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scending no lower than the knees. But what g
shirt! As a mark of saintliness, it had not left his
body for years, but had gradually increased in thick-
ness, for when sufficiently caked with accumulations
of filth and snuff, a clean piece of calico had been
sewn over it. This had been covered by successive
layers as required, until it is just possible that the
initiated might have been able to determine the age
of the wearer by the concentric rings of his gar-
ment !

Sidi Ali was not always, however, thus seated in
state. He would, from time to time, parade the
Halfouine, stopping occasionally to demand a gift,
which was seldom refused. Stories are told of swift
judgments overtaking bold Moslems who slighted
the wish of the holy man, and equally thrilling
accounts of deliverance from peril to the Faithful
who granted his desire,

Sidi Ali Ben Jaber once met another Arab, Sidi
Ben Faraji, dragged him into a neighboring shop
and insisted on his buying a large and expensive
block of marble with which to embellish the
“saint’s” house, for that happened to be the holy
man’s craze for the time. On his way home Sidi
Ben Faraji had to pass under a bridge, which fell,
severely crushing his left arm, and now was appa-

-rent the virtue of his gift to the holy man; for had

he. refused to buy the marble as requested, the
bridge would assuredly have fallen, not on his arm
only, but on his whole body, and he would have
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