently sleeps on the water, and it was
the business of the Indian to noiselessly
approach within striking distance, when
the snearsman, stand erect in the bow
of the boat, would ring his weapon with
force and precision into the sleeping seal.
The littlecreature would then be hauled
alongside the canoe, knocked in the head,
taken aboard, immediately skinned and
the carcass cast back into the tea.

But to return tothe potlatch. Itconsisted
of a sort ofIndian lovefeast, camp-meeting
and barbecue combined, with the impor-
tant addition that the giver's generosity,
entirely voluntary, went beyond mere
feasting and lavished all sorts of presents
upon those who were called to his wig-
wam. The diligence exercised In giviug
away the fortune which perhaps he had
been four or five years inhoarding up was
ouly equaled by the miserly qualities and
thieving proclivities (always* abnormally
developed) which he had employed in
amassing his fortune.
Ihave seen an Indian sub-chief give

away, absolutely and forever, in a three
days' potlatch. $6000 in coin or its equiv-
alent. When the victim of this species
of insanity has once determined to im-
poverish himself he sends out invitations
to allhis friends up and down the coast
for thirty or forty miles advising them of
bis intention. The invitations are not
elaborate, neither are they urgeut. They
don't have to be. The knowledge that a
"potlatch" is to be given is quite sufficient.
For itmeans to the invited participants a
royal good time, an abundance to eat for a
day at least, the probability of getting
new blankets, dollars in silver and per-
haps a good canoe, or fishing and hunting
tackle.

The Indian who thus seeks the utmost
depth of poverty from the height of
opulence immediately becomes an object
of the utmost importance, and the loving
attention shown him can only liken to
the sympathetic regard heaped upon a
young woman who is soon to be married
by her immediate girl friends.

At the time Ihave alluded to an Indian,
who rejoiced in the highly euphonious
native name of Pbni-pok-sok-sat, but
who was for short called plain Captain
John Smith by the whites, was known
to have a large sum ofmoney in American
silver dollars—six thousand of them—and
be announced that he would give every
cent of Itaway. No meaner Indian. ever
lived in Western Washington, but he sud-
denly leaped into greater prominence
among his fellow-citizens than a local
political boss who has a half dozen offices
to give nut.

The day of the potlatch arrived. It took
Dlace at Care Flattery lighthouse, on
Tatoosh Island. On the evening previous
the guests of Captain John began to ar-
rive. They came in a fleet and in their
big canoes capable of holding from fifteen
to fiftyIndians. As they came near the
beach their paddles stopped and they sang
in a sort of chant an Indian story, tbe
women taking no part in the discourse.
It was not unmusical, and, coming over
the water in the falling shadows of the
evening, mellowed by distance and min-
gling with the gentle swell which little
more than rippled on the beach, was wild
and mournful. This ceremonial over, they
came ashore and mingled together about
the camp. .'h^E UUiUlJ'itll^Ou the lollowing morning the feast be-
gan. Large quantities ol brown sugar,
kegs of syrup, hard tack and crackers
were forthcoming and were carried out
above high water on the beach. The
syrup and sugar were poured into two
canoes about fifteen feet in length, the
boxes of hard bread were opened and the
feast began. Dried halibut and other fish
made up the menu, upon which the native*
turned themselves loose with unlimited
confidence and the utmustentbuslasm. Lit-
tle and big, old and young, attacked the
provender, and the noise an 1 confusion of
tbe feast could be heard even above the
tumult, which is an inseparable adjunct
to every Indian and Indian camp.

The feasting -.- over, the more serious
work of. the .potlatch began. Bolts ofblankets, bolts. of many-colored flannels,
loads of calico prints, hundreds of flaming
cotton-handkerchiefs were opened up, i

and brought before Captain John by his
perspiring young bucks. Stripped to the
waist, with a red blanket covering his
lower limbs, Captain John stood forth, his
face artistically painted in blue and red.
In a loud and consequential voice he
called the names ot those for whom he
had expended his coin, and as they came
forward and received from his hands their
presents the assembled multitude would
shout out their approval ol the giver's
generosity and his prowess or "hyas
tyhee," which being translated means a
"big chief."

This distribution was varied, enlivened
and diversified by more eating and the
further giving of money. Captain John,
pleased with the plaudits of his numerousfnend3, continued to impoverish himself,
untilevery blanket, every scrap and piece
of cloth and every dollarhe had was gone.
He then gave away his canoes— he had
several

—
gave away all his seal-hunt

outfit, cleaned out his stock of personal
clothing, and finally removed the solitary
blanket remaining, flung it to the crowd
and stood before them jiaked. This last
act was the signal for a singular chant
by those present, who joined hands and,
dancing, circled about Captain John.

When the syrup and sugar, the jerked
halibet and the hardtack were all gone
the Indians dispersed in all directions,
leaving the rich Indian' of yesterday
withoutone solitary piece of property orthing of value to-day.

There appears no possible object for
this strange custom beyond tr.e temporary
prominence which it affords. The Indians
are notoriously covetous, grasping andselfish; yet they voluntarily give away
thousands of dollars without the hope of
return or reward.
ItIs a singular paradox in native charac-ter, and is not easy of solution. The In-

dians about Cape Flattery have another
custom which excites strange speculation.
They arc devoted to their children. They
willendure any hardship, any danger to
care for them. This feeling of parental
affection remains strong until the child be-comes a man and has a family of his own.
Then solicitude gives place to indifference
and utter disregard, which, as timegoeson.
becomes absolutely barbaric. When the
parents become old they are literally per-
mitted to starve.
Ihave seen an aged Indian woman

taken by her able-bodied son out of a warmcorner in the hut, her blanket removed
and she placed in an exposed position
astride the house— left there to die of cold.
In this particular case thu woman was
blind and deaf, and her hair was gray.
She was thus turned out In a snowstorm
almost naked for the express purpose of
causing her immediate death. And this
treatment is not objected to by the victim,
who, with the stoic and stolid indifference
of the Indian race, takes his fate as a
matter of course, without complaint or
resentment. K. C. W.

Turned Out to Die.

THE ANSWER.
Arose la tatters on the garden path
Called out to Cod and murmured 'gainst his wrath,
Because a sudden wind in twilight'sbush
Ha '. snapped her stein done of all the bush.
And Clod, who bears both sun-dried dust and sun.Made answer softly to the luc.les. one:
"Master, in that thou s-iyest Idid not well
What voices beard'iit thou when thy petals fell ?"
And the rose answered: '-In my evil hour

Avoice cried. •!•a her, wherefore fails the flower t-or 10, the very cossamers are still!'
And a voice answered, -Son, by Allah's will.*

"
Then, softly as the rain mist on the sward,
Came to the rose the answer of the Lord:"Sister, before Isiuote the darit in twain.
Or yet the stars si*one another plain.
Time, tide and spice Ibound unto the task
'lh.it thou shouldst fall and such an one should. ask."

Whereat the withered flower,all content.
Died ..a they die whose days are luno.eut:
While he who questioned Why the flower fell
Caught hold ot God and saved bis soul rrom bell.K_DfA«DKipr.i_.-o.

NATURE'S \HANDIWORK.
A Wonderful House in an Arizona

Canyon.
Itis a grand house and to build one like

it would cost millions of dollars, ifit could
be done at all. And yet the man who
lived in ithad hardly a dollar to his name.
But then he didn't buy the house, because
It was made by nature on the rocky walls
of Sabina Canyon, in Arizona, thousands
of years ago, and has been ready for an
occupant ever since.

The man who lives in it is a prospector
known as "Mike." What other name he
has is not known, and besides it don't
matter. He says he was going up the can-
yon one day a year or so ago when he first
saw the place and thought it was a house
builtby man. When he saw his mistake
he simply took possession. Mike's house
is truly a most deceptive piece of nature'shandiwork, and a very useful one. It is
on the canyon walls, probably 100 feet
above the bottom, and a flight of natural
stone steps lead up to it.
Itis hard to convince one's self that it is

not the work of man until it is examined
closely, when its enormous size alone
would make a person know differently. It
Is only one story, but the outside wall in
over a hundred feet high.

The door, which is in good proportion. Is
over twenty-five feet high, and the room

on the inside reaches up and ends in a
black vault that there is no telling how far
away itIs.

When Mike wants a fire he just makes It
on the floor, and the smoke curls up to the
top and disappears somewhere. This is
somewhat strange, as no water ever comes
into the place and the smoke cannot be
seen coming out anywhere. But it very
likelygoes through some fissure into a cave
beyond.

But Mikedon't care where it goes. He
Is satisfied with the convenience, and
thinks he is the best-fixed prospector in
the mountains. This house of rock is most
strongly suggestive of Egyptian architec-
ture aud also bears a great resemblance to
some of the cave dwellings in the Salt
River Valley. The thing is an interesting
curiosity, and, although itis the house of a
prospector now, there is a strong possi-
bility that it may In the past have done
duty as a home for some members of the
lost races of this strange country.

Builtby Nature.

Went After Dinner.
New York Weekly.

Patrick— poor advice ve've been givln,
me. Didn't ye say th' best tolme to ask a raona favor was after dinner?

kins—lcertainly aid. ?r;.
"Well, Oi whit to onId Bluffers wid th'

.chmallen koin.i of a requlst, aud be refused.
Itwas after dinner, too."-

"Are you sine lie Had had his dinner?"
"Faith, it's little 01 know about oull Bluf-

fer's ingoln's and outcouilu's, but Oi'd had
niolae."

**
r^r '^S'Wv •';
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