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The hours need never drag for lack of enter-
tainment if you have a Columbia in your home. And
the longer you own a Columbia, the more you will
enjoy it—the more you will know what it means and
what it can mean in pleasure.

COLUMBIA=RECORDS

bring you the liveliest of times: joy-filled evenings, impromptu
parties—no end of ways in which the Columbia may be used.
There’s a Columbia dealer near you who can bring these
delights—the delights of commanding ‘‘ All the Music of All
the World ’—into your home #oday.

New Columbia Records on sale the 20th of every month.
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“] have found education by dissecting your advertise-
ments; satisfaction by achievement of winning in compe-
tition; appreciation of your six volumes of J. M. Barrie, and
now I thank you very much for the entire pleasure you
have given me.”—WaLTEr R. WEBSTER, PINE GROVE, CAL.

You, too, will find pleasure and profit in a critical examination of
our advertising section. In this number you will find the announce-
ments of the leading business organizations of America—they have
employed the best artists and copy-writers to tell their story to you.
After you have read them all very carefully, write and tell us what you
consider to be the three best advertisements and the three poorest
ones—then out of your selection write us a one-hundred-word criticism
of the very best one and a one-hundred-word criticism of the very
poorest one.

If your criticisms are the best that we receive, we will send you,
without cost to you, a
$54.00 Set of Robert Louis Stevenson’s Works
Thistle Edition
27 Vols. Bound in Cloth

For the second and third and fourth best criticisms, we will send a set of

Booth Tarkington, 6 Vols. g12.00
J. M. Barrie, 6 Vols. $12.00
John Fox, Jr., 6 Vols. g12.00

CAUTION: 1st — In arriving at your choice, consider the small advertisements as well as the large ones.
2d — You, or some member of your immediate family, must be a regular reader of SCRIBNER'S
MAGAZINE or else your eriticisms will not be considered.
3d — Be sure to send in your list of six with your 1oo-word suggestions.
4th — Be sure to send in your suggestions before the 15th of Apnl, 1916,

Competent advertising men will pass upon your suggestions and make the award. Criticisms from
those interested in the business of advertising are not invited

Awards for Criticisms of the February Advertising

Because ten of the eriticisms were of high order and worthy of recognition
seven additional awards have been made

NAME CITY BEST ADVERTISEMENT AWARD
First Award E. REDDICK Chicago, TIl, Am, Tel. & Tel. Co.  $s54.00 Set of Charles Dickens's Warks, 36 vols.
Second Award E. G, SuTcLIFFE  Urbana, 111, Ivory Soap $12.00 Set of Booth Tarkington's Works, 6 vols.
Third Award JAMES E. DUNLAP «Columbus, Dhio Klaxon Hormn $rz2.00 Set of F. Hopkinson Smith's Works, & vols.
Honorable Mention L. FOWLER Hampton, lowa Pall Mall Cigarettes  ** Colours of War," by Robert C, Long
Honorable Mention W, C. BANKS Eutaw, Ala. Fall Mall Cigarettes  ** The High Priestess,” by Robert Grant
Hoenorable Mention  J. G, FINLEY Drelaware, Chio sEtna Life Ins, Co. **When My Ship Comes Tn," by Gouverneur Morris
Honorable Mention H CHWEIKERT 5t. Louis, Mo. Mellin's Food * The Crown of Life," by Gordon Arthur Smith
Honorable Mention M. E. Rav South Hadley, Mass. FPall Mall Cigarettes  ** Aunt Jane,” by Jennette Lee
Honorable Mention H. T. PERRY New York Eastman Kodak Co. "' Somewliere in France,” by Richard Harding Davis
Honorable Mention  C, 5. DAWES Toronto, Canada Tifany & Co, * The Twisted Skein,” by Ralph D. Paine

NOTE.—The awards for the three best criticisms of the advertising in the March SCRIENER
will be announced in the May SCRIBNER

Address, Service Department
CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS

Fifth Avenue at 48th Street, New York

2 [ The announcements of the best private schools and colleges will be found on pages 20 to 284
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TIFFANY & (O

JEWELRY
OF THE FINEST QUALITY

SILVERWARE
SUBSTANTIAL IN WEIGHT

INTELLIGENT AND CAREFUL
SERVICE BY MAIL

FIFTH AVENUE & 31™ STREET
NEW YORK

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE




SCRIBNER’S

Index to April Advertising Pages
PRIVATE SCHOOLS AND COLLEGES WILL BE
FOUND ON PAGES 20 TO 28d
BANKING—INVESTMENT—INSURANCE
Page Page

ZEtna Life Insurance Co. . 59 Peabody, Houghteling & Co. . 53
W. C. Belcher Land Mortgage Co. 54 THe Prudential Insurance Co. 53
C. RE. Bergmann & Co. . 55 Sarmuels, Corn'wall & Stcvcns . 53
Cronan Mortgage Co. . . . . 58 Sidttery & Co. . . . . " 56
Hartford Fire Insurance Co. 57 S. W. Straus & Co. . 51
John Muir & Co. . 54 United States Mortgage ‘& Trust Co. 53
QOakland Street ]mprcvcment Bond Co. 56 Williamns, Troth & Coleman 54

BUILDING—FURNISHING
Amerglcan Telephone and Telegraph Co 37 Northern Refrigerator Company . . 65
Bissell Carpet Sweeper Co. . 5 64 Ostermoor & Company . O3 65
Bobbink & Atkins —Seeds . 67 Piedmont Red Cedar Chest Co. 64
Brunswick-Balke-Collender Co. . . B2a Portland Cement Association . 81
Henry A, Dreer—Seeds . . P s Remington Typewriter Co. . . &0
B. H. Farr —Seeds . & oa EE BT Royal Typewriter Company S 36
General Electric Company v o s 5% Sha iro & Aronson . . P,
General Roofing Mfg. Co. i 66 J.Sloane . . « . o L . = W s 6
Globe-Wernicke Co, . . 62c Trent,on Potteries Co. . .. A7
Montague Mailing Machmery i . 62c Valentine & Co. 79
The J. L. Mott Iron Works . . . . . 78 Jamesz G. Wilson Mfg Co il
National Fireproofing Co. . 48d

FOOD PRODUCTS
Beech-WNut Packing Co. . . . 44 Mellin's Food . W uer W g E 11
Grape-Nuts ; .4th Cover  Pompeian Olive ol 5 s s Bk 70
Horlick's Malted Milk 5 Sanatogen . . . . ... . 13
Maillard . . . . . . . . .. .3%b
WEARING APPAREL

Cluett, Peabody 8 Co. . . . . . 45 The Manhattan Shirt Co. . . . . o T
George Frost Company . . . . . 65 A Stein&Co. . . . . . . . . 77
Hart, Schaffner & Marx 5 i . 48b

MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS
Columbia Graphophone Co 2d Cover Steinway & Sons . . Powow B ou 3R
Kranich & Bach . + « 3d Cover Victor Talking Machine Co< TR R TP - -
Sonora Phonograph Corporatmn v oeow 32

THE FIELD OF ART
Bradley Studios . . . . . . . . 63 D.G Kelekian . . . . . . . . . 63
Gorham Galleries ., , . e 63 Yamanaka & Co. . . TSN 63
J EWELRY SILVERWARE STATIONERY
Bailey, Banks & Biddle Co. . Theodore A. Kohn& Son , . . . . . 32¢c
Gorham Company A - 32(.‘1 Tiffany & Co. . . A e RS e
Hampshire Paper Co. . 32-2
AUTOMOBILES AND ACCESSORIES
The Goodyear Tire & Rubber Co. . . 35 Lovell-McConnell Mfg. Co—" Klaxon" . 43
Indian Refining Co. . . . . 48 United States Tire Co. P 48
King Motor Car Co. . . 42
WI—IERE SHALL I SPEND MY VACATION ?

“A B. A'" Cheques . . . . . 0Old Dominion Line 72
Chalfonte . . S R G Uew W fa '?2 Ritz-Carlton P 32c
The Glen Spnnga . | Southern Pacific Company .o .o 71
Hotel Chamberlin HEW s R ER I Virginia Hot Springs . oo 68
Hotel Waldorf . s o omow o s ¢ O Where-To-Go Bureau & 5 o 69
Oceanic Steamship Co. 68  White Pass & Yukon Route . . . . i1

BOOKS MAGAZINES ETC.
Encyclopaedia Britannica . . 30,31 International Book Co, . 58
Harper & Brothers . . 16 Charles Scribner’'s Sons . . . . 163—18 62d
The Hoggson Magazine . . . . . . 49 Frederick A. Stokes Co. . . . . . 15
Houghton Mifflin Company 2z 14

PROPRIETARY ARTICLES

Absorbine, Jr. . 62b Oakland Chemical Co. A
Ivory Soap 82 Pears' Soap . . . . 4

B. ] Johnson Sosp Co Inc. . 48a

MISCELLANEOUS

Ansco . . O Munn & Co. % e BN LR 1
W. F. Jno. Barnes Co. . . . . . . G. M. Nichols . . ., ., . . .
Eastman Kodak Co. . 38, 39 Old Town Canoe Co. 5 1
Fatima Cigarettes . 3211 Richard B. Owen "
Harrison Granite Co. 0 o e . - 49 Pall Mall Cigarettes .
Hercules Powder Co. ¢ v e wo. . BD Standard Oil Company—" NuJol "
The Keeley Treatment . . .. . 60 The Vapo-Cresolene Co. . . .

:1 IZF~ The announcements of the best private schools and colleges will be found on pages 20 ;0_2;(_
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~—==—1is Pears’ Soap

used exclusively in so

many leading Hotels—

Steamship Lines—Banks—Clubs

and Hospitals throughout the
world;—Why is

Pears’ Soap

the inevitable choice whenever the
purchaser insists upon high quality
at a moderate pricer

7 ecallcfe~Pcars is recognized

by the most critical as the very finest
soap that it is pessible to produce at any
price—absolutely pure—thoroughly cleans-
ing—particularly fine for sensitive skin in
any climate. Its unusual lasting quality and -
low price make Pears most econom-
ical for daily use.

e

We want you to know Pears,
for to know this delightful soap is
to use it—take advantage of our
special trial offer now.

Pears’ Unscented Soap is sold everywhere
in boxes, or by the single cake at 15¢.

Pears’ Glycerine Soap at 20c.

Pears’ Perfumed No. 1 Tablet at 30c.

Pears' Otto of Rose at 75c.

A. & F. PEARS, Ltd.

The largest manwfacturers of high
grade totlet soap in the world.

BPECIAL Ageneroustrialeake
TRIAL of Pears’ Unscented
OFFER Soap will be sent

postpaid on reeeipt
of de (stamps) to cover poet:
—address. Walter Janvier, U.S%:;e.'
Agent, 51% Canal Street, New
York, U. S. A,

A T v T e id S ad e e

AN rights secured™
OF RLL SCENTED SO0APS PEARS' OTTO OF ROSE IS THE BEST

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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This plate illustrates a “RAHVERE" rag, a product of the Kirmanshah District of Persia,
with the design wrought in soft blues, ruds, greens and browns, on a rich cream ground.

QUALITY ORIENTAL RUGS

Quality is the fundamental factor to be taken into consideration when
purchasing Oriental Rugs.

Design and color effect, at the present time, influence the selection
of Eastern Rugs, to such an extent, that due consideration of quality
is apt to be neglected.

Although we specialize in artistic designs and color effects, we
have always maintained a strict adherance to a high standard of quality.

We have a complete stock of rugs of the same weave and similar
in character to the rug illustrated above, in a wide range of sizes.

We invite a comparison of our prices with those quoted elsewhere.

W. & J. SLOANE

Direct Importers of Eastern Rugs

Interior Decorators Furniture Makers
Floor Coverings and Fabrics

FIFTH AVENUE AND FORTY-SEVENTH STREET, NEW YORK

ln- answering advert_isements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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THE NEW SERIAL, ‘“BONNIE MAY”

[SUMMARY OF THE FIRST INSTALMENT]

HE chapters in the March number introduce the interesting characters of the
new serial. Bonnie May, the heroine, is seen in the upper-balcony box of

a playhouse at a matinee. She is a child of ten or twelve, with blue eyes, hair

the color of goldenrod, and delicate red lips. Baron, a young man engaged in
casual newspaper work, is sitting in the same box. She talks with him in the frank
way of comradeship, thinking he is also an actor, and it appears that she has
always lived with stage people and has played Little Eva in “ Uncle Tom's Cabin.”
There is a fire in the theatre and Baron rescues Bonnie May. He starts to take her
to her home when she surprises him by saying, “But I haven't any home!”
Baron, at his wits’ end, takes her to his own home, a stately old house left behind
in the encroachment of commercial buildings. His mother, one of the most punc-
tilious of elderly ladies, a Boone of Virginia; his sister Flora, a sympathetlic young
woman, eager to enjoy the society denied her by their exclusiveness; the father, an
ineffective man of distinguished presence—these make up the family into which
Bonnie May is introduced. To them all the child is an unknown type from a

scarcely imagined world.
selves?

membrances” have met with so

much deserved popularity that
the Magazine has decided to publish sev-
eral more chapters, at intervals, in future
numbers,

COLONEL ROOSEVELT'’S article

MR. SOTHERN'S delightful * Re-

in the March number on “The
Bird Refuges of Louisiana” was
quoted in newspapers all over the coun-
try and referred to in terms of praise.
The Evening Sun quoted the following
passage, saying “it is as beautiful in
form as it is noble in conception.”
“Birds should be saved because of
utilitarian reasons; and, moreover, they
should be saved because of reasons un-
connected with any return in dollars
and cents. A grove of giant redwoods
or sequoias should be kept just as we
keep a great and beautiful cathedral.
The extermination of the passenger-
pigeon meant that mankind was just so
much poorer; exactly as in the case of
the destruction of the cathedral at
Rheims. And to lose the chance to see
frigate-birds soaring in circles above the
storm, or a file of pelicans winging their
way homeward across the crimson after-

The question is, will they receive her as one of them-
The second instalment, in this issue, shows how the predicament was met.

glow of the sunset, or a myriad terns
flashing in the bright light of midday as
they hover in a shifting maze above the
beach—why, the loss is like the loss of a
gallery of the masterpieces of the artists
of old time.”

This is his statement of definite work
accomplished for bird preservation:

“On the initiative of the Audubon
Society the national government, when
I was president, began the work and
established, from March 14, 1003, to
March 2, 1909, fity-two reservations;
since then, from April 11, 1911, to Janu-
ary 20, 1915, seventeen more reservations
have been added by government action.”

This and the account of “A Curious
Experience,” the story of his encounter
with a charging bull moose, are included
in his new book, just published, “A
Book-Lover’s Holidays in the Open.”

HE first of the announced series of
articles on the Hawaiian Islands,
by Katharine Fullerton Gerould,
will appear in the May number. She
calls it “Honolulu: The Melting-Pot,”
and to its interpretation, to conveying
her impressions of the famed island of
the Pacific, under the American flag,

(Continued on page 10.)
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The first of a series of three brilliant

and vividly picturesque articles about 2

the Hawanan Islands— Honolulu: The :ﬁ‘\:
Melting-Pot, by Katharine Fullerton Ge- :;I:
\

ST 092
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rould, author of “Vain Oblations.” “The
Hawaiian melting-pot at first 1s pictur-
esque; it ends by being lovable—and being ﬁ
missed.” (ﬁ

A soldier’s account of The French 3
Offensive in Champagne. Another re-
markable article on the war from the French
side by CAPTAIN X, of the French staff—
author of the very notable paper on “Gen-

eral Joffre— The Victor of the Marne.” ngi
b
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The Garden of Weeds, by John Corbin. A plea
for the appreciation and cultivation of the common
wild flowers and familiar wayside weeds. Illustrated.

The Struggle for the Mediterranean, by Frederic

C. Howe. The real struggle is to put an end to |
England’s control of this great trade waterway. m
4
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1y SCRIBNER

“A very human serial,” said the EVENING SuN.

St
<
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Bonnie May, the new story by Louis
Dodge. 'The author’s first novel and one
of the most delightful and amusing stories
of the year. Bonnie 1s a new character
in contemporary fiction. You can’t help
liking her.

A long short-story of great beauty in the telling

and of marked literary distinction, a story of the
war in Italy—The Conscript Mother, by Robert Herrick.

e e =R S T o S I SN B S R €

T The Sandals of His Youth, by Mary Synon. The
;% love story of a young Chicago newspaper man.
ﬁ One of George T. Marsh’s fine stories of the
b

7
W “‘?

great Canadian wilderness, The Quest of Nar-
cisse Lablanche. Pictures in color by Wyeth.

L o

Mutiny, the story of how the old ship * Baby-
lonia”’ escaped a German sea-raider.

The Road from Potterville, by Charles Caldwell
Dobie. A story of a woman’s life on a lonely
California ranch.

-
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she brings the resources of observation, a
keen sense of the picturesque, and the re-
markable faculty for appreciating human
beings that have made her stories famous.

“Hawaii is a melting-pot: that is the
first thing, perhaps, to strike one, hu-
manly speaking. The strictly Polynesian
effect lurks rather in the air, the foliage,
the sky, and the sea: the ever delightful,
never conventional décor of the Pacific
island. True, you find, now and then,
tucked awayunder its coco-palms on thun-
derous shores, a Ha-

As in the former article it gives an im-
pressive picture of the magnitude, the tre-
mendous energies, the almost incredible
loss of life, the splendid bravery and spirit
of the men who are engaged in this awful
world war.

EV ERY year there are new books and
articles on gardens, but few of them
take into consideration the value
of the simple things that for years were
called merely weeds. John Corbin has

written an apprecia-

waiian village all
complete with its
taro-patches, its fish-
nets, its outrigger
canoes drawn up on
the sand, its lazy
life, and its inno-
cence of English.
But you have now
to go far afield for
such. The bulk of
the Island popula-
tion, as every one
knows, is Japanese—
some 90,000 4as
against some 24,000
Hawaiians and an
equal number of “all
Caucasians.” Then
come Portuguese (not
reckoned as Cauca-
sians) and Chinese,
nearly even in the cen-
sus lists—23,000 and
21,000, respectively.
Part Hawaiians (a motley breed!) and Fil-
ipinos pair, farther down, with some 14,c00
each. There are a few thousand each of
Porto Ricans, Spanish, and “all others.”

NO article that has been printed
about the war attracted more
comment than the brilliant and
illuminating article by Captain X, of the
French staff, about ‘“General Joffre—The
Victor of the Marne.” Written by a
trained soldier it gave, as no layman
could, a complete understanding of one of
the great battles of history. In the next
number the same author will write of
“The French Offensive in Champagne.”

A Hawaiian fisherman.

tion of “The Garden
of Weeds” for the
May number. It is
illustrated with many
photographs.

“In the cleared
lands there were
abundant daisies;
the admirably intri-
cate and formal wild
carrot; goldenrod of
a dozen varieties;
purple aster, many
varieties of lavender
aster; and the tiny
white-flowered Mich-
@lmas daisy, like a

. flurry of snowflakes
in summer. In the
rockyunderwoods
grew masses of wild
azalea and of moun-
tain-laurel, and on
the woodland horder
clumps of hazel and

elderberry. In the high pastures were
brakes of sumac, their velvet-green, for-
mal leaves overspun in midsummer witha
mesh of deep-crimson cones—the whole
flaming in autumn to a rich and varied
red. There were clusters of bayberries;
and, on the broad hillsides, long-deserted
pastures, masses of pungent sweet-fern
spread slowly abroad in vast, irregular cir-
cles—rosettes of deep-green that burned
in autumn to a rich rust-color.”

ANY readers will recall Robert
Herrick’s fine story, “The Mas-
ter of the Inn.” Tt appeared first

in the Magazine and then in book form,

(Continued on page 12.)
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Beryle D. Helley
Wells Beach,Me.

AMellins Food Boy

His rugged body and splendid develop-

ment are the result of the

Mellins Food Method
of Milk Modification

OMtite today for our instructive book,
“The Care and Feeding of Infants”

Mellins Food Company, Boston, Mass.

11
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where it has had a great success. The
May number will contain a rather long
short-story by Mr. Herrick, a story of
the war in Ttaly, “The Conscript Moth-
er.”” It is a story of a mother’s love and
devotion, of a boy's sacrifice for coun-
try. It is a masterly and an intensely
human bit of writing, with an appeal to
universal sympa-
thies.

REDERIC C.
HOWE, Com-
missioner of
Immigration at the
Port of New York,
contributes an ar-
ticle of much his-
torical interest to
the May number.
He calls it “The
Struggle for the
Mediterranean.”
“Just as the
mines which ex-
ploded the Civil
War were planted
by the Missouri Compromise and the
Fugitive Slave Act, so the causes of the
present European war are traceable back
to a merger of financial, economic, and
political conflicts that began with the
occupation of Egypt by Englandin 1882.
And one of the hidden, unseen, unofficial
explosives is the struggle for the Medi-
terranean, a struggle whose record is
only to be found in the diplomatic cor-
respondences and conventions of the
last twenty vears and the unrecorded
national hopes and fears that this strug-
gle involved.”

HERE are thousands of readers vi-
tally interested in the questions
that the war is constantly bring-

ing up with regard to financial and gen-
eral business matters. But for many the
customary financial article is about as

Trailing arbutus

helpful as a Greek lexicon would be for
a student of Russian. The articles deal-
ing with “The Financial World,” by
Alexander Dana Noves, are remarkable
examples of clarity and sound sugges-
tion. The New York Tribune says:

“It is Alexander Dana Noyes’s de-
partment on the Financial World in war
time which is of
greatest immediate
interest. It cannot
be said often enough
that this depart-
ment is the best ap-
proach for the lay
reader to a clear un-
derstanding of the
international finan-
cial situation as it
develops from
month to month,
with special refer-
ence to American
interests. In his
new instalment Mr.
Noyes deals with
currency inflation,
the issues of paper money abroad and at
home, and once more reaches the con-
clusion that our condition is sound. In-
cidentally, in reading this article, one
stops a moment to draw attention to the
author’s delightfully simple explanation
of foreign exchange.”

T is a gratifying fact that recent num-
bers of the Magazine have met with
exceptional favor. In several of the

large cities the first copies sent to the
news companies were completely sold out
and an additional supply called for.
There is undeniably a great demand for
fiction, and the fact that the Boston
Transcript has again placed ScrRIBNER
fiction first no doubt influences many
casual buyers of magazines who have
wanted a “good story” to read on a
journey or at the end of a busy day.



SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 13

“Yes, it was my Digestion; (— = = [ [[1
but Sanatogen—"’ ’ F _»if,' 3 *

—Sanatogen came to the rescue —and let us
tell you how.

Indigestion is the twin-brother of nervous-
ness; overwork, mental strain, grief or shock is
the cause. The proven benefits which
Sanatogen confers upon people suffer-
ing from nervous indigestion are the
happy results of Sanatogen’s tonic and
upbuilding effects.

As ascientifically-devised food, notas amedi-
cine, Sanatogen helps both nerves and diges-
tion—the former by providing organic phos-
phorus “in such aform,” according to Dr. C.W.
Saleebyand other authorities, “that the nervous
system can actually take hold of it,” and the
latter by lightening the stomach’s burden and
making it better able to get the maximum
nutriment out of the daily diet.

By thus feeding and strengthening in a
kindly, natural fashion, Sanatogen has endeared
itself to countless people subject to indigestion.
Col. Henry Watterson, the famous editor,
boldly asserts he believes he “could not have
regained his vitality without Sanatogen acting
equally upon the nerve centersand digestion.”

Many other prominent people have said
similar things about Sanatogen, and the best
of it is that their experience is fully upheld by
evidence of the medical profession, over 21,000
members of which have endorsed Sanatogen
in writing.

So you may be confident that when indiges-
tion and nervousness trouble you, Sanatogen
stands ready with real help.

Sanatogen is sold by good druggists
everywhere, in sizes from $1.00 up.
Grand Prize International

Congress of Medicine,
London, 1913.

THE
FOOD-TONIC

APPROVED BY SCIENCE

. ENDORSED BY OVER 21,000 (PHYSICIANS

for ‘“ The Art of Living,”’ a charming booklet by Richard Le Gallienne, the popular poet-author, touching
on Sanatogen’s kindly help, and giving other interesting aids in the quest for contentment and better health.
The book is free. Tear this off as a reminder to write THE BAUER CHEMICAL CO., 32-J Irving P1., N.Y.
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—INVEST IN HAPPINESS—Buy

Eleanor H. Porter’s

NEW STORY

JUST

DAVID

The author of “ POLLYANNA,” “Miss Billy,” “The Story of Marco,”

“The Turn of the Tide,” “ Cross Currents,”

etc.,

has written one of those

books that bears its message of courage and inspiration straight to the

heart of every reader.

If you want to make a lovable, life-long friend, buy and read this
story of the boy who brought happiness to a whole village and who will

bring happiness to you.
Red and gold binding, 12 charming p'durﬁ in tint, $1.25 net

THEODORE

RooseveLT

Tue Logic or His Carzer
By CHARLES G. WASHBURN

A graphic and intimate char-
acter-study of piquant frankness
written by an Ex-Congressman
who for forty years has remained
a close personal friend in spite of
political disagreements.

[llustrated.  $1.50 net

Tae CHALLENGE OF
THE FUTURE

By ROLAND G. USHER

The author of *' Pan-German-
ism " proposes a foreign policy

NEW AND NOTABLE BOOKS
Y GERALDINE Y Juria Warp Howe

FARRAR

The Story of an American
Singer
By HERSELF

The intimate and inspiring
life-story of an American girl
whose magic art and fascinating
personality have made her the
idol of two continents.

How she reached her present
eminence, what famous men
and women have crossed her

18191910
By LAURA E. RICHARDS and
MAUD HOWE ELLIOTT

This complete and authorita-
tive biography, composed largely
of letters and diaries, sparkles
with Mrs. Howe's own magnetic
and vitalizing personality.

2 volumes, lllustrated. $4.00 net

TaEe FirsTt HuNDRED

THOUSAND

By the Junior Sub. (IAN HAY)

A book from the trenches, the
story of a Kitchener volunteer.

that will meet new conditions, | path, what romances, adven- 21?:15 ;h:.o};'_llé':rt;;]”;iii:g:;ED::];{
f d t L d i e A : . and : -
it e s, snd et | tures and- splencid, riumphe | Ty ™ Calta” ot
$1.75 met * | have been hers, she herself | ' The greatest book of the War."”
tells frankly and fully. Every Colored frontispiece. $1.50 net
MODERNIZING THE | one who has ever heard Miss
Farrar sing or seen her act | Tug WoRLD
Monroe DoctriNE should own thisabsorbing book. D
By CHARLES H_‘ SHERRILL g2 full-page illustrations. $z.co net ECISION
Introduction by By ROBERT HERRICK
N;CHTILAS Murray dBUTLER SEND FOR "EvTr,v man or woman who
An illuminating and instruc- sincerely cares for the future of
tive study of Pan-Americanism SPRING BULLETIN OF his country should read this
by the former minister to Argen- . book." —Boston Transcript,
tine. $1.25 net NEW BOOKS $1.25 net 5
4 Park St. 16 E. 4oth St.

BOSTON

HOUGHTON MIFFLIN COMPANY

NEW YORK
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New Novel by the Author of “BOBBIE, GENERAL MANAGER”

The FIFTH
WHEEL

By OLIVE HIGGINS PROUTY

years later, and

“T am the kind of a girl whe goes away to a
fashionable boarding school when she is sixleen.
“has an elaborate coming onl party two

“_then proves she is a success or failure by
the number of invitations she receives, the frequen-
ey with which her dances are cul into at balls, and

“—by the kind of marriage she makes.”

This is Ruth Vars, a sister of * Bobbie,”

who, later, with a ‘‘ brilliant match" ready

Unguestionably the greatest literary
sensation of years is

GERTRUDE ATHERTON’S
Extraordinary Mystery Novel

MRS. BALFAME

By " Our Greatest Woman Novelist.""—N. V. Times.

quence.

Cloth,

Author of "' The Congueror,” ' Perch of the Devil," efc.

“ A capital mystery story of a higher type. . . . Far
more than a detective story. It is many things: First of all,
a fascinating study of feminine psychology; then a remarkable
picture of American provincial life; and last, a striking report of
a sensational murder trial from both sides.””—N. Y. Tribune.
Cloth,\ 12m0, $1.35 nel.

revolts against her useless, conventional
life—just a * Fifth Wheel to a Coach”
she calls herseli—and her dramatic
experience in the world of loving
and working follows in conse-

With wrapper in

color and four
12m0,

The UNCHASTENED WOMAN By LOUIS ANSPACHER
New York's greatest success of the season in volume form—
a play to read as well as to see. A remarkable picture of a
worldly modern woman and her type. Cloth, 12mo, $1.25 nel.

By ANNE CLEVELAND CHENEY

The NAMELESS ONE

A drama of parenthood in blank verse. The medizval
setting in England is full of color and reality. The verse
remarkably beautiful and melodious. Cloth, 12mo, $1.00 net.

By ELIZABETH COOPER

DRUSILLA "" MILLION

A million " dollars suddenly left to the poorest inmate of an

illustrations.
$1.35  nel.

EVERYBODY LOVED “BOBBIE"
and her many admirers will
find Mrs. Prouty's new
novel even

her

betler than

Jirst  delightful

book.

FILL OUT COUPON

to receive (gratis) our attract-
ive, illustrated Spring Cata-
log with beautiful colored
cover. Full descriptions of
books on this page and many
others including new fiction,
books on nature, art, music,
travel, history, hygiene, busi-
ness, etc,

F.A.STOKES COMPANY
Publishers
449 Fourth Avenue
New York, N. Y.

Please send Spring Catalog.

0ld Ladies' Home. This remarkable story is by the author of W oo s
“ My Lady of the Chinese Courtyard.” Cloth, 12mo, $1.00 net.
pueLisHERs — FREDERICK A. STOKES COMPANY — NEwWYORK b o -
| Scrib. 16
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NEW NOVELS

Seventeen

A Tale of Youth and

Summer Time and
the Family
— especially William

Baxter

by

Booth
Tarkington

Author of
THE TURMOIL

How romance
invaded the un-
troubled life of
William Sylvanus
Baxter, aged seven-
teen. A deliciously
funny story in the
author’s most irre-
sistible manner.

Ilustrated in tint.

Cloth, $1.35 net.
Leather, $1.50 net.

The Side Df the Angels Authorl:c'ajy"gléls'nlr!;r Ealrge(;

Two men and two women, two kinds of love—the love
that is quiet and enduring and the love that is turbulent
and temporary. This is the theme of this new novel by
the author of “The Inner Shrine.” The scene is laid
altogether in America in a town with conditions that are
typical of places where later generations of families who
have started as equals find themselves at opposite ends
of the social scale. Tllustrated, $1.35 net

Clipped Wings by RUPERT HUGHES

“Mr. Hughes's apprenticeship has bheen as varied as
Mr. Bennett's. It has carried him steadily toward a
sound and responsible practice as a playwright and a
novelist. “Clipped Wings’ is a story well worth putting
between permanent covers. I do not reeall any novel
in which the temper and character of the actor’s life have
been so credibly upheld. There is an atmosphere of sin-
cerity and spontaneity.”—H. W. Boynton in The N. Y.
Evening Post. Frontispiece. §1.35 net

by
The Twin Sisters JUSTUS MILES FORMAN

A modern romance of international society. This, Mr.
Forman’s last novel—was finished shortly before he sailed
on the ill-fated Lusitania. In this, as in his other books,
Mr. Forman wrote of a life and people he knew—well-
bred gentle-folk, not the caricatures often met with in
so-called ““society novels.”

Frontispiece. Cloth, $1.35 net

Nothing A Year CHARLES BELMONT DAVIS

The story of a woman who tried to make diamonds
instead of hearts the trump in life’s game. There is a
note of inevitability in this story that is both arlistic
and true to life. Ancestors back of her, poverty clinging
to her skirts, was it any wonder that the heroine should
look the future clearly in the face and determine that
her beauty and her charm were the capital she must
invest? Frontispiece. 81.30 net

Handle With Care MARGARET TURNBULL

“The author of ‘Looking After Sandy’ has justified our
belief. She possesses sureness of touch and truthfulness
of insight.”—Boston Evening Transcript.

“A thoroughly readable hook leavened with humor.”
—N. Y. Tribune,

“A happy wit, a fresh touch, and a mastery of ma-
terial.” —Philadelphia Evening Telegraph.

Frontispiece. $1.35 net

HARPER & BROTHERS

[Established 1817]
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SOME SCRIBNER FICTION

THE PorRTION OF A CHAMPION

By Francis o Sullivan tighe

A Romance of Fifth Century freland

This is a romance of the heroic age in Ireland—the story of how Conal, a chieftain’s son, wrung
from adverse fortune both public recognition as a champion of warriors and the hand of the beautiful
Etain. Chiefly he accomplished this in the course of the great march of the Irish army under King
Dathi, “Quick-with-Arms,” accompanied by his queen and her maids of honor, of whom one was Etain,
through Gaul and into Italy, a march often broken by battles with the Gauls, the Huns, and the Roman
legions., All this, as well as the life in Ireland—the journey by chariot to Tailtenn Fair, where Conal
was outlawed; the attack of his enemies upon his father’s castle; his flight to the sea and the ships of
Dathi—are so vividly presented as to give a veritable panorama of the times from the Celtic angle.
From this view-point the book recalls Charles Reade’s *“ Cloister and the Hearth.” At the same time,
with respect to the love-story in particular, it recalls Hewlett's * Forest Lovers” and *“Richard Yea
and Nay." #1.35 net

By Jennette Lee
THE

SYMPHONY

PLAY

The union of the four appealing one-act
plays that make up this volume is thus ex-
plained by its author:

“Why should there not be such a thing
as a Symphony Play—a play made up of
one-act plays—three or four of them—or
even five—plays not merely ‘linked together
by intervals of silence’ and a dropped cur-
tain—but plays related in color and tone
and progressive meaning, so that together
they formed a perfect whole—as the move-
ments of a Sonata form a whole, or a Sym-
phony "

The reader will see how more than fan-
ciful Mrs. Lee has made the bond that joins
these pieces, and will follow sympathetically
the idea that finds in “Billy Boy™ the prel-
ude and in “The Mother,” “The Brother,”
and “The Lady with Wings” the allegro,
andante, and again allegro movements of
“the Symphony " that succeeds. The plays,
however, do not need even this delicate and
artistic help to bring out their intrinsic in-
terest.

$1.00 net

CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS

By Ralph D. Paine

THE
LONG ROAD
HOME

This is the story of a strong man wres-
tling with fate, and winning, though not with-
out effective assistance from a beautiful
young woman. The novel opens with the
wreck of the Columbian on a Florida reef,
which apparently blasts the reputation of
Edward Barrington as a navigator. The
blow is the more stunning because on this,
his first voyage as first officer, he has let him-
self fall in love with a passenger, Stella Cor-
bin, who now seems irretrievably lost to him
along with the brilliant career as a sailor he
had had such strong reason to anticipate. In
the face of this disaster Barrington, beginning
life again in a coasting-schooner, fights des-
perately against the misfortunes which fall
upon him in swift succession, trying always to
put from his memory the girl who, without
his knowledge, is working to expose the one
really responsible for the wreck and to vin-
dicate his name. These two converging cur-
rents of plot finally unite in an effective and
satisfactory climax.

With a full-color map and illustrations

$1.35 net

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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of the Northern States.

OUR EARLY WILD FLOWERS

By Harriet L. Keeler

Author of “ Our Native Trees,” “ Our Garden Flowers,” cte.

This is a comprehensive and authoritative study of the early wild flowers
Its descriptions and accounts of the growth of some
one hundred and thirty or so flowers, written with extraordinary skill, preci-
ston, and sympathy, admirably illustrated and indexed, have been compressed
into a pocket volume exactly suited for the purposes of the botanist.

With 8 full-page illustrations in full color, 12 full-page halj-tones, and numerous drawings. 16mo.

Cloth, $1.00 net’; Leather, $1.25 net

Other Books
by Harriet L. Keeler

OUR GARDEN
FLOWERS

A Popular Study of Their
Native Lands, TheirLife-
Histories, and Their
Structural Affiliations

With go Jfull-page illustrations
from photographs and 186 illus-

trattons from drawings. 8ro.
$2.00 net
OUR NORTHERN
SHRUBS
AND HOW TO IDENTIFY
THEM

Witk 205 p’mroemp&:r plates and
33 pen-and-ink draw ulg
Crown Svo.  $1.00 net

OUR NATIVE
TREES

From * Our Early W

BEAUTIFUL
GARDENS
IN
AMERICA

By Louise Shelton

“A pure delight, a book
for every day of the year,
a thing of beauty. ...
Indeed, the volume comes
at the right time, when
the art of gardening has
attained its true place in
our scheme of living.”

—New York Tribune.

With more than 170 photo-
graphs and 16 full-page
color reproductions.
$5.00 net

ild Flowers.

AND HOW TO IDENTIFY THEM

Witk 198 full-page illustrations from photographs and 162 text
illustrations,  Croson Bro, $2.00 net

THE
WELL-CONSIDERED
GARDEN
By Mrs. Francis King

President Women's National Agricultural and Horticultural
Association

Preface by GErRTRUDE JEKYLL
“To the whole race of flower-gardeners, this
book, with its fifty illuminating photographs, will
brmg boundless pleasure and its study will yield
rich return.”"—New York Evening Sun.

Profusely illustrated.  $2.00 net

CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS

adequately practical.”—ZBook News Monthly.

CONTINUOUS BLOOM
IN AMERICA

By Louise Shelton

“A charming, scholarly, lavishly illustrated
manual of ‘where, when, what to plant, with other
gardening suggestions.” It is redolent of open-air
glee and stimulation, balanced by well-tried knowl-
edge."—Chicago Herald.

“ A book that tells fully when, where, and what
to plant. Of invaluable assistance to the gar-
dener, amateur or otherwise, and most splendidly

illustrated.  Also, the index and catalogue are

Profusely illustrated.  $2.00 net

FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK
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BOOKS BY JOHN GALSWORTHY

THE DARK FLOWER

“It is impossible for one who is by temperament a novel-
ist, not a reviewer, to speak in 'nm:ur-d tcrnls of praise of
\\--rl\ so rare, s0 delicately wrought as

—FErien Guascow, th_ novelist,

5,

BL.35 nef

THE PATRICIAN

“Itis a distinguished book, by reason of its style and be-
cause of the exactness and perfem'r-n with which lIJ(.‘ portraits
of the characters are worked in upon the brain.'

#1.35 net —London Academy.

THE COUNTRY HOUSE

“Cleverly and gradually, without anything in the way of
labored descriptions, he makes his people real to us, and dif-
ferentiates them so justly that after a time

THE FREELANDS

“The author has never made better use of his extraor-
dinary gift of feeling, of his keen rapier of social satire, and
of his beautiful style.”—Dial.

“A rarely fine novel that grips the imagination with JLs
fire and beauty."—Review of Reviews.

$1.35 net

THE MAN OF PROPERTY

*“One of the few volumes among recent works of fiction
to which one thinks sericusly of turning a second time."
£1.15 net —The Athenaeum.

THE ISLAND PHARISEES

Revised edition. Entirely rewritten.
“A story so vivid in its intensity that it seems to shine
out above anything else that is being pro-

we should know them by what they say
without being told who is speaking.”
—Landon Daily Telegraph.
£1.35 net

A COMMENTARY

“None we are sure will finish this
book without being stirred to some thought
and sympathy of the life beyond their
life."— W estminster Gazette, f1.35 net

VILLA RUBEIN

“Mr. Galsworthy has served a long
apprenticeship and has reached the ful-
ness of his powers. He is already one of
the few noveliste who really count, and it
is safe to prophesy for him an ever-increas-
ing fame."—London Daily Mail,

$1.35 net

John Galsworthy.

duced in contemporary fiction." 4
—London Datly Mail.
$1.35 net

FRATERNITY
“A book to read and to think about.”
—Philadelghia Record.
A vital book Chicago Post.

" 8135 met

THE -LITTLE MAN
AND OTHER SATIRES

*John Galsworthy is at his best in
s:tllrc, and ‘The Little Man and Other
Satires’ will do much 1o “widen his public.
The Galsworthy wit is keen, but never
cutting; his sardonic laughter knows no
bitter basis. He merely laughs with us
all."—Chicago Herald.

THE
INN OF TRANQUILLITY

STUDIES-AND ESSAYS

“In the case of this entire volume the reviewer's is a
thankless task. It islike picking apart, for the sake of show-
ing their beauty, a string of finest pearls,”

—New }ori‘ Times.

B1.30 net

MOODS, SONGS, AND DOGGERELS

“These rhymes have the Galsworthy spontancity; sev-
eral are very human, tender, and whimsical; others breathe
of manliness, a sort of sublimated courage that liés at the
heart of all the author’s work.—Revteww of Reviews.

$1.00 net

A MOTLEY
A VOLUME OF SKETCHES i
“Stimulating both to imagination and to thought; and
it touches very close to the heart of to-day.”

—New York Times
120 net

CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS

=_—=
SCRIBNER'S
MAGATINE

- B1.35 net

MEMORIES

Ilustrated in coler by-Mavp Eart.

The biography of "a_blick cocker spaniel told simply,
amusingly, sympathetically, by the one who knew him best’
—his master. 81.50 net.

PLAYS: FIRST SERIES
“The Silver Bow,” “Joy," “Surife.”
$1.35 net. _Also separately, 6o cents ner
PLAYS: SECOND SERIES

“The Eldest Son,” *“The Little Dream,” * Justice.”
$1.35 net. . Also separately, 6o cents net

PLAYS: THIRD SERIES. - .-

“The Mab," “The Fugitive," “The Pigeon.”
#1335 net.  Also separately, 60 cents net
: =2 ; 2
A BIT O’ LOVE
“The play is worked out with fineness of obiervation and
the truth of det.nl which charactcmc this author’s writing."”

- —Bo:!.on ~Advertizer:-*
6o cents net

FIFTH AVENUE NEW YORIG
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ESTIMATES IN
ART

By Frank Jewett Mather, Jr.
Professor of Art and Archzology in Princetor
University

In this volume the author considers those
among the great painters, historic and con-
temporary, in whose work and personality for
various reasons most interest is taken at the
present time. The book is, therefore, as timely
in subject as it is ripe in trecatment, Claude,
Botticelli, El Greco, Goya, Rembrandt, Ver-
meer, Sorolla, Carriére, Watts, and La [Farge
receive at his hands an interpretation as sug-
gestive and original as it is sympathetic. Of
equal timely interest is a captivating chapter
on Far Eastern painting—a subject now es-
pecially popular with all who are interested in
art.

Tlustrated. $7.50 net

THE
MOUNTAIN

By John C. Van Dyke

Professor Van Dyke continues his admirable
series on nature in this fit successor to “The
Desert” and “The Opal Sea.” It contains
chapters on all the various aspects of the gen-
eral subject, both scientific and wmsthetic, as is
the author’s wont—and peculiar distinction.
Nowhere is his explanation of natural phenom-
ena more instructive or his consideration of
them as the material of art more captivating.
Every page of the text is penetrated with the
grandeur and beauty of the theme.

$1.25 net

Photopraph copyright by G. P Advakam

THEODORE
ROOSEVELT

has written a new outdoor book

A
BOOK-LOVER’S
HOLIDAYS IN THE OPEN

The outdoor chapters which make up this
volume range from a cougar hunt on the rim
of the Grand Canvon and an account of the
washing of the sacred snakes in a Hopi under-
ground temple to scenes in Argentina, Chile,
and Patagonia. Another most interesting chap-
ter describes the books which have been the
companions of Colonel Roosevelt in his adven-
tures and explorations. The book holds to-
gether as a splendid expression of Colonel
Roosevelt as a naturalist, a lover of and ad-
venturer in strange countries, and a man of
letters—all infused with his marvellous appreci-
ation of the best books that have been written.

W ith a colored frontispiece and ather illustrations
£2.00 net
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HENRY JAMES

edition.

“The edition is beauti-
fully printed and bound.
It leaves nothing to be
desired.”

—New York Tribune.

“Surely this is a unique
spectacle.  An author
detailing his inmost
thought about his writ-
ings, tracing back to
the literary protoplasm,
and showing us every-
thing from the almost
lifeless germ to the full-
fledged creations in the
process of evolution.”
—Chicago Tribune.

“The beauty of the
printed page and the
dignity of form should
satisfy even the fastid-

edition of his novels and tales.

NEW YORK EDITION

THE NOVELOSF AND TALES
HENRY JAMES

Shortly before his death Mr. James carefully supervised this magnificent
It contains everything that he wished to appear in the definitive
In typography, binding, and every detail
of bookmaking it attains the perfection which can only be secured by the
co-operation of taste, experience, and the most liberal expenditure.

PREFACES

A set of biographical and critical
prefaces prepared by Mr. James
interpreting cach book and nar-
rating the circumstances under
which it was written.

ILLUSTRATIONS

Photogravure frontispieces care-
fully reproduced from photo-
graphs of scenes and situations
which Mr. James had in mind
when composing his fiction.

PRINTING

The wvolumes are beautifully
printed on specially manufac-
tured light-weight paper, each
page bearing in watermark the
author’s initials.

ious author and should be welcome to those
who wish to possess in fitting dress the works
of a writer who, whatever the future judg-
ment may be, stands well to the front among
writers of English to-day.”"—New York Sun.

In twenty-four volumes.

“He is, when all is said
and done, the nearest
approach to a final eritic
of our crude new civili-
zation and the types it
has evoked; he, more
than any other, has ap-
preciated and expressed
that ‘interest of con-
trasted things’ in types
and in traditions which
remains the great con-
cern of your social novel-
ist. It is good to have
his fiction collected in
this definitive form.”
—Philadelphia Ledger.-

“To these books he has prefaced essays to
very considerable length which are really
chapters in autobiography. These introduc-
tions are likely to form a very interesting
American literary history. "—The Outlook.

Sold only by subscription

MESSRS, CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS: i | | krpuinG
; _ | |HENRY JAMES [{uame
P_h-:;mc r..il.'i]d me _full 1r}formatmn about the | FRANCIS PARKMAN | | Pace

New York Eprrion of the NoveLs anp TALES oF | THACKERAY _'|_| STOCKTON
Henry James or other sets checked by me on this | poE | HOPKINSON smiTH
coupon. | sTEVENSON | TURGENIEFF

DICKENS | GILBERT PARKER
NAME MEREDITH | EUGENE FIELD

BARRIE | | RooSEVELT

CARLYLE | 7. A MrTcEELL |
ADDRESS OISO |

| IBSEN | [ S
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ANTWERP  GALLIPOLI

A YEAR OF WAR ON MANY FRONTS — AND BEHIND THEM
By Arthur Ruhl

Imagine the point of view of one who was in Belgium in front of the first advance,
in Paris when the Germans threatened it most nearly, in Antwerp through the whole
bombardment, in Bordeaux while it was the temporary seat of the French Govern-
ment, in Berlin when the war was a few months advanced, in the German prison-
camps with the English prisoners, in the trenches at La Bassée, with the Turks in
Constantinople and Gallipoli, in_the hospitals at Budapest, and with the Austrians
in Ivangorod, Brest-Litovsk, and Bulgaria.

and thrilling.

These were some of Mr. Ruhl’s experiences.
Hlustrated.  $1.50 net

His record of them is most graphic

WHY WAR
By Frederic C. Howe

A significant passage from this book:

“Wars are not made by peoples. . . . Wars
are made by irresponsible monarchs, by ruling
aristocracies, by foreign ministers, and by diplo-
mats. Wars are made by privileged interests,
by financiers, by commercial groups secking
private profit in foreign lands.

$1.50 net

“Wars are made behind closed doors.”?

SOCIALIZED GERMANY
By Frederic C. Howe

Chicago Tribune says:
“It will pay every
work,”

$1.50 net

American to read this

Literary Digest :

“This book has striking traits which place it
well in the van of books relating to the great
war.”

Journal of Political Economy :

“Mr. Howe has produced a book worthy of
careful consideration.”

COLOURS OF WAR
By Robert Crozier Long

$1.50 net

New York Times says:
“The effect upon the reader is that of the
sudden raising of a curtain upon the whole
situation in Russia.”

New York Tribune :

“Tts title describes it justly.
ful.”

It is color-

CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS

SCRIBNERS
GALIN

LETTERS FROM AMERICA
By Rupert Brooke

51.50 net

Pliiladelphia North American savs:

“Delightful reading from begmmng o end.
Rupert Brooke's point of view is so

original and so refreshing that wonder is

aroused at every turn of a page.”

Springfield Republican :

“This is a book which all rcading America

will relish.”

New York Tribune :

“Full of admirable writing."

FIGHTING FRANCE

By Edith Wharton  Ilustrated.  $1.00 net

JexxeTTE L. GILDER says:

“Nothing else that I have read has given me
the insight into the French point of view as
has this book of Mrs. Wharton’s, Hers are
the conclusions of a sympathetic and intel-
ligent observer, ‘l‘1g,ht1ng France’ is
Edith Wharton’s magnum epus.”

Bookman :

“Itis a book to be thankful for.”

VIVE LA FRANCE!

By E. Alexander Powell  Itlus.
Independent says:

Br.00 net

Both from a military and civilian estimate
Mr. Powell's hook should hold a permanent
place in this ‘greatest war' literature.”

New York Tribune :

“His new volume i3 even more readable than
was his first.”

FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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THE END OF
A CHAPTER

By Shane Leslie

Mr. Shane Leslie, a brilliant young graduate of Cam-
bridge, with wide and interesting connections both in Tre-
land and England, though but little more than thircy, has
written in this book a notable contribution to the memoir
literature of his generation. The conception, which came
to him paturally with his view of the great convulsion which
drew him at once into service at the front, is indicated in
his title. He felt with countless others that he was living
“at the end of a chapter in history.”

As a grandson of the veteran Sir Jehn Leslie, who had
kaown hall the famous Englishmen of his century from the
Duke of Wellington down, as the nephew of Lady Ran-
dolph and the cousin of Winston Churchill, and with a
wide dcquaintance among the leaders of his own genera-
tion, he has a remarkable store of reminiscence and anec-
dote to draw upon and has brought a keen and exceptional
mind to bear on the guestions of his time.

B1.50 net

WILLIAM WORDSWORTH

HIS LIFE, WORKS, AND INFLUENCE

By George McLean Harper

Professor in Princeton University

A publication of keen literary interest, especially as the
author had at his disposal a considerable amount of un-
printed material, furnished by Mr. Gordon Wordsworth,
who has given Professor Harper access to the manuscripts
of Dorothy Wordswarth's Journals. To these new sources
of information are added some unpublished letters now in
the British Museum.

With illustrations. 2 volumes, Bro. $6.50 net

FATHER DAMIEN

AN OPEN LETTER TO THE REVEREND DR. HYDE,
OF HONOLULU

By Robert Louis Stevenson

A necded addition is made in this cdition of the well-
known Damien letter to the little volumes in which may
now be had separately several of the shorter classics of
Stevenson's writings. It isin a form similar to the “Christ-
mas Sermon,” “““Es Triplex,” and the Vailima prayers,
and is accompanied by a brief account of the cause and
origin of the letter, by Mrs. Stevenson’s description of the
writing, and by related passages from Stevenson's corre-
spondence.

S0 cents net

EPIC SONGS OF RUSSIA
By Isabel Florence Hapgood

A new edition, entirely reset, of this splendid revela-
tion of the epic poetry of Russia in the Middle Ages, with
an introductory note by J, W. Mackail, Fellow of the British
Academy.

£1.50 net
BY BRANDER MATTHEWS
UNIVERSITY EDITION
Shakspere as a Playwright
New and cheaper edition.  Tlurirated.  $2.00 net
Moliére

New and cheaper edition.  Ilustrated. $2.00 net

Henry James

By HENRY JAMES

Notes on Novelists and Other
Notes

“An intellectual treat, . .. The reader
who does not run to the bookstore to get this
rare volume of criticism and apprecxatmn does
not deserve even a taste of its quailt}'

—Chicago Tribune.
$2.50 net

Notes of a Son and Brother

“The reader with sufficient leisure and ap-
plication will find much proﬁtable entertain-
ment in this exhaustive chronicle.”

—New Yoark Times.
Illustrated. $2.50 net

A Small Boy and Others

“The whole is executed in that master’s
most unmistakable manner ; and even the less
ardent admirers of his style cannot but feel the
charm of the book as soon as they get fairly into
the swing of its peculiar mode and method. . . .
Iti is a remarkable piece of autobiographic writ-
ing."—Dial.

Tilustrated. $2.50 net

NOVELS BY HENRY JAMES

THE OUTCRY . . . .o . . Brzsnd
THE FINER GRAIN . . . . r125nd
THE GOLDEN BOWL, 2 vols. .  2.25 net
THE BETTER SORT . Ligmet

THE WINGS OF THE DOVE,
2 vols. Y g 2.25 net

THE SACRED FOUNT . Lague

CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS

CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS
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SCRIBNER BOOKS

SCRIBNER BOOKS

THE MEANING OF
PERSONAL LIFE
B_\-' Newman .qm_\’th, D.C.

This vital book pursues the quest of personality and its
relation to the universe—not through vague
or appeal to religious intuition, but by
tion into the scientific facts at our di
Smyth traces the consciousness, forces,
of personality—a most fascinating analysis
aimplest and most readable language  °

It Press

mets |'|'|JI\ L1058

evelo [ ment
done in the

THE BOY SCOUT
MOVEMENT
APPLIED BY THE CHURCH
By
Norman E. Richardson, S.T.B., Ph.D.,

Professor of Religious Psychology and Pedagogy in Boston
University School of Theology, and

Ormond E. Loomis,
Scout Commissioner and Executive of the Greater Boston
Council of the Boy Scouts of America

“The be:t contribution to the literature on practical
scouting, either in or out of the church, that has ever been
published.”—Scouting.

16 full-page illustrations. 12me, cloth, $1.50 net

THE ENCYCLOPAEDIA OF

RELIGION AND ETHICS
Vorume VIII

Edited by James Hastings, D.D.

THE SCRIBNER FIFTY-CENT
RELIGIOUS SERIES

The Bible of Nature

Sets forth the work and meaning of natural science and
trusts the reader to use his intelligence honestly without
trying to bring religion in by scme by-path,

The Holy Land of Asia Minor

An interesting portraiture of the leading characteristics
of the seven churches of the book of Revelation and throws
new light on Paul's three-years’ work at Ephesus.

The Prophet and His Problems

Tells in a popular yet scholarly way of the place of the
prophets in the Old Testament economy.

TheChurches and the Wage Earners

A scholarly computation of facts concerning the wage-
earner and his attitude toward the churches.

THE ADMINISTRATION
OF PRESIDENT HAYES
By John W. Burgess, Ph.D., LL.D,

Author of “Reconstruction and the Consgtitution,” etc,

o and ||I||rn|n|||n|, review by this eminent
{ ] 510 r

Sonth was freed and P s when reconstructi
failure, how the country was rescued from the curse of
cheap money, and how Civil Her\ ice Reform was established
on & firm basis by the patriatic wisdom of a President 10
whaom hl%mry has not hitherto awarded his just dues rf
appreciation.

Iih portrait.  $1.00 net

ORIGINAL NARRATIVES OF

EARLY AMERICAN HISTORY
A New Valume

SranisH EXPLORATION 1N THE SOUTHWEST,
1542-1710
Edited by Herbert E. Bolton

This new volume of the Original Narratives of Early
American History Series tells the authoritative story of the
carly Spanish explorations of California, New Mexico,
Texas, and Arizona. These narratives have (with one or
two exceptions) never before appeared in English, being
new translations by Professor Bolton—in some cases of
manuscripts discovered by him.

Circular of the Series sent on request.

Tllustrated coith facsimiler. $3.00 net

STORIES OF THRIFT
FOR YOUNG AMERICANS

By Myron T. Pritchard and
Grace A. Turkington

Fascinating narratives which make the saving of money,
health, and time attractive to boy and girl readers.

** Although ‘Stories of Thrift for Young Americans' is
addressed primarily to children, there is much between its
covers that may well be talen to heart by their elders.
i The convincing force of this little br\(rk 15 undeniable.”

—New York Post,
Hiustrated. $1.00 net

CHILD STUDY AND
CHILD TRAINING
By William Byron Forbush

President of the American Institute of Child Life

This book furnishes the basis for a study of human
development from infancy to maturity. While directed
definitely toward a wiser parenthaad, it will be of the deep-
est interest to all who care for the physical, mental, social,
and moral betterment of children. It is a pncl:cal help
for mothers in their problems of home training and dis-
cipline.

12mo, cloth,  $1.00 net

CHARLES SCRIBNER'’S SONS

CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS
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SOME SCRIBNER IMPORTATIONS

ROBERT ADAM AND HIS BROTHERS

THELE LIVLES, WORK AND INFLUENCE ON ARCH]TECTURE, DECORATION AND FURNITURE
i 4 Tals
By John Swarbrick

The author has devoted many years to the study of his subject, and has personally visited
all the examples illustrated. His book, thanks to the courtesy of the various owners, will
form the first full and adequate record of the work of these celebrated decorators, whose

LEONARDO DA
VINCI’S NOTE-BOOKS
Arranged :lmd rc&(iicrc_d inrr-l]‘im,-lish,

willy Introductions, by

Edward McCurdy

A chronicle of the results of his
widies in the theory of art and in
virious branches of mathematics
and natural scicnce, together with
fragments of literary cqmpgaiLion of
a philosophical or imaginative char-
acter and in addition much personal

and blographical matter. $2.00 uet

THE PAGEANT
OF DICKENS
By W. Walter Crotch
Authar of “Charles Dickens, Social
Reformer ™

A novel review and characteriza-
tion of Dickens's characters by
groups, including the children, the
actors, the quecr tradesmen, the
criminals, the lawyers, the eccen-
trics, the sportsmen, the parsons,
the hypocrites, the humbugs, etc.
Iith frontispiece portrait, B2.25 net

influence on decorative art has been so important and far reaching.

A
FRENCHMAN’S
THOUGHTS
ON THE WAR

By Paul Sabatier
Author of * The Life of 8t. Francis of
Assisi”

M. Sabatier first shows how the
French people have regarded the
French entente with Britain and
the entry of [taly into the war; he
deals also with the spiritual revo-
Iution which the war has caused in
France, with the attitude of the
school-teachers and the churches,
and with the question of Alsace,
showing how the Alsacians have
been faithful to I'rance, and finally
discusses the bearing of the war on

$16.80 net

BEFORE, DURING
AND AFTER 1914

By Dr. Anton Nystrom
With a preface by Edmund Gosse

A war book of special significance
as coming from the pen of a dis-
tinguished Swedish publicist—a
vereran of over seventy, an individ-
ualist of the present type, a radical
of the school of 1848, and a pro-
nounced disciple of Comte,

$2.50 nel

THE RUSSIAN
CAMPAIGN
April to August, 1915

By Stanley Washburn
Correspondent of the London
Times

An entirely new volume supple-
menting Mr. Washburn's previous
work, ““Field Notes from the Rus-
sian Front,” which appeared re-
cently and received favorable notice
everywhere as one of the best pres-
cntations of the Russian side of the

THE COUNTRY LIFE
ANTHOLOGY OF VERSL

the future of civilization. fgr.z; ner

war, and bringing the history down
to the fall of Warsaw.
Tllustrated.  $2.00 net

Edited by P. Anderson Graham
A collection of poems by modern authors which appeared
originally in the Fnglish periodical, Cowntry Life, which com-
prises some of the freshest and best work of the leading writers
of our time, including Robert Bridges, Fiona MacLeod, W. E.
Henley, Henry Newbelt, Jane Barlow, and many others.
$2.00 pet

THE MYSTERIES OF LIFE
By Stanley de Brath

Member Association Public School Science Masters

A practical treatment of questions put by vounp, inquiring
minds, such as **The Mystery of the Body,” “The Mystery of
Pain,” “The Mystery of Sex,” and *“ The Mystery of the King-
dom of Heaven. sious handling 15 broadly Christian,
though not identified with any particular scheol of thought.

$1.56 yet

FIELD NOTES FROM THE
RUSSTAN FRONT
By Stanley Washburn
Special War Correspondent of the Loadon Times with
the Russian Armies

His accounts of the war on the eastern frontier are at once
vivid and impartial and cover an aspect of the fighting about
which little has been known and still less has appeared in print.

It is the well-told story of the ¢rumbling of the crest of
the Russian wave, beginning with the fall of Przemysl into
Russian hands] and concluding with the fall of Warsaw.”—
Springfield Repnblican.

Hlustrated with wumeronus photographs, $1.50 net

THE TROPICS

15 not merely observatory but is constructive.
topography, native races, and natural resources

CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS

Author of “The Secret of the Pacific,” * The Andes and the Amazon,” etc.

~ The purpose of this worlk is to treat as a whole of these widely scattered lands known as the Tropics.
[t is believed that it will fll a hiatus in the literature which has as its subject the survey of nature and
mankind. While fully descriptive of the life, resources, and scenery of the lands of the Torrid Zone, it

By C. R. Enock, F.R.G.S.

The work appeals specially to all interested in
and economic development, $4.50 net

FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK
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Mark Twain’s “ War Prayer”

The Scene: The final assembly in the church
where the minister utters that tremendous
invocation:

“ God, the all-terrible! Thou who or-
dainest, Thunder, Thy clarion, and light-
ning, Thy sword!”
and the long prayer for victory to the na-
tion's armies.

The prayer closes. A while-robed stranger
enters—maores up the aisle, takes mesrmc{inr's
place; says he has been sent from ™ Un High"
with a message that the petition will be an-
swered if the men care lo repeat it after
understanding s full import. Their pray-
er, he tells them, asks for more than they
seem to renlize. Hence he bids them listen
while he repeats alowd these unspoken im-
plications of their desire:

“ 0 Lord, our God, help us to tear
their soldiers to bloody shreds with our
shells; help us to cover their smiling fields
with the pale forms of their patriot dead;
help us to drown the thunder of the guns
with the wounded, writhing in pain;
help us to lay waste their humble homes
with a hurricane of fire; help us to wring
the hearts of their unoffending widows
with unavailing grief; help us to turn
them out roofless with their little chil-
dren to wander unbefriended, through
wastes of their desolated land in the icy
winds of winter, broken in spirit, worn
with travail, imploring Thee for the refuge
of the grave and denied it—for our sakes,
who adore Thee, Lord, blast their hopes,
blight their lives, protract their bitter
pilgrimage, make heavy their steps, water
their way with their tears, stain the white
snow with the blood of their wounded
feetl We ask of One who is the Spirit
of love and who is the ever-faithful refuge
aad friend of all that are sore beset, and
gseele His aid with humble and contrite
hearts. Grant our prayer, O Lord, and
Thine shall be the praise and honor and
glory now and ever. Amen."

(After a pause.) * Ye have prayed it; if
ye still desire it, speak!—the messenger of
the Most High waits,”

Thatis Mark Twain’s ‘‘War Prayer”

written many years ago and published in
o Mark Twain: A Biography,” by Albert
Bigelow Paine.

Was Mark Twain Right?

What would he have done—have said—have written
—about the present terrible strife in Europe?  Would
he not again have had the true insight into matters—
have again shown himsell as the humanitarian?

He Is Here No Longer. His Writings Are

—they and his memory will live on forever, and forever,
to make life happier and better for all of us. He is not
only the reveler in hearty and robust fun—he has manly
pathos—hates pretense, affectation,and sham—portrays
character and ineident vigorously.  Our offer of

MARK TWAIN

at the lowest price at which the copyrighted works of an
author of his reputation have ever been sold makes this
possible. Now the price is only $1.00 per volume for the
twenty-five volumes, containing everything thatisin the
most expensive set (170 stories, essays, sketches, great
books of fiction, famous books of travel). Now you pay
only $2.00 monthly—less than $.07 daily. Now you
also obtain a year's subseription to HARPER's MAGAZINE.

The volumes measure 51 x 724 inches. They are
carefully printed on excellent paper, have title-pages
in two colors, and are bound in a handsome dark-red
crepe cloth, with titles in gold, decorative design on the
back and a medallion of the great author on the cover.

Send for the 25 volumes The Harper Way

at our expense to examine for ten days. See if you like the
binding, paper, the illustrations, the text. If you do not
find these hooks full money’s worth, don’t hesitate, return
the entire set to us “collect.” We will then cancel the sub-

seription to HARPER's MaGAzINE and you will owe us nothing.
You pay only $1 after examination, if sat-
Use the coupon.

Send no money.
isfied, and then $2 monthly for 12 months.

HARPER & BROTHERS, New York City

Send, prepaid, Mark Twain's Works, twenty-five volumes, cloth,
and enter my name for one year to Harrer's Macazive. T may re-
tain the set for ten days, and then, if I do not care for the books, 1
willlreturn them at your expense, and you will cancel the subseription
to the Macazing, If I keep them, I will remit $2.00 a month until
the full price of the books and the Macazing, $25.00, has h_n?enl paid.

Serib, 4
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WHY IS THE PRIVATE SCHOKIL

By Porter E. Sargent

AJOWEVER excellent the public-
g4 school system, however superior
Y in organization, however stand-
arcdized its product—a demand
2] continues to exist for something
# over and above what the public
school gives. To-day, the private schools are
more alive and have a more rapidly growing
patronage than for decades past.

More than two thousand private schools in
the United States are engaged in secondary
school work, and at least an equal number of
private institutions offer special instruction in
music, art, business, kindergarten training, and
the like. In five recent years the enrollment
of these private secondary schools increased 58
per cent, while in the same time the high-
school enrollment increased but 34 per cent.
One out of every ten students in all grades
from elementary school to college received
their instruction in 1913 from private institu-
tions which received no public support.

For the parents of these children the educa-
tion provided by the government is not ac-
ceptable. Some patronize the private school
believing it confers upon them a certain dis-
tinction, or for the benefit of the particular
religious instruction imparted. But it is not
sufficient to ascribe the popularity of the pri-
vate school merely to sectarian leanings or to
increase in wealth and willingness of parents
to meet the higher cost.

In the private school the pupil receives more
individual attention. Many of the private

schools make this their chief claim for patron-
age, maintaining a ratio as high as one teacher
to ten pupils, or in special cases higher. The
public school must of necessity employ more
democratic and machinelike forms of instruc-
tion. Its work, consulting the average need,
must be done in a more wholesale way.

The older universities draw considerably
more than half of their students from the
private school. 'We find, to-day, at Princeton
8o per cent, at Yale 70 per cent, and at Har-
vard 5o per cent of the students were prepared
at private schools.

The privateschools, in general, attempt much
more than the public schools are permitted to.
The government provides free education of
certain kinds, varying in different States and
cities. Kindergartens are free in one place,
not in another., University education is freely
provided in the Western States, but not in the
East. Generally speaking, for higher education
in music, art, expression, physical training, and
the houschold arts, one must still resort to
private institutions.

The boarding-school fills a need which the
public has never yet attempted to meet. The
best school cannot in‘its five hours a day neu-
tralize unfortunate or antagonistic home influ-
ences which, however we may idealize the
home, do so frequently exist. Many children of
the rich have owed their salvation to the board-
ing-school of the simple life and high ideals.

Government ownership of no other public
utility is so complete as that of schools. 'Edu-

26 In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE



Private Schools

cation has become the most completely social-
ized of human activities. As a result, all mat-
ters of education have become more and more
institutionalized, so that most of us forget that
training of the young is primarily a private
function, and that government control of edu-
cation is relatively modern. The modern high
schools which, not without opposition at first,
have multiplied so rapidly in the last half-
century, were the result of a demand first
stimulated by the older private academies,
whose success had demonstrated the desirabil-
ity of higher education for the masses.

In every hranch of education which now
has public support, individuals have originally
taken the initiative and private enterprise has
first demonstrated to the community the worth
of each educational departure. The ecarly
efforts toward the higher education of girls,
the first kindergartens, the beginnings of man-
ual training, were born of personal conviction,
fostered by private associations, and only
gradually won public recognition and support.
The first art schools and museums, the first
gymnasiums, the first technical schools—were
all the result of individual initiative and pri-
vate co-operation.

To-day, as in the past, the private school is
still serving as a national laboratory in which
educational experiments in the greatest variety
are being tried out and tested. The country
day school and summer camp, perhaps the
.most notable recent developments in educa-
tion, are still conducted as private enterprises,
but the best and most practicable features of
them will indubitably in time be adopted by
the public-school systems.

The importance and prosperity of the pri-
vate school will always depend upon the ade-
quacy with which the state meets the demand
of education not only for the masses hut for
the individual, for, as Dr. Jordan cogently ob-
serves: ‘“There is no virtue in an educational
system unless the system meets the needs of
the individual. A misfit education is no edu-
cation at all.”

The private school will always continue to
exist, however efficient the public school, for,
in addition to those who insist upon segrega-
tion upon the basis of class or religion, a more
radical element, experimentally minded, will
wish to see new schemes, new theories, new
methods worked out, which can only he at-
tempted under private enterprise.

New York City and Vicinity

RIVERDALE COUNTRY SCHOOL
Iniimate Teaching by Scholarly Men
A boarding and day school for boys in the open country at River-
dale-on-Hudson, upper New York City. Fourteen acres. Hardy
country life, sound college preparation, expert physical training.
Special department for younger boys.
Address Frank S. Hackett, Headmaster,
Riverdale-on-Hudson, New York City.
Telephone, 123 Kingsbridge.

Miss BANGS AND MISS WHITON—1890-1816
The Guly Conntry Sciool for Girls in New York Uity
Small enough to be a real home, large enough to be a ** Real Scliool.” Tull
enjoyment of the cultural influences of New York City with outdoor advan.
tages of the country. Pupils enter college upon its own certificate, Twenty-
sixth year. Boarding anud Day School,
Riverdale Avenuc near 252nd Street, West, New York City.

THE GARDNER SCHOOL
(58th year.) An exclusive school for girls, combining all the ad-
vantages of city with delightful home life. Regular and Special
Courses. Music, Art, Elocution, Dancing. Much outdoor life.
Riding, Skating, Swimming, etc. Miss Eltinge and Miss Masland,
Principals, 607 sth Avenue, New York City.

THE SEMPLE SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
A city school with country advantages (opposite Central Park).
Boarding and Day Pupils. College preparatory. Social recrea-
tion. OQutdoor exercise. Riding, Tennis, etc., in Central Park.
Mrs. T. Darrington Semﬁle, Principal,
241 Central Park West, New York City.

THE HOLBROOK SCHOOL FOR BoYS
500 ft. elevation, commanding a 4o-mile view of the Hudson.
o miles from New York. Complete equipment. All sports.
%ul]cge preparatory. Character references required. Catalogue

on request. Ossining-on-Hudson, New York,

THE DEVERELL SCHOOL
o Rue de Chaillot, Paris. (Adjoining American Embassy.) Dur-
ing the war, 57 East 74th Street, New York City. French
school for girls. Parisian French teachers. )
Miss Frances E. Deverell, Principal.

ELINOR COMSTOCK MUSIC SCHOOL

(Endorsed by LESCHETIZKY, PADEREWSKI, GABRILOWITSCH
GOODSON). A school with a name and a reputation.  An exclusive home
where a limited number of girls, duly chaperoned, may sccure a thorough
musical education and enjoy the privilege of associating with the world -
foremost artists, Delightful location one block from Fifth Avenue and
Central Park. Piano taught by certified pupils of Leschetizky.,  French
spoken in the house. Courses in Harmony, Literature, Classic Dancing.
Also Riding, and outdoor sports if desired,
Miss Elinor Comstock, Principal, 1 East Soth St,, New York City.

HOME SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
Distinctively French environment. Planned exclusively for those
wishing to pursue special studies in New York. Exceptional op-
portunity to acquire fluent French and every advantage of the
| %H provided for. (6thyear) Address Miss Macintyre or Mlle.
Bu

en, 320 West 1o7th St. (Riverside Drive), New York City.

Catalogue and views, address
Mrs. E Russe(l Houghten, Principal

Tarrytuwn vr Hudsan NY

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE :l



Private Schools
New York City and Vicinity (Continued)

CATHEDRAL SCHOOL OF SAINT MARY
A Schaol for Girls, 19 miles from New York., College preparatory
and general courses, Musie, Art and Domestic Science, Cata-
logue on request. Miss Miriam A, Bytel, Principal, Garden City,
Long Island, New Yark.

MiSs C. E. MASON'S SUBURBAN SCHOOL

FOR GIRLS

Only 4o minutes from MNew York City, Upper School for girls 13 to 25;
Lower School for wirls 7 to 13, Al departments, including voeatlonal.
Certificate admits to leading colleges, For circular address Miss €. E,
Mason, LL.M., Lock Box go7, “The Castle,” Tarrytown.on-Hudson,
New York.

MRS, HELEN M. SCOVILLE'S SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
Resident and day pupils.  Air and light. Recreation lawn, Full
advantages of city, regular or special courses,  Art, Music, Practi-
cal courses. Home care and social life, Dincing, Riding, and
Swimming. 2o42 Fifth Avenue, New York City.

BRANTWOOD HALL
Named after John Ruskin's Home. Country School for Girls; 28 minutes
frim New York City, Freparatory, G I and Special Coures, ificate
privile; Music, Art, Domestic S . Schoolhouse, Gymnasium with
Swi rate houses fi er and Lower Schools, Athletic

ingr, all outdoor winter sports.  1oth year.

Lawrence Park, Bronxville, New York, Tel. 6,

New York State

OAKSMERE

BOARDING AND DAY SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

cover every requirement. Special training

Courses in advanced English, literature, art, I)i:::

tory and the languages. Thorough training in deportment.

Course in diction a strong feature, each siudent trained 1o
speak English distinctly and fluently,

The school property is located on Long Tsland Sound, has

J' private bathing beach; rowing crew, and unusual boating

1

|

advantages, The extensive grounds are equipped for every
form of outdeor recreation.

A separate house for young girls, with House
Mother in charge, a popular feature of Uaksmere.

Tlustrated catalogue and copy of school paper will be mailed
on request,

Mrs. Winifred Edgerton Merrill
OAKSMERE
Orienta Point, Mamaroneck, N. Y,

Rusell Sage College
of Practical Arts

Founded by Mrs. Russell Sage in connection
with Emma Willard School.
Designed for the vocational and professional
training of women. Secretarial Work, House-
hold Economics and Industrial Arts. Courses
of two or four years will be offered. Special
students admitted. Address Secretary,
Russell Sage College of Practical Aris, Troy, New York

RYE SEMINARY
A girls' school, one hour from New York. Diploma for college
preparatory and general course, Certificate privilege to Vassar,
Smith, Wellesley and Mount Holyoke. Unusual advantages in
music. Domestic science. Physical training, riding and outdoor
sports. Mrs, Life, The Misses Stowe, Principals, Rye, New York.

WALLCOURT
Miss Goldsmith’s School for Girls. College preparatory, general,
special and gl‘aduatc courses. Certificate privileges. Home eco-
nomics. Swimming, tennis, hockey, folk dancing. Track work
under athletic director. Address the Principal,
Mrs. Anna Goldsmith Tayler, A.B., Aurora-on-Cayuga, N. Y.

DREW SEMINARY FOR YOUNG WOMEN
Beautifully located, 40 miles from New York City. 6oo feet ele-
vation, commands view of Lake Gleneida and Fishkill Range.
General and special courses,  Certificate privileges. Classes lim-
ited to six.  All athletics.  Call, if possible, or write for catalog.
Robert J. Trevorrow, D D)., President, Box 611, Carmel, New York.

EMMA WILLARD SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
103d year. On the hills, 400 feet above the city. Four new fireproof build-
ings, the pift of Mrs. Russell Sage, Freparatory, General and Special
Courses,  Certificate privileges. Musie, Art, Elocution, Domestic Science.
GCymnasium with swimming pool.  Catalogue on request,
Miss Eliza Kellas, Ph.B,, Principal, Troy, New York.

OSSINING SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

Suburban to New York. Preparatory, Vocational, Music, Art and
Home Making Courses. Gardening and Horticulture. 48th year.
Separate house for younger girls. Year Book on request. Clara
C. Fuller, Principal, Martha J. Naramore, Associate Principal,
Ossining-on-Hudson, New York,

Mrs. Dows School for Cirls

For circular address
Mrs. Mary E.Dow, Principal,
Briarcliff Manor, N,
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New York Sfdte (Continued)

INFANTRY
CAVALRY

NEW YORK MILITARY ACADEMY

Cornwall-on-Hudson, N. Y.
CADET BAND
(Special Rates to good Musicians)

For catalogue write to the Registrar

MODERATE EXPENSES
FIREPROOF BUILDINGS

CASCADILLA SCHOOL FOR BoOYS
A Fitting School for Cornell. Able faculty of specialists. Exten-
sive up-to-date equipment. Athletic field. Recreation building
and boat house. Gymnasium; rowing shells. Terms $675 to $775.
Send for Catalogue.

W. D. Funkhouser, A.M., Principal, Ithaca, New York.

The Best Military Preparatory School in the United States

PEEKSKILL MILITARY ACADEMY
84th year. College Preparatory and Business
Courses. Separate Junior School (ages g-13).
Peekskill-on-the-Hudson, New York.

EASTMAN SCHOOL OF BUSINESS

For nearly sixty years the leader. Thoro training in every business pursuit,
Actual practice in required duties. Accounting, Banking, Civil Service,
Secretarial and Teachers' courses. Both sexes. Has trained more than
fifty thousand of America's successful men., Open all the year. Enter
any week-day. Catalog on request.

C. C. Gaines, Box 619, Poughkeepsic, N. V.

THE MISSES TEWKSBURY'S SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
In its new home the Reynal Estate, 54 acres on Mamaroneck
Road, twenty miles from New York City. (Express Station,
White Plains.) Catalog on request.

Scarsdale, Westchester County, New York.

THE MANLIUS SCHOOLS

Beautiful country location, S5T. JOHN'S SCHOOL—College and Business
Preparatory. Beneficial Military Training, For twelve years ranked by
11. 5. Gov't as * Honor School,” the supreme honor granted. VERBECK
HALL—Separate school for boys from 8 to 14, Catalogues. Address

‘Wm. Verbeck, President, Box G, Manlius, New York,

MOHEGAN LAKE SCHoOOL
(Military.} Thorough preparation for College, Technical School or Business,
with certificate privileges. Average number of pupils to aclass, 8. Modern
bwildings. Healthful location on Mohegan Lake. Physical Culture and
Athletics under competent director. A, E. Linder, A M., Chas. H. Smith,
A.M., Principals, Box 61, Mohegan Lake, Westchester County, New York.

MOUNT PLEASANT ACADEMY
ro1 years old. Prepares for college, scientific school or business.
Rationalized military system. Manual training. MoOUNT PLEAS-
ANT HavLL is for boys under 13. StauEr Camp in the Berkshires,
under Mr, Brusie’s personal charge, Send for catalogue.
Charles Frederick Brusie, Box 508, Ossining-on-Hudson, N. Y.

ST. JOHN'S SCHOOL
For Manly Boys. Special opportunities for quick college prepa-
ration. Military drill. Parental discipline. ymnasium, swim-
ming pool. Athletic feld. Manly sports encouraged. Junior
Hall, a separate school for boys under 13. Catalogue.
Rev. W. A. Ranney, A M., Pd.D., Principal,
Ossining-on-Hudson, New York.

Massachusetts
I _

23 ] - - Founded
miles 1
from 8

Boston 2
. 8

A school where girls learn selET_
reliance. Extensive grounds—
modern buildings.

Academy

ANDOVER, MASS.

College Certificate Privileges. Gen-
eral Course with Household Science.
Miss BERTHA BAILEY, Principal.

FOR GIRLS

miles from
Boston
All studies exsep! English eleglive
Preparatory: finishing school,
van, ective Courses
for high school graduates.
College Certificate, A fully
equi school. i
Piano, Voice, Violin, Pipe
Organ, with noted men.
Domestic Science, new Gym-
nasium with swimming pool.
E ew b ng. =7
Xcepliona opportumibes,
with a delightful home life.
88 Summit Street

NEWTON, mass.

School

Year hook on request

. P = -E'F
WORCESTE
s ACADEMY 2

171 boys prepared in last 4 years for 33 different colleges and professlonal
schools. Alumuod in 43 states and 15 ?r}reijeu countries. Enrollment repre.
sents 22 States and 12 foreign countries, Classical and scientific courses for

eneral education. Faculty of 19 ienced men. S ds of scholar-
ship the highest. School spirit broad and democratic. Scholarship aid for
worthy boys. Organized play for graded plivsical training. 11 school build-
ings. New and perfectly appointed gymnasium and peol.  Catalogue.

D. W. Abercrombie, LL.D., 97 Providence Streef, Worcester, Mass,
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Massachusetts (Continued )

schaols
daoor spo
nasium @

Rogers Hall School

38 minutes from Boston
Thorough preparation for college,

Nomestic Science, Handicrafis

4 Swimming Poal.

Miss OLIVE 5. PARSONS, Principal, Lowell, Mass.

For
Girls

Faces Rogers Fort Hill Park
Advanced courses for graduates of high
usic, Art Large grounds for out-
perienced instructe in charge of all athletics. New Gymi-
Fur catalogue address

THE CAMBRIDGE SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

Founded in 1886, Resident and day pupils. Schoolbouse and
Residence, modern, separate buildings. Academic. College pre-
paratory. Art. Gardening. Swimming. Athletics. Ruth Coit,
Head Mistress, 36-40 Concord Ave., Cambridge, Mass.

WHEATON COLLEGE FOR WOMEN
Only small, separate college for women in Massachusetts. (%o
mites from Boston.) 4-yvear course. A B, degree. Facully of men
and women. z-vear diploma courze for high school graduates.
18 buildings., oo acres. Endowment. Catalog.
Rev. Samuel V. Cole, D.D,, LL.D., President, Norton, Mass.

BRADFORD ACADEMY FOR YOUNG WOMEN

113th year. Thirty miles from Boston. Address the Principal,
Miss Laura A. Knott, AM., Bradford, Massachusetts.

MISS HALL'S SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
Miss Mira H. Hall, Principal, Pittsfield, Mass.

CHAUNCY HALL SCHoOOL
Established 1828, Prepares boys exclusively for Massachusetts In-
stitute of Technology and other scientific schools. Every teacher
a specialist. Franklin T. Kurt, Principal, 557 Boylston Street
(Copley Sq.), Boston, Massachusetts.

MISS GUILD AND MISS EVANS' SCHOOL
35th year. New commodicus school building. Gymnasium,
Domestic Science. Languages—native teachers. Musie, Art.
College preparatory and general courses. Advanced courses for
high school graduates.
2 Fairfield St. and 200 Commonwealth Ave., Boston.

THE MARY A. BURNHAM SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
Established by Miss Burnham in 1877, Situated opposite Smith
College campus, College preparatory course with certigcate admit-
ting to Smith, Wellesley and Vassar. Special courses with diploma.
Domestic science, new gymnasium, supervised athletics.  Out-of-
door tennis and backet ball. Correspondence should be addressed to

Miss Helen E. Thompson, Headmistress, Northampton, Mass.

Q@UINCY MANSION SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
In historic Quincy. Attractive estate, 6 miles from Boston.
Ample grounds. Outdoor sports, Special and graduate courses.
Advantages in Music, Art, guages. Preparation for foreign
travel. Certificates for college. Mrs. Horace M. Willard, Prin-
cipal, Waollaston (Quincy), Massachusetts,

MISS CAPEN'S SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

For many years known as * The Burnham School.”
4oth year opens September, 1916.
Correspondence should be addressed to
Miss B. T. Capen, Principal, Northampton, Mazs.

POWDER POINT SCHOOL FOR BoYs
Extensive grounds; 4 modern buildings. Concrete residence and
gympasium. Athletic fields. Cinder track. College or business
preparation. Upper and lower schools. Address Ralph K.
Bearce, A.M., Headmaster, 45 Eing Casar Road, Duxbury, Mass.

HOUSE IN THE PINES

A school for girls. Intermediate and academic courses. Lan-
guages—native teachers. Music, Household Arts. Every atten-
tion, not onliito habits of study, but to each girl’s health and
bhappiness. iss Gertrude E. Cornish, Principal, Norton, Mas-
sachusetts. (40 minutes from Boston.)

MISS MCCLINTOCK'S SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

Miss Mary Law McClintock, Principal,
4 Arlington Street, Boston, Mass.

THE PURPOSE OF THE SCHOOL AND
COLLEGE SERVICE

of Scribner's Magazine is to give information and offer suggestions
which will help in the selection of the right school. The correct-
ness of the information, the applicableness of the schools sug-
gested, depend on the facts you give us to work on.
ScEooL AND COLLECE SERVICE. SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE,
sog Fifth Avenue, New York City.

[ Lasell Seminary

Auburndale, Massachusells
7 o

Ten Miles from Boston

Cotrses in Language (includin

and Art h thoro instruciio e of House-
hold ics, Traininy Eutertaining,

House Furnishing and M cking, Dress-
making and Millinery, wen ngs.  Tennds,
Boating, Swimiming, Basketh ating, Horse-

back Hiding.

LG. M. WINSLOW, Ph.D., Principal - 110 Woodland RnudJ

TENACRE

A Country School for Young Girls

From Ten to Fourteen Years of Age

REPARATORY to Dana Hall.
Fourteen miles from Boston. All
sports and athletics supervised and
adapted to the age of the pupil. The
finest instruction, care and influence.

MISS HELEN TEMPLE COOKE
Dana Hall, Wellesley, Mass.
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M(ISSCI-C/ZUSEI-‘I‘S (Continued)

SE A Sea Pines is the recognized -pioneer School of Personality

Happy home life; personal attention and care. Students inspired by

wholesome and beautiful ideals of efficient womanhood., The Cape climate

INII: is exceptionally favorable for outdoor life. One hundred acres; pine
groves; 1000 feet of seashore. Ponies; horseback riding. Hygiene and

morals observed especially for results in health, character and initiative,

L Gymnastics, Music, Handiwork, Household Arts. French, German an_d

Spanish by native teachers. College Preparatory, Cultural, Domestic

Of Personality Science, Secretarial and other courses leading to Personality Diplomas
2 introductory to definite service. All branches of study under experienced

For Gll‘lS and enthusiastic instructors. For booklet and further information, address

Rev. Thomas Bickford, A.M., Miss Edith Bickford, Principals, P. 0. Box G
Brewstier, Cape Cod, Massachusetts

WILBRAHAM ACADEMY MiSsS CHAMBERLAYNE'S SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
Fits boys for life and for college work. Equipment and 250-acre General, special and college preparatory courses. Domestic sci-
school farm valued at 250,000, Moderate rates, limited enroll- ence. Music. Languages—native teachers. Simplicity—sincerity
ment. Gaylord W. Douglass, Headmaster, Box 293, Wilbraham, —thoroughness. Horseback riding, skating, outdoor and indoor
Massachusetts. recreation. The Fenway, 28. Boston, Mass,

WALNUT HILL ScHooOL MiISS CHURGH'S SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
A College Preparatory School for Girls. 17 miles from Boston. College Preparatory and General Courses. Domestic Science.
40 Acres. Skating Pond. Athletic Fields. 4 Buildings. Gym- Advanced work for older girls. )
nasium, Miss Conant, Miss Bigelow, Principals, rg Highland Schoolhouse, 6 Gloucester Street | poo o0 g
Street, Natick, Mass, Residence, 4o1 Beacon Strest e A0S

The MacDuffie School for Girls

SPRINGFIELD, MASSACHUSETTS
A school with general and college courses which equips for social duties while furnishing a liberal, practical
education. Cultivation of pleasing personalities emphasized. English, Modern Languages, Art, Music. Full
household arts course. Gymnasium, tennis, horseback riding, swimming. Close enough to city to afford privileges
of opera, lectures, recitals, theatres, etc. z7th year.
CHOOL OF HOUSECRAFT, on plan of the English schools, develops efficiency and poise in household
management. Resident pupils in separate house conduct household under trained teachers.

JOHN MACDUFFIE, Ph. D., MRS. JOHN MACDUFFIE, A.B., PRINCIPALS

Connecticut

HILLSIDE
For Girls. Founded by Elizabeth B, Mead, 1883, One hour
ar -

RUMSEY HALL

In the Litchfield Hills. A school for boys under 14. Supervised
athletics. Louis H. Schutte, M.A., Headmaster, Cornwall, Con-

from New York,

ary to college, General and
special courses.  Sepa

ol house.  Lodge for younger

necticut. girls, MNew gymuasium. Small classes, Outdoor sports,
Margaret R Brendlinger, A.E., Principal; Vida Hunt
Francis, B.L., Associate, Prospect Hill, Norwalk, Conn,

RIDGEFIELD SCHOOL FOR BOYS

50 miles from New York, in the highlands of the
Berkshires. All water sporls, athletic fields, gym-
nasium. New boat house. One teacher to six boys
gives each student individual attention.
Roland J. Mulford, Ph.D., Headmaster,
Ridgefield, Conn.

SAINT MARGARET'S SCHOOL
College entrance certificate. General Courses. Household arts
and crafts. 42nd year. Gymnasium. Hapgy spirit of good fellow-
ship between teacher and pupil. se-acre school farm. Miss Emily
Gardner Munro, A.M., Principal, Waterbury, Connecticut.

|
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Connecticut (Continued)

LOOMIS

The only school of its type offering a complete coutse in
business, including theory and practice under actual busi-
ness conditions. Prepares for Collegiate Schools of busi-
ness and finance or for business life.  Also Agricultural
and UCollege Preparatory courses, 7 fireproof buildings.
Gymnasium,  Athletic fields. Cinder track. 1oo-acre
farm.  |Manual training shops.  $2,500000 endowment.
Fyo0a year. Address

N. H. BATCHELDER, A M., Headmaster,
Loomis Institute, Windsor, Conn.

THE GATEWAY
A School for Girds. Three buildings.  Athletic field, Horseback
riding. Domestic Arts. College preparatory, general and special
courses. Miss Alice E. Reynolds, Principal, S5t. Ronan Terrace,
New Haven, Connecticut.

THE ELY SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

In the country, one hour from New York City, Grounds twenty-
five acres. Modern cquipment. Certificate admits to College.
General Courses, Studio and Household Arts, New department
for Girls under fifteen entirely separate from upper school.

Ely Court, Greenwich, Connecticut.

A GoOD SCHOOL
is not necessarily a good school for all boys or all girls. The most
successful schools are those wherein the principle of selection, to
best fit the school to the child, is most thoroughly carried out.
It works to the advantage of the school as well as to the child.

New Hampshire

Maine

Hold erness School]

FOR BOYS PLYMOUTH, N. H,

Twenty acres.  Prepares for Colleges and Tech-
Kanks with the highest grade schools in New
Individual influences and
instruction. Medern gymnasium, Athletic field, running track,
Skating. All winter sports.  37th year.

Rev. LORIN WEBSTER, L.H.D., Rector,

Five buildings,
nical Schuot&
England, yet the tuition is moderate,

WAYNFLETE SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

Old-fashioned home-life and modern intellectual advantages.

Esteemed by parents who value thorough work and wholesome

pleasures for their daughters. College certificate. Outdoor sports.
Miss Crisfield, Miss Lowell, Principals, Portland, Maine,

Vermont

BISHOP HOPKINS HALL
An endowed school for girls, 130 acres overlooking Lake Cham-
plain. Well equipped buildings. Outdoor sports all the year.
Upper and lower school. College preparatory and general courses.
Wnte for circular. Miss Ellen Seton Ogden. Principal, The Rt.
Eev. A, C. A, Hall, President and Chaplain, Burlington, Vt.

Virginia

Tennessee

STAUNTON MILITARY ACADEMY
Largest private academy in the East.  Bays from 10 to 20 vears
old prepared for the Universities, Government Academies or
Business, Gymnasium, swimming pool and athletic park, New
$200,000 barracks. Charges 8360, For catalogue ad‘sncss
Col. Wm. G. Kable, Ph.D., Principal, Staunton, Va.

WARD-BELMONT
Belmont Heights, A School for Girls and Young Women, with a halt

million-dollar equipment. Strong faculty of men and women—one for every
ten students, Combines unusual educational advantages with enjoyable life
in the ** heart of the South.”” Opens Sept. z1. For Catalog and View Book
| address Jennie K. Masson, Registrar, Nashville, Tenn,

SWEET BRIAR COLLEGE
For Women. 4 years’ course leads to A.B. degree.  Strong Music
and Art Depts. The Academy offers prep. and general courses,
Modern equipment, capacity for 300 students on estate of zooo
acres in Piedmont Section, Main Line Southern Railroad. For
catalog and views apply to the Secretary, Sweet Briar, Virginia.

VIRGINIA COLLEGE FOR WOMEN
In Valley of Virginia, famed for health and beauty., Elective,
Preparatory and College courses. Music, Art, Expression, Do-
mestic Science. For catalogue apply to the President.
Roanoke, Virginia.

MARY BALDWIN SEMINARY FOR YOUNG LADIES
Established 1842. Term begins Sepl. 7th.  In the beautiful and
historic Shenandoah Valley of Virginia. Unsurpassed climate,
maodern equipment.  Students from 35 states.  Courses: Collegi-
ate (3 years); Preparatory (4 years), with certificate privileges.

Music, Art, and Domestic Science, Catalog. Staunton, Va,

| CoLUMBIA MILITARY ACADEMY

Rated highest class by War Dept. U. S. Army officer detailed.
#500,000 plant. Large athletic field. Gymnasium, fine swimming
pool. Prepares for .tll colleges and Government Academies. Ilus-

trated catalog. Address
| Col. ©. C. Hulvey, President, Box zro, Columbia, Tennessee,

THE PURPOSE OF THE SCHOOL AND
COLLEGE SERVICE

of Scribner’s Magazine is to give information and offer suggestions
which will help in the selection of the right school. The correct-
ness of the information, the applicableness of the schools sug-
gested, depend on the facts you give us to work on.
SCHOOL AND COLLEGE SERVICE, SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE,
sog Fifth Avenue, New York City.
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Pennsylvania

The Misses Shipley-'s—S(_:.l_Jooi

Preparatory to Bryn Mawr College
Instruction: Individual instruction of limited number of
pupils by specialists in all departments.  An average of one
teacher to every six girls. Two resident French teachers.
Courses: Diglumn in iTlol]e_L_re: Preparatory and Academic
Courses. Certificate admits to Vassar, Smith, and Wellesley,
Situation: In healthful suburb, with the special educa-
tional and social opportunities of situation opposite Bryn
Mawr College.

Building : pr:l:iull_vd:sign\':dlcdunia!builriing. with every
improved appointment for homelike comfort. New classrooms,
Athleties: Supervised, indoors and outdoors, by resident
English Director. New gymnasium.

Younger Pupils: Instruction and daily life varied to
suit the personality, health, and mental needs of each child.
For catalogue, address

The Secretary, Box J, Bryn Mawr, Pa.

" Pennsylvania
Military College

with

Separate School for Younger Boys
Keen Training for Keen Boys

Educational system second only to
that of West Point.  Limited enroll-
ment. Degrees granted in Civil En-
gineering, Chemistry and Arts. Send
for booklet, ' Cadet Life."

Col. CHAS. E. HYATT, President,
Box 509, Chester, Pa.

MisSsS COWLES' SCHOOL (HIGHLAND HALL)
For Girls.. Emma Milton Cowles, A.B., Head of School. Prepares for all
Colleges. Certificate privileges. Strong general course, Music, Art and
Domestic Science.  Healthful location,  Gymnasium, Swimming ool and
Sleeping Forch.  Resident Physical Director.  For catalogue address
‘he Secretary, Hollidaysburyg, Pennsylvania,

w

THE BALDWIN SCHoOOL
A Country School for Girls.

Elizabeth Forrest Johnson, A.B., Head of School. .
Bryn Mawr, Pennsylvania.,

THE BIRMINGHAM SCHOOL, INGC,
For Girls. An excellent school offering either Academic or Col-
lege Preparatory Courses. Beautiful and healthful location in
the mountains. On Main Line P, R. R. Gymnasium. Physical
training. For catalogue address
A. R. Grier, President, Box 105, Birmingham, Pa.

OGONTZ SCHoOL
Founded in 1850. A country school for young ladies. Near Phila-
delphia and New York. Jay Cooke estate, 635 acres.

| Miss Abby A, Sutherland, Principal, Montgomery Co., Penna.

THE SPIERS JUNIOR SCHOOL

(For boys 8 to 13.)  Faculty chosen, home life with head master, work and
play planned for the young boy—to give him right start and foundation for
his future life. Number limited, enabling masters to study and cultivate
each boy into a worker. In exclusive suburban section near Philadelphia.
Mark H. C. Spiers, Headmaster, Box 262, Devon, Pa.

BISHOPTHORPE MANOR
A select school for pirls, Individoal attention,
Finishing Courses. Two years' Advanced Course for High School gradu-
ates.  Music, Art, Domestic Science, Domestic Art. Expression, and Ans
and Crafts. Physical Culture and outdoor life, Address, Claude N, Wyant,
Principal, Box 242, South Bethlehem, Pennsylvania.

Callege Preparatory and

WALNUT LANE SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
Inb iful, historc G t City and country advantages. General
and College preparatory courses, Specia/ courses for High School Gradu-
ates. Music, Art, Elocution, Domestic Science, Sewing, Gymnasium,
Basket-ball, Tennis, Riding, Swimming, Hockey. Miss 5. Edna Johnson,
A.B., Principal, Box G, Germantown, Philadelphia, Pennsylvania.

| MERCERSBURG ACADEMY
Offers a thorough physical, mental and moral training for college
or busi Under é)hristi:m masters from the great universities,

SPRINGSIDE

Boarding and Day School for Girls. Mrs. Chapman and Miss
Jones, Principals, Chestnut Hill, Philadelphia, Pa.

Located in the Cumberland Valley, one of the most picturesque
spots of America. New gymnasium. Equipment modern. Write
for catalog. Address Box 104.

William Mann Irvine, LL.D., Headmaster, Mercersburg, Pa.

New

Jersey

PEDDIE INSTITUTE
An endowed school for boys, oflering thorough preparation for all colleges,
Strong faculty. 300 boys. Business, Music. So-acre campus. Gymnasium,
swimming pool.” Athletic field. ILower School for boys 17 to 14 years.
Rates $450 to $550. goth year. Catalog on request.  Address
R. W. Swetland, A.M., Box 4-C, Hightstown, New Jersey,

KENT PLACE: A SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
College Preparatory and General Courses, Residence, School
House, Gymnasium. Catalogue with views on request. Mrs.
Sarah Woodman Paul, Miss Woodman, Principals. Hamilton
Wright Mabie, LL.D., President Board of Directors, Summit,
New Jersey. (20 miles from New York.)

DWIGHT SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
College preparatory and special courses. Domestic Arts and Sci-
ence. Certificates accepted by Ieadin% colleges. Limited number
of pupils. Spacious grounds. Suburban to New York. Gymna-
sium. Tennis, nding. Address Box 6o7. Miss Creighton and
Miss Farrar, Principals, Englewood, New Jersey,

BLAIR ACADEMY :

Very liberally endowed. 6oth year. 6o miles from New Vork.
Prepares for any college or technical school. Beautiful, healthful
location. Fine bu.ildin%s. Too-acre campus. Gymnasium, swim-
ming-pool. Catalog. Terms $400. John C. Sharpe, A M., D.D.,
Headmaster, P, O. Box N, Blairstown, New Jersey.

Miss BEARD'S SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
A country school, 13 miles from New York. College preparatory,
special courses.  Music, Art, Domestic Arts and Science. Super-
vised ‘pbystcal work in gymnasium and field. Separate depart-
ment for younger girls. Catalog on request, Address
Miss Lucie C. Beard, Orange, New Jersey.

KINGSLEY
22 miles from New York. seo feet elevation. Prepares for all
colleges. Individual attention in small classes. Lower house far

young boys. Gymnasium and extensive grounds. Supervised
athletics. J. R. Campbell, Headmaster, Essex Fells, New Jersey.

MONTCLAIR ACADEMY
Country school for boys in Orange Mountains. Fine suburban
environment, limited classes, honor system, self-government. Our
booklet, ** Your Boy and Our School,” will interest you. Address
ohn G. MacVicar, A.M., Headmaster, Box 22, Montclair, New
ersey.

BORDENTOWN MILITARY INSTITUTE

Thorough preparation for college or business. Efficient faculty, comfort.
ahle buildings, :xcalll‘hful location, careful supervision of athletics, military
W that ps ch vand 31 years of experience in training
boys. For catalogue, write
Eev. T. H. Landon, A.M., D.D., Principal.
Col. T, D, Landon, C dant, B

n-on-the-Del SN T
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NATIONAL CATHEDRAL SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
Fireproof building in Cathedral Close of 4o acres. 100 resident
pupils, College certificate privilege. Music, Art, Advanced and
Speciul Courses.

Tue Bisgor or WasSHINGTON,
President of the Board of Trustees.
Jussie ¢, McDowaro, M.S., Principal.
Hivew L. Wesstir, Ph.D., Academic Head.
Mount St. A]]mn Washington, D. C.

BELCOURT SEMINARY
A school for garls, T'rx_paratu.n for college.
fur students not wishi T
High School praduates
Music, Art, Ea

I

Complete Academic
wo years' advanced wi
al advanta

MOUNT VERNON SEMINARY

Boarding School for Girls. College Preparatory and Advanced
Courses. Playground of twelve and one-half acres. Mrs. Elizabeth
J. Somers, Principal Emeritus, Mrs. Adelia G. Hensley, Principal,
Washington, D. C.

NATIONAL PARK SEMINARY
For the higher education of young women. Lxtension courses of two years'
collegiate work abiove high school. Thoroughly equipped departments of
Fainting, Dramatic
Tlustrated hook on reruest
Washington (Suburbs), D, C

Home Economics, Flonculture, Arts and Crafis, Music,
Art, systematic study of the National Capital
to Registrar,

Box 1oz, Forest Glen, Md,

W ashington, D. _C .

CHEVY CHASE SEMINARY
A school for girls in Washington's most beautiful suburh. Pre-
paratory and finishing courses.  Strong departments of Music,
Art, and Domestic Science. Campus of eleven acres and provision
for all outdoor eports.  Artesian water. Catalogue on request.
Mr. and Mrs. 5. \I Barker, Principals, Washington, D. C.

MIiSS MADEIRA'S SCHOOL
A resident and day school for girls,

Miss Lucy Madecira, A.B,,
Head Mistress, 1326 1gth St., ‘

Washington, D. C

BRISTOL SCHoOOL
Elective, Preparatory, Academic and two years’ Collegiate Courses.
D!p]o‘rﬂ‘l Course in Music. Separate French Residence. Capital
advantages. Athletics. Miss Alice A. Bristol, Principal, Mint-
wood Place and 1g9th Street, Washington, D. C.

FAIRMONT, A HOME SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
Regular' and Special Courses. Advanced Courses for High School
Graduates. Music, Art, Expression, Languages. Felerences
Exchanged. Literature on request. Outdoor sports.
Washington, D. C.

MARTHA WASHINGTON SEMINARY FOR
YOUNG WOMEN
In finest residential section of National Capital. Two years' course
for High School graduates, general and special courses. Domestic
Science. Outdocr sports. Edward W. Thompson, Principal,
1601 Conn. Ave., Washington, D. C.

PAUL INSTITUTE

Mrs. Nanette B, Paul, LL.B,, President
Day School for Girls,

A Boarding and
Preparatnry, Academic and Special

Courses.  The Arts,  Journalism. Shont Story Course.
Vocational Trainin Mrs. Faul Hamill, P pal, z107 S
Street, M. W., Was| mg\L n, I C.

LAST-MINUTE HASTE
in so important a matter as the selection of a school is always to
be deplored.  Parents would find it advantageous to give ample
time in which to study and determine the proper school.  School
and College Service, SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE, sg9 Fifth
Avenue, New York

Maryland

THE TOME SCHOOL

An Endowed Preparatory School. Offers the best possible prep-
aration for college or technical school. The most beautiful and
complete school %ujldmgs and grounds in America. 20 buildings,
G- }:IO?L golf course, 5 athletic fields, gymmnasium, batting cage,
tennis courts, quartcr-ml]e track.

Thomas S. Baker, Ph.D., Port Deposit, Md.

NOTRE DAME OF MARYLAND

A College for Women—conducted by the School Sisters of Notre Dame
to train the body, mind and spirit—to develop true womanhood. Magnifi-
cent buildings In a beautiful park of 70 acres. Rowing, basketball, tennis,
hockey, Instructors all speclalists. FRegular and electve courses, Music,
Art. Write for catalog. Charles Street Avenue, Baltimore, Maryland.

MARYLAND COLLEGE FOR WOMEN—1853-1916
Baltimore suburbs. Magnificent new fireproof buildings. Large
campus. Domestic Science and Arts. Full musical equipment;
pipe organ. For High School graduates, twoand three year courses.
Degrees are conferred. Non-sectarian.

CharlesWesley Gallagher, D.D ., President, Box G, Lutherville, Md.

West Virginia

M innesota

ST. HILDA'S HALL

A School for Girls under the avspices of the Bishops of the Diocese (Episco-
pall,  Near Washington. Colleye Preparatory and elective courses,  Music
and Art, Athletics under trained Director. Eoard and tuition $400. Cataleg.
Mariah Pendleton Duy Principal, (FPrincipal of Stuart Hall for the past
sixteen years.) Charles Town, West Virginia.

COLLEGE OF SAINT TERESA
Standard Degree Courses in Arts, Science, Music.
Elective Courses in Music, Art and Home Economics.
and course announcements mailed on application,
Winona, Minn.

Vacational
Catalogue

Music and Dramatic Arts

AMERICAN

Connected with
Mr. Charles

ACADEMY E Frg'grt%?lgzlre
Companies
DRAMA'MC ARTS =
FOUNDED IN 1884 F;ank]inr;jld,m%argena

For Catalogue and Information, apply to

The Secretary, Room 150, Carnegie Hall, New York

INSTITUTE OF MUSICAL ART OF THE CITY OF
NEW YORK
An endowed school. Frank Damrosch, Director, Provides a thorough and
comprehensive musical education in all branches and equipped to give
highest advantages to most exceptional talents, removing the necessity of
going abroad.  Correspondence invited,  Address
Secretary, Box 627, 120 Claremont Avenue, New York City.

BRENAU COLLEGE-CONSERVATORY
Summer Term June 29. Standard College courses—Special
courses in music, oratory, art, domestic science. Location, foot
hills of Blue R.\dge near Atlanta. 7 National sororities. Attract-
ive social life. Non-sectarian. 2y States represented. Write for
descriptive book and catalogue. Box F, Gainesville, Georgia.
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Schools

Universities

The University of Chicago

HOME iz
STUDY

tion by correspondence.
24th Year
Books free. Faculty of 45 Distinguished

For detailed in-
L A Jurists and Lawyers. Catalog Free.

formation address
U. of C.(Div. F)Chicago,Ill.
DKLAHOMA UNIVERSITY LAW SCHOOL, 903 Colcord, OKLAHOMA CITY, DKLA.

'fllqlal!"ll.‘mJ
STUDY AT HOME

We give our Complete Resident
Course by mail. Guaranteed to

prepare for Bar of any State.
LL.B. Degree Conferred. Indorsed by
Bench and Bar. 22 Standard Text-

BN 4

THE UNIVERSITY OF SOUTHERN MINNESOTA
offers to graduates of Standard Colleges work “in absentia’
leading to advanced degrees. High Scheol work also offered.
Wm. M. Meiners, Ph.D., Dean, Austin, Minnesota.

orthwee
7Z2UNIVERSITY™

anston, on wooded
VINDASIU,
L oand
s offering excep-

N

o near  Chi Lar
AL, LAW, PHARMACY, DE

s witnated in heart of Chi

of views and ¢

in Liberal Arts, Medicine,
Commerce, Music,

s .
. 5, BRANDT,
470 Northwestern University Bild Dearborn and Loke, Chicago

THE BEST MAGAZINE
for school advertising is the one which has weight and influence
in the homes where the advantages of the Private School are rec-
ognized, appreciated, and acted upon. Such a medium builds up
an institution by supplying it with students who will be a credit
to it.

e

DEGREES, LICENSE, ORDINATION
Residence and correspondence courses for degrees in all depart-
ments of Oriental University; "‘l"-‘."’ ]1cense to mediums and ordi-
nation to ministers by Theomonistic Bishop, H. P. Holler, 1400
Chapin St., N. W., Washington, D. C.

Correspondence Schools

Quickly Learned AT
HOME by the Original

Phuavgraphis UJJ _'i

LANGUAGE

German-French-English-Italian-Spanish
or any other language learned quickly and easily *
by the Cortina Method at home with
Disk Cortina-Records. Write for fres
booklet today; easy payment plan.
Cortina Academy of Languages
16438 Meeca Bldg., 1600 Brondway,
Corner 45th Street, New York

SPEAK A FOREIGN LANGUAGE !!!

The War has created unlimited opportunities for those who
know Spanish, Freneb, Germon or ltallan. Better vour
position or increase your business. You can learn quickly |
and easily, at home, during spare moments, by the

LANGUAGE-PHONE METHOD

And Rosenthal’s Practical Lingulstry
(Highest Award Panama-Pacifle Exposition, 1915}

= Tou listen to the liviog volce of & ative professur promounce the

B fureipn languags, over and over, untll you know it Our records it
4 _ all uiking machines, Write for Hooklet, particulars of Free Triul

e Thel -Phane Method, 578 Putnam Bidg., 2 W. 45th 5¢., K.Y,

Method

This inspir-
in% 1&5-page book tells
you of the big demand for
lawyers and how yoa can
become one — explains why
law trained men ere picked

P for leaders in Business and

Fublie life—shows how you can
become law trained in spara time athoma
throurh the Medern American Law Course and

Service =
Blackstone Institute
(Including The Sprague Correspondence School of Law)

Among our graduatea the former Governor of a State, Wk
kR United States Sepators and Congressmen, State, Connty and City Ha
Otfie: many Judgea, and thousands of succesaful lawvers nn:f

by business men everywhere. _ Qur courso has been prepared espe-
for homa atudy by 80 emincnt authorities. Easy to read
derstand. Speeial offer now open, Write toduy forFres
colc. Blackstone Institute, Extension Divislon 2144
20 West Jackson Blvd., Ghicago, Il R

=y ———

Teachers’ Agency

Medical

The Pratt Teachers’ Agency
70 Fifth Avenue, New York
Recommends teachers to colleges, public and private schools in all

parts of the country.
Advises parents about schools. Wm. O. Pratt, Mgr.

MASSACHUSETTS COLLEGE OF

OSTEOPATHY

Chartered 18g7. Right to confer Dactor’s degree given by the
legislature. Faculty of 6o physicians. Forty thousand dollar
college and hospital in process of erection. Opens Sept. 15th.
Write for catalog. 15 Craigie St., Cambridge, Mass.

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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The camp is a modern educational institution in which the aim is to supplement the work of the school
by teaching something as necessary to the all-round development of the boy and glrl as the knowledge
gained from books. It teaches how to play and to benefit by exercise in the open air to the best advan-
tage. It teaches correct form in all outdoor sports and gives the rank and file equal opportunity with the
most capable. It enables the camper to gain experience in swimming and other water sports under the
safest conditions. It inspires a love of nature and woodcraft, which is an inspiring asset through life. The
social relationships at camp are so intimate, the interest so shared by all, that even the most timid and
retiring child is led into the most beneficial habits of comradeship.

CAMP IDLEWILD Leke Wir;r;ﬁipfgggkee. N.H.

FIRST THINGS EXIP R_TENCE COIZI'NTS
to

b ;.
i urity of mind and body,
Vigilance for safety.

7 miles of lake shore, Fleets of cances and motor boats.  Big new speed boat, Special quarter-of-a-century u_l b{ﬂ[lch
Your boy deserves the best. Idlewild provides it. 32-page illustrated Descriptive Booklet on request.
Address JOHN M. DICK, B.D., 354 Exchange Building, Boston, Mass.

REPTDN CAMP FOR BoYs THE TENT DWELLERS CAMF COOMOOSIE
Tonfehe B CHAMEL ATH, TN ok i A Real Camp in the Real Woods for Advanced Girl Campers. A
1c 3 1115 3 i genuine woods-life taught under experienced woods-guides. For
information address Miss M. Vail Andress, Director, Tewksbhury
School, Scarsdale, New York.
Aiter July 15, Beaver Cove, Moosehead Lakc. Muine.

QUANSET THE CAPE COD CAMP FOR GIRLS

. Swimming, canoeing st conditions, c{p:n
3 pageantry, mu nal
Separate camp

log. address 0. C. R ! Lh)l\

on-Hudson, New ¥ £
CAMP ANNUNG, NORTH WATER GaF, TA.
_]u i€ goth to September 1st.  Delightfully situated 28 miles from New Y an
in picturesque mountain country on Delaware Junior and G
groups. Bungalows and tents. Swimming, T -.-||1||~“A||d. all fonns of ou
5. Arts and Crafis, Ter oo a week, one month the minimum,
Anna Sigafus Cushman, 225 East 17th Street, Brooklyn, N. Y. Mrs. E. 5 |_u|\\mf[:\\ ealth Ave., Newton Centre, Mass,
CAMP ALGONGQUIN
Asqguan LAKE,
In the foothills of the White Mountains, The camp for boys who
love nature and a wholesome, active, outdoor life.  For circulars,

address Edwin DeMeritte, Director, 815 Boylston St., Boston, ‘1I|'i..;t:;,le.1
Mas‘.:lchuseth

-3, Tarrytown-

or little girls., Unusual r.;.uhs

Espe-
5 er Anny

. Mt Wash-
ngr, training.

“movies.’ Bux:nk,

Jrnn. h MeColl, Hotel McAlpin, New York City.

|| Sargent Camps éﬂ?.‘a

PETERBORO, N. H.  Dr. D. A. SARGENT, President
Twao distinet comps, Senlors, 14 to 24 Junlors, 8 to 13
Finest plant sand equipment in America. 1100 feet above the sea

tant featur sale 5, Rid! 5 &
v Bren e sea Prsem it e Wierd level. All field and water sports. Tramping, nature study, arts and

5. _The safety and health of cur campers is the first considers-
tion, For illustrated booklet address

The Secretary, 24 Everett Street, Cambridge, Mass.

MR & MRS C. A. ROYS, 10 Bowdoin St., Cambridge, Mass.
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Summer Cdmp.f——c ontinued

Terms: Board and tuition,
$150 ($200 for Cavalry
School), Uniforms, ete. :
Wooderaft, $25.50; Naval,
$40; Cavalry, $43 50. Age
limits: Woodcraft, 12 to 14
years; Naval and Cavalry,
14 to 21.

ULVER

Summer Schools

Culver, Indiana
(On Lake Maxinkuckee)

SPLENDID lot of fellows come here every summer for a planned va-
cation that almost exhausts the possibilities of an outing.
School, for boys who love the water, and the Cavalry School, for those who
prefer the saddle, teach a boy the meaning ofplep.jredness and give him lead-
ership in his h!orh school courses in mllltarv training. The Woodcraft School
takes him afield for a thorough knowledge of wood- and camp-craft.
Summer Schools have at their command the same instructors and equipment
that have given international reputation to the Culver Military Academy.

The Naval

The

‘Write for catalog of which-
ever school interests you

most. Address
Headquarters,
Culver Summer Schools,
Culver, Ind.

KINEOWATHA CAMPS FOR GIRLS
WILTON, MAINE (Rangeley Dist.)
Three camps. ages £-11, 12-15, 16-20. Mature supervision.
Especially safe water sports. Riding under Army Officers.
Diry, airy bungalows, modern plumbing. Mountain trips, hik-
ing, "““movies.”" Booklet.  Elizabeth Bass, Wilton, Me., Trving
K. McCull, Hotel McAlpin, N. Y.

5} CaMP ANDROSCOGGIN FOR BOYS
|

4 Inthe Woods of Maine, Ninth '3‘_.:_\ an. Superior Sttuation and
ant. IS el Phy: 1" Councillors, Sports.
s an Tal T xl e unexcelled, 1 omyr This-
I ce Telephone. Send for illustrated hook ler. Edward 5. H(_.Aly.
2 Iml( Tunstitute, Brooklyn, W, Y. Telephone Prospect 2364,

THE TALL PINES
BenwiNcToN, N. H.
A small summer camp for girls. Homelike atmosphere. Send for
booklet. Miss Evelina Reaveley, 12 Beacon St., Gloucester, Mass.,
or Mr. John Reaveley, Clarion State Normal School, Clarion, Penn.

CAMP POK-0'-MOONSHINE
ApIRONDACKS, PEEKSEILL, N. Y.
Unguestionably one of the finest camps in the country. Ages g—17.
prth season. %20000 equipment. Rates absolutely inclusive.
Address Dr. C. A, Robinson, Peelskill Academy.

CAMP COBBOSSEE

14th Season. On beautiful Lake Cobbosseecontee, under fragrant
Maine pines. Give your boy a chance to enjoy wholesome out-
door sports under ideal conditions, where his natural manly in-
stincts will develop into firm character under the supervision of
leading college men as councillors.  Best equipped, healthiest and
most popular Camp imAmerica: refined surroundings and infu-
ences. Write toduy for interesting booklet and full information.
Harry Rica MooNEY, Director, Room 133, 62 William St., N. Y.

CAMP GAHADA
ApiroNpDAack MouUNTAINS
A Superior Campefor boys, modern in equipment and methads yet
rich in traditions. Expert Supervision. Season, $150. Portfolio
of views on request.
William B. Efner, Director, Box 6868, Schenectady, N. Y.

MoY-m0O-DA-YO—WILDWOOD LODGE FOR GIRLS
An ideal camp with 1300 ft. frontige on a beautiful lake in the '\I-'|I||c
Woods. Large new bungalow, screened verandas for eating and sl
Residlent physician. A ﬁki“td dietitian ; carefully selected CFJI.I: He g
ates for councilors. ‘-mlmmuug canoeing, mountain trips;
tennis, etc.: basketry, music, dancing., Camp Fire Circle
Miss Mayo, Miss Moody, West Roxbury (Boston), Mass.

hasket i I1|
Ninth season.

WINONA CAMPS FOR BOYS
Moose Porp
Ninth Season. Two camps graded (ages 8 to 16).
trated Booklet adgreés

For Illus-

Cobb, Denmark Inn, Denmark, Maine.

Aloha

Camps for Girls

Locations: Fairlee, Vt., South Fairlee,
Vt., and Pike, N. H
3 distinct camps— 13, 1317, 17=a5:
Fun, Froli l-'nulu hips
‘-\“Iml||||||, canoeiny Imrsch ck
tenuis, Lask 1, Das \_\ vall, Handicr
Diramatics. Music
C Imrau._x development, cultivatls m of pe
and comn

Mr. and Mrs, Gulick's ||e_-r4
Splendid equipment.
booklet,

Mrs. E. L. GULICK, 14 Fairbanks Si.,
RrooLline, Mass.

al ervisio
Gf-page  illustrat
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Summer Camps—Continued

WINNETASKA

“The Place of Pleasant Laughter.”  Lake Asquam,

Ashilinl. New Humpshire, A successful girls' camp

of limited enrollment.  Ideal location.  Excellent

couipment,  Expericnced councillors,  References

required.

Dir, and Mrs: John B. May, 646 Waban Ave.,

Waban, Mass.

CAMP OXFORD
A summer camp for boys, with a record of fifteen successful sea-
sons ! Everything to make a boy’s vacation profitable and happy.
Hualthy fun; moral, mental, and physical development charac-
terige the camp life.  Booklet.
A, F. Caldwell, A.M., Oxford, Maine.

MRS. NoORmAN WHITE'S CAMP FOR GIRLS
Cap Cop, OrrEANs, Mas:
All pleasures of Nife by the

Outdoor sleeping in well protected
Cabins. Limited to 35 girls. Season {rom July 15t to September
1sl, $15000. Long distance Phone.  Hooklet. Address

Blrs. Norman White, 425 West 11gth Street, New York.

Kamp KiLL KARE
SUMMER CAMP FOlt Bovs oN LAKE CHAMPLAIN
Gircat variety in camp lite. Athletics supervised hy experienced coach,
Trips to Adirondac een Mountains, Lake George sud Montreal.  Jouior
and Senior Camps, v season,  Tutoring optional.  Booklet,
. F. Perry, Director, 11 Elm 5t., Morristown, N. J.

CamP WINNAHKEE
MALLETTS BAay, LAKE CHAMPLAIN
Tdeal Careep for Mental and Physical Improvement of gids, Bungalow and
tents. Nature study, wooderadt, manual teaining, swimming, boiting, fish-
ing, horseback riding, tennis under direction and chaperonage.  Exclusive,
Price tncludes all expenses,  Booklet from

CAMP BEAU RIVAGE
Exclusive French camp for girls, on beautiful country estate three
miles from the ocean. Swimming, canceing, golf, tennis, horse-
back riding, nature study, etc.  Bungalow with sleeping porches.
For views write Miss Wimberly, Secretary, 57 East 74th Street,
New York (up to June 1st). Little Harbor, N. H.

RISON, MAINE

. exclusive s personally conducted by
ipinent of the Dest grarle CAMps at i reason.
Fents and  seven bulldings,  Specializing in
E nder an expert,  Handsome booklet,

Dir, Frederic C. Wilsan, 745 5t Nicholas Ave., Now York City.

W, H. Browu, 307 West joth Street, New York City.

CampP CHAMPLAIN
An Ideal Summer Camp for Boys on Lake Champlain. Water-
proof tents, Two motor-boats. Rowhaoats, cances, fishing, swim-
ming, baseball, tennis. Short hikes and trips to points of inter-
est. Tutoring. References required.  Booklet from
Wm. H. Brown, 307 West 7oth Street, New York City,

CamP WACHUSETT FOR BoYs
Lake Asguanm, HoLperness, N, 1L L
Fourleenth season. 7 buildings. Boating, canceing, swimming,
fishing, water and land sports. Imstruction in Natural History,
Tutoring if desired. No tents. Fisher huts. Booklet.
Rev, Lorin Webster, L.H.D., Holderness School, Plymouth, N. H.

CampP ABENA FOR GIRLS
BeLorADE LAKES, MANE
1oth season.  Illustrated booklet.  Junior and senior camps.
Miss Hortense Hersom, Sidwells’ Friends School, Washing-
ton, D. €. After June 7th, Belgrade Lakes, Me.

camP WINNESHEWAUKA FOR GIRLS
In White Mountain region, overlooking beautiful Lake. Spring
water.  Perfect sanitation. Bungalows, Lodges and complete
equipment. Water sports, Horseback riding. Expert supervision.
Counselor positions all filled.  Booklet. Address Karl O. Balch,
Resident Manager, Dept. B, Lunenburg, Vt.

WYONEGONIC CAMPS FOR GIRLS
Maoose Fonp

Fifteenth Season. Three separate camps (ages 8 to 21), For
Illustrated Booklet address
Mr. and Mrs. C. E. Cobb, Denmark, Maine.

CAMP KINAPIK
Laxe Kezar, Mame .
Unique combination of Maine woods, lakes and White Moun-
tains, Wouodcraft, fishing, canoeing, meuntain climbing. Boys
—B& to 15, Perzonal care.  Directar endorsed by Ernest Thomp-
son Seton. Address H. €. Went, Director, Bridgeport, Conn.

MASSAWIPPI SUMMER SCHOOL
Worth Hatley, Que., on a beautifl lake just north of Vermont. Spanish,
Italinn, French, German, Greek, Latiu, Mathematics, Elementary Law and
Fiano-playing. PFreparatory Department most sieccessful in preparing for
school and college entrance examinadons.  Ninth season.  Address
Dir. Charles Upson Clark, Yale P. 0., New Haven, Conn.

CamP PASSUMPSIC FOR YOUNG BoYs
ONT.AKE FA 1B, VT.
Camp [arm of acres.
Mountain ik
Artesian wate

Walliam W, Clendenin, 120 Vista Place, Mount Vernon, N, Y.

Horses. Rifle practice. Wirgless,
Screened kitchen and dining o,

Dungralows,
o

CAMP ACADIA FOR GIRLS
Seventh Season. 8 to 15 wears of age. Situated on Lake Winni-
pesaukee, N. H. All outdoor sports. For illustrated booklet
address J. G. Quimby, M.D., Lakeport, N. H.

CAMP WAKE ROBIN

WooprLawp, N. Y.

Younger boys exclusively. Twelfth season. Make your boy
happy, strong, self-reliant through an out-of-door life including
wooderaft, nature study, manual training, all sports, and swim-
ming. Safety secured by supervision and modern samitation.
Write for booklet and full information, .

Mr. H. 5. Little, Lincoln High School, Jersey City, N. J.

CAMP QUINIBECK

Own Lake Faireee, V1.

Camp farm of over 200 acres. Girls live in bungalows. Horse-
back riding Iree for all. ALl usual camp sports.  Mountain hiking
a specialty.  Six skilled crafts teachers in three departments.
Two trained nurses, Expert teacher of dancing. Good music.
Milk supplied by Quinibeck herd.  Water piped from mountain
spring.  Screened dining room and kitchen.  Send for booklet.
William W. Clendenin, r2o Vista Place, Mount Vernon, N. Y.

SANDSTONE CAMP FOR GIRLS
GreEEN Lake, Wisconsy
Ideal surroundings for fifty girls of all ages. Sports, handerafts,
tutoring.  Directors, Miss Elva 1. Holford, Miss Esther G.
Cochrane, Crystal Springs, Ilorida.

ABBOTT HILL RECREATION SCHOOL
Tor boys who must tutor. Breaks the long vacation with 5 weeks
profitable study. The exceptional equipment and delightful loca-
tion of the Abbott School provide incentive for study and endless
virieties of recreation. Opens July 1zth. Farmington, Mainc.

{ Boys and girls crave an outdoor life in summer.

the most natural of all youthful desires.

g Write the School and College Service of Scribner's Magazine if the camp problem puzzles you.
Your inquiry will receive individual consideration and prompt reply.

SCHOOL AND COLLEGE SERVICE, SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
Fifth Avenue at 48th Street, New York

. A real camp in the wilds with companions of their
own age where they can hunt, fish, boat, climb mountains and otherwise live their ideal existence, is

Address
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SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

/ N\ |r
=3 1 o3 - —
\ Hello! V//{V :
Wake Up! ==

Read 7

The most successful of all the new magazines

Don’t Be a Social Back Number—

If you are out of step with the whirling progress of our
time; if you are removed from its magnetic influences;
if, despite your youth, you are becoming an old fogey,
or an old maid, or an old bachelor, or an old bore; if
vyour joie de vivre is dying at the roots—then you must
read Vanity Fair, and prestol you will be nimble-witted
and agile-minded again—the joy of the picnic—the life
of the grill-room—sunshine in the home.

A few issues of Vanity Fair will enable you to
ignite a dinner party at fifty yards

Don't settle down comfortably in the coze. The world is moving,
moving on all eight cylinders—some folks are even moving on
twelve—and you might‘just as well move along with them.
Don't stall yourself on life’'s highroad and be satisfied to take
everybody else's dust, Hop up and take a little joy ride on
the red and yellow band-wagon—Vanity Fair's band-wagon.

Every lssue of Vanity Fair Contains:
THE STAGE: First-night and behind- ESSAYS l'eﬂl Rl\"l‘ws: By f_nte!-

the-scenes views of the newest plays— I i

/

O it OPERA AND MUSIC: Sturics s, AND LONDON: The Ltectdl-
- sal and portraits of the new singers, com- i the Europ -
If you want fo h in the socidl posers, conductors and whatever is new DANCING: Outdoor dances, indaor If yon want your brain i
and artistic swim, tear off the about the old ones. dances, rhythmicdances, cosmicdances. powdered and Ilre"groomedl?t;r
coupon ";'! / "‘.‘i“.i THE “?T.s‘ Ilustrated news “ng mkg' FASHIONS: From Paris, Londonand  six months, just tear off, fll in
corner of this page—and mail it ‘::uTns: ‘;cv‘dﬂ!ﬁ‘ architecture, books, m;rr York for all discriminating wen  gnd mail the little coupon below
l\- HUMOR: The most original and amus- ;nos‘::;: Mo &1 Thut -
ing fouryoung wri artists. TOR otograp
- st , of the best-bred dogsand the best-builg i
% PEOPLE;Stikingatdunisiloons  motoes. with deschpuons sma imely 1 © Fromise You, Sofemuly
& brilliant, fascinating merry-go-round. iscussion of them., a B i
& N SPORTS: Anillustrated panorama of ~ SHOPPING: Anindextothebestshops, St ON€ more magazine, or
659\!. - golf, tennis, football, racing, polo and a what they sell, and a shopping offer that even a new magazineotan
e LY dozen other outdoorand indoor sports. is boundtointerestalertmenandwomen, ©ld kind—but an ALTO-
00,0 BN i 5 GETHER NEW KIND OF
9:%”.3 ORI Try a Little Dollar Diplomacy! i\dAtG_A_ZlNEMaItasig: e
s ertainin z
606%&1}:{,_ J'J.Q‘ You think nothing, in your poor deluded way—of paying $2.00 Moderns.s &
2, Sa Cper ,'5 ~ AN for a theatre t]cket, or for a new book, but you can secure for $2 w. o FGE v EliE o THRE
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Get this Christmas present to-day
N showery April you must think of the Christmas

tree if you want to give the most valued and
useful of gifts—

the “HandyVolume” Encyclopaedia Britannica.

We sell it for only $1.00 down and very small monthly payments; at
a saving of 64% compared with the big-volume form of the work;
underour guarantees that this is the complete Britannica, and that
everyone will be perfectly satisfied with it—or have his money back.

You will have to order it now to get it certainly for
Christmas because the demand has been about six times as big
as we expected. At the time this advertisement for the April
magazines is being written, on February 10th, it seems
probable that the orders will soon number nearly—

1000 a day instead of 1000 a week, which was as high as
we had thought the orders possibly could be at this time. And
we are now in correspondence with some 30,000 people who
want to know about this big bargain.

The stock that we expected to last almost the whole year
through will probably be exhausted very soon after this adver-

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MACAZINE
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tisement 1s printed. T%e supply will be nearly gone when you
read this.

The publishers could get more presses and binderies but no more
India paper than they contracted for. They take all the output of the only
mill in America which makes India paper; and the manufacturers report the
immediate failure of raw materials, which usually come from Europe and
now don’t come at all. European factories making India paper are closed,
except one in England, which is running way below its ordinary production.

Write for Information—or send S1.00

We may never be able to offer the “Handy Volume” Bri-
tannica on India paper again.

So order your set now if you want it for Christmas. And
be very certain to order it now if you want it sooner.

You run no risk. A large proportion of orders now com-
ing in is from people who have actually seen the books. They
know what they are like.

But you can safely order without seeing. The thousand
orders a day mean that the bargain is all right. And you have
our guarantee of satisfaction, or money back.

Sign the coupon and send it to us today for more informa-
tion, or send us your name and address with $1.00 as first pay-
ment to reserve a set now.

Sears, Roebuck and Co.

Sole Distributors—Chicago

SEARS, ROEBUCK AND CO.
CHICAGO

Please send me, free, full information about the “Handy Volume” Encyclopaedia
Britannica, with sample pages of type and illustrations, details of bindings, prices, terms, etc.

Name_

Address

Scribner's y-d

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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WEDDING
GIFTS

JEWELS
WATCHES
SILVER
C HINA
@BVt o
ClL.OCKS

Accurate illustrations and photographs enable

pairons to select Gifts of such style ond
guality as desired by those who demond the best

SERVICE-BY-MAIL

Correspondetice solicited

PAILEY, PANKS () BIDDLE @

Diamond Merchants, Jewelers,
Silversmiths, Heraldists, Stationers

Philadelphia

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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FIFTH AVENUE SECTION

HE Four Hundred long decried the march

I of business up Fifth Avenue. ““Commerce

is insidiously creeping and twining its way to

the heart of all that is oldest and best in New York,”
it said. And Business replied: ““Parasites on the
vanguard of progress.”” Such thoughts no longer
exist. Commerce and the home have settled their
boundary disputes.  Fifth Avenue business happily
is marked and restricted to the section below Fifty-
Ninth Street, the southern boundary of Central Park.

{ The strife to-day is within the camp of the
conguerors.  VWho shall occupy the coveted
places along this magnificent thoroughfare is now
the question. Is it the shop of high prices or
of wonderful merchandise and splendid service?

([ Recurring seasons of shopping along the Avenue
show a doubling and trebling in the volume of busi-
ness, a doubling and trebling of the number of its
patrons, its habitués, its visitors. And each season
this truth is made more plain: The merchants of
Fifth Avenue take their place on this supreme high-
way of retail trade because they are experts in their
lines, supreme in their works. Through years of
building and bettering they have won supreme
prestige, a prestige based on the finest and best the
world has to offer, at a fair price—a prestige which
in itself brings the world of shoppers to their feet.

([ Scribner’s takes pride, therefore, in making this
Fifth Avenue Section a feature of its advertising pages

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS
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ifts_/or Oaster

The dainty and artistic creations of
MAILLARD have an exclusiveness
which makes them pre-eminently
acceptable as EASTER gifts.

Bonbons
Ghoco’ates

French Bonbonnieres

Easter Cakes, Ice Creams, French Pastries.

Embroidered Silk Eggs. Handpainted Porcelain Egg Cups.
Handpainted Satin Eggs. Dresden China Eggs. Baskets trimmed
with seasonable flowers. 3ilk and Satin boxes, painted and
embroidered. Novelties in Porcelain, Saxe, Sevre, Daum, etc.

Afternoon Tea in the Lunchean Restaurant three io six

;s

T

FIFTH AVENUE
AT 35:h STREET
Established 1848.
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THE INSTRUMENT 0F GUALITY il

(atter of

You'll Want It for Its
Many Firtues

BRECIOUS
L STONES of

rare beauty, displayed
to the utmost advan-
tage in appropriate
and tasteful settings.
‘Che finer qualities only.

a
c—a

&heodore A Kohn &=fon

JEWELLERS 311 Fifth Avenue

at yind Street

OU will buy the Sonora not for one ;||-i
particular feature alone, but for all ||/
i the excellent characteristics blended
il togetherin a perfect way. I[':
Firzt and foremost, when you hear this W'
superb instrument, the richness and un-
approached quality of the tone will cause
vou to marvel, and vou will agree that
the Sonora is the most beautiful phono- |},
graph you have ever heard. i(
The tone control, permitting a rance +

through a brilliant crescendo, and then
diminuendo to a soft faintness, is ac- |||
complished by patented means at the i
sound source. I
You will not forget that the Sonora |
plays all makes of disc records: diamond, |
sapphire, steel needle, ete., as they should :;:
|

i

be played.
Prices, $35, 850, $75, $100, 8135, 5150, $125,
3300 and $1000
Call on the Sonora dealer in your tozen | 1
Ask for catalag I
Sonora Phonograph Corporation
George E. Brightson, President
i| General Offices and Salesronme, 57 Reade Street N

New York
Representatives throughout the country

\| "DabvSrand ' - |
|| Fra590™" |

Ritz-Cairlton

Hotel & Restaurant
Madison Ave. at 46%St.
Newj@rk.

The Hotel with an International
Reputation. Distinctive for excel-
lence of service and perfection of
cuisine, which characterize the en-
tire group of Ritz-Carlton Hotels
in this country and in Europe.

33
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THE ETRUSCAN

A distinctive Gorham design
in solid silver
TEA SPOON HIS design, with its Greek fret, or key
e mol, is ‘a pattern of singular simplici-
ty and strength.

It embraces a complete assortment of Ta-
ble Silver, Dinnerware, and Tea and Coffee
Jervices.

A silverware pattern of such merit and dis
tinction is not to be limited in its uses, hut is

worthy to officiate in all departments of the
table.

Best of all, it is a pattern of which you will
never tire, for the Etruscans flourished 1000
years before the Christian era, and affer 2)
centuries the world still does honor to Etrus
can art.

The art which has survived 25 centuries of
change is a safe choice in period silverware.

It is Gorham made and
bears this indenture

::::::::

For sale by leading jewelers everywhere.

THE GORHAM CO.

dilversmiths and Goldsmiths

NEW YORK
Works - Providence and NewYork
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CABLE—LINKING THE OLD WORLD TO THE NEW.

i, Newfoundland,
4l 3 miles of cable, suc

W. Field had accomplished his ente

communication with the United St ates

ws from the Grvat Eastern and the A
Ly laid ac ean from Vale
mise of the Atlantic tel uul fram Newfo

1 earried
il Lyrus

-1::1 established

American Historical Events. Frontispiece Series,]
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MY REMEMBRANCES

BY EDWARD

H. SOTHERN

THE OLD LYCEUM THEATRE

ILLUSTRATIONS FROM

““THE HIGHEST BIDDER "

Lyceum Theatre, on
*" ;—'r Fourth Avenue, opposite
the Ashland House, is now
but a memory. For sixteen
years it was my home actually, for I lived
there constantly in spirit—even when I
was away, ever contemplating what T
would produce there on my return. For
sixteen years I brought out there a new
play each summer under the direction of
my guide, philosopher, and friend, Daniel
Frohman. There I grew from boyhood
to manhood. There I made many of my
closest friendships, and there most of the
comedy, farce, and tragedy of my exist-
ence had its genesis in the real and in
the mimic world. I was twenty-three
when I began to play there; I was thirty-
nine when I left there never to return.
I watched the theatre building, wonder-
ing whether I should ever act in it; I
watched it being pulled down by a wreck-
ing concern, sad that I should never
play in it again.

“All, all are gone, the old familiar
faces.” In front of the house and behind
the curtain, Time has been busy with his
scythe. . In sixteen years, Death has had
time to gather a heavy harvest.

In 1886, therefore, it was with much
acceleration of my pulse that one evening,
coming out of my modest lodging, I saw

Copyright, 1916, by Charles Scribner’s Sons.
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right before my eyes my own name in let-
ters twelve feet high. I was a star! I
had, so to speak, blossomed during the
night. While I slept the bill-board man,
with paste and broom, had labelled me as
“Valuable goods. Fragile! This side up
with care!” I stood before these giant
letters and reflected upon the power of
print and the bubble-like quality of repu-
tation. Then I wended my way to Daniel
Frohman and said: “The letters are too
big; I can never live up to them.”

Managers are optimistic. “We will
try,” said he.

I had been two years at the Lyceum
Theatre in the company of Miss Helen
Dauvray. Fortune and Miss Dauvray
had been kind to me. I had proceeded
toward a modest success. My brother
Sam had joined me in America, having
just finished his schooling in Paris. He
brought with him two dogs: Death, a
bulldog, and Trap, a fox-terrier. One day
I brought to my rooms in 23d Street
a box of old manuscrlpts mostly copies
of “Lord Dundreary’” and others of my
father's repertoire. Death and Trap and
Sam stood by and looked on idly while I,
as idly, looked over the plays. Suddenly
Trap flew at a heap of manuscripts and
seized a printed book. We tried to get
it from him. He dashed about the room,
as fox-terriers will, under the bed and
over the bed, waiting, watching, fleeing.
Death, an unwieldy fellow, began to take
notice and amble after us as we pursued

All rights reserved.
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Trap. My landlady opened the door.
Out went Trap, Death after him, nearly
upsetting my landlady. My brother and
I rushed after the dogs. Trap headed
down 23d Street direct to the Lyceum
Theatre, play in mouth. In and out of
cabs and cars, pedestrians and jehus, that
wonderful dog went directly to the box-
office of the theatre.

Frank Bunce, the business manager,
beheld him. “What has he got there?”
said he.

“A play,” said L

“Does he want me to read it?” said
Bunce.

“If you please,” I replied.

“Take it up-stairs to Mr. Frohman,”
said the business manager.

'"Twas done. Frohman read it. Heac-
cepted it and produced it. The play had
been written twenty years before for my
father by Madison Morton and Robert
Reece. They called it “Trade.” Froh-
man christened it ““ The Highest Bidder.”
The hero was an auctioneer who fell in
love with the daughter of a haughty bar-
onet; hence the conflict between Trade
and Birth. The play was a great success
and started both Dan Frohman and my-
self on the waters of prosperity. “Out of
the mouths of dogs cometh wisdom !

The structure and the dialogue of
“Trade” was rather old-fashioned and
stilted. David Belasco, the stage-man-
ager of the Lyceum, took it in hand to
doctor it and produce it. Belasco and I
worked with the fervor and enthusiasm
of youth. We both enjoyed our work;
we were both indefatigable. A great deal
of the dialogue I wrote myself as the days
of rehearsal went by. I was allowed great
liberty in that respect. LeMoyne and the
other actors were good comrades, and all
went as happily as could be. We all fan-
cied we were rather clever, when one day
Mr. Frohman came to see how we were
getting on. The very fires of enthusiasm
consumed us; we stood panting and ex-
hausted before our manager, strong in the
consciousness of work well done.

“Awful!” said he. “It is simply aw-
ful! The thing will be a shocking fail-
ure |”

Printing twelve feet high! Much talk
about the coming début of a new star;
much affectionate reminiscence in gen-

My Remembrances

erously inclined newspapers of that new
star’s old father. ‘‘These things have to
be lived up to. Atitagain!” Sam and I
and the two dogs and Belasco and our
sympathetic crew; day and night did we
rehearse and write and discuss. One
scene, the crucial scene of the play, con-
cerned an auction of the proud father’s
estate. The hero, the despised auction-
eer, buys in the property through an
agent who bids on the stage. “Going!
going!! gone!!!” cries the hero in the
auctioneer’s box.

“Who has bought ‘The Larches'?"”
weeps the heroine.

“I!” says the hero.

Consternation! Victory !
the villain! End of the act !

This scene was very intricate and what
we call “liney"; twelve or fourteen dif-
ferent people had to talk constantly in it;
extra people had to shout on exact cues
approval or disapproval, the thing had to
go like clockwork. The man working it
out might see his way to some successful
consummation, but to an onlooker, what
with interruptions, repetitions, pauses to
write things down or argue about them,
the prospect must have been hopeless and

Defeat of

the future black with disaster. Since Mr.
Frohman had said “Awful!’” we had
worked like so many devils. I had re-

written many scenes; especially had I
labored at the auction scene. So much
had it been changed and added to that
when the dress rehearsal came I had to
read the scene from my pages of manu-
script placed among papers on my auc-
tioneer’s desk. I had to pretend to drink
champagne during this scene. Refresh-
ments are being handed about at this par-
ticular auction; my clerk observing my
distraction and grief plies me with glasses
of wine. I insisted on having real cham-
pagne, so that we would get the real
“pop” when the cork was knocked out.
This pleased the rest of the cast; at
the dress rehearsal the scene was played
with enthusiasm. All the characters and
the extra people—the stage-hands, the
scene-painter, the stage-manager, when
Jack Hammerton said “T!"”—felt we had
earned each other’s esteem and admira-
tion, The third and last act was re-
hearsed. This consisted chiefly of love
scenes between the bashful hero and the
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lovely heroine. ‘“'Tis love that makes
the world go round,” said I to myself.
These scenes, since there were no lovers
in front to experience the gentle throes
and share the sweet madness, went sadly
enough at this dress rehearsal. When all

foot printing was not all in vain; “well,
how now? What do you think now?”
“Awful!” said Frohman. “It will bea
frightful failure !"
Belle Archer, the heroine, faded away
in tears; Archer, her hushand in real life

LYCEUM THEATRE,

DANIEL FROHMAN, - SoLe MANAGER.

- TUESDAY EVENING, JUNE 21, AT 8:30.
Mr. Frohman presents this Souvenir in Commemorauan

50th PERRORMARGE

TRE HIGHEST BIDBER,

A Comedy In Thres Acts, by Maddisen Morten and Roberl Renca.

V7%

CAST OF CHARACTERS.
LawrENCE THORNHILL, of * The Larches,”
Bonram CHEVIOT, of ** The Firs," his nmghbor,

SIr MUFFIN STRUGOLES, A Philanthropist,

Sir EVELYN GRAINE, Daronet, Ete, - -« Wf%&‘L
JosepH, Servant to Thornhill, £ - -
a7

PARKYN, - - - - - - % /,Z 5}5&-&12{3&(
FrANE Wicaine,™ - - - - - ¢ - Uf—e.s

5V
Seroeant Downgy, - Mo 7+
BivL, His Assistant, %Mv&ﬁ;;;.
Rose THORNHILL, Ce e e Bl J%—c«&%
Mrs, HowiTon Lacy, - s j".L i o

«

Loursa, Her Daoghier, a2 G{.;m Wm

SH#Sor=.

Jack HAMMERTON, of Hamnterton, Malle & Co., Londan,

ADT 1.—Hreakfast Roow of The Larclies, - -

AJT TL—Snlesroum nt Mammerton, Mallet & Co.'s, Londos,

ACT ITL—4cens |- Exterlor of The Larches, ** Sunoet.'
Scane €=The Gladn, “Twillight.”
Beene J—Same o8 meone I, “ Mooniight,™

- “The Bidder,"
+ “The High Bidder,”

* The Highest Bidder."

The Play edited by and uader the Stage Directlon of Mr. BELABCO.

Davio Brasco, Sage Mansger,

W. BeLLows, Ass'r Stage Mas, A
Gea. Evces, Au't Treas, = ol

E. G. Unirr, Scesic Ama,
Tues. Gossuan, Machine

Frawe D. Buwce, Treas
Exnpst Hoves, Lepder,

Cast of characters from the souvenir programme in commemoration
of the fiftieth performance of * The Highest Ridder."

was said and done and Jack Hammerton
had won the heroine, had bestowed his
first kiss upon her pouting lips, we stood
once more expectant of approval. Mr.
Frohman came down the aisle of the
theatre to the footlights. There stood
the sweet sweetheart of the play; there

Facsimile of autograph on the cover of the programme.

the delightful old comedy friend, Le-
Moyne; there the enthusiastic and con-
quering hero; there the gratified stage-
manager, Belasco.

“Well?” said I, my bosom swelling
with certain confidence that the twelve-

and the wicked baronet of the play, mut-
tered as only wicked baronets can; Le-
Moyne began to talk about the palmy
days of the drama; Belasco alluded to the
marvellous climate of California. For
one moment my heart sank within me.
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Mr. Frohman was retreating up the aisle,
He saw his first production in his new
theatre a finsco. Let us respect his reflec-
tions and draw a curtain over his grief.

I was up with the lark, “Trap!” said
[, as that restless fox-terrier jumped onto
my bed, “Trap, vou selected this play.”

S, e =

. Ji é

@ DA Tonnice

s -
P L. 1 e daspedep -

My Remembrances

breakfast-table excited much laughter,
thanks greatly to the excellent comedy of
Mr. LeMoyne. The curtain went down
to one call.

Where was Mr. Frohman? He did not
come behind with encouragement or ad-
vice. We knew not then, but afterward

£

Sketcheg by E, H. Sothern in the souvenir programie,

I made some little pen-and-ink sketches of which 1 was extremely provid.—Page a4,

“Bow-wow!"” said that animal with
extreme confidence.

“Booh-hoo!” boomed Death, the bull-
dog, in a deeper note, as who should say:
“Me, too!”

This was inspiring. Up and out and to
it again! Some few final touches, some
few words of advice and some parting in-
structions on the eve of battle, and we
were in for it,

The night was upon us. There we
were playing the play. The audience was
kind and generous. The first act, how-
ever, went quietly. The exposition was
a bit long, but one amusing scene at a

we knew. He had seen part of the first
act and had left the theatre in despair.
He had gone to the Ashland House across
the way. There on this hot summer
night, the windows in front of the theatre
being open, he could actually hear the
actors speaking on the stage; he could
hear the audience laugh and applaud
whenever they were so inclined. There
he sat on one of those well-remembered
rush-bottom chairs, the picture of wretch-
edness; Bunce, the business manager of
the theatre, on a chair beside him, glum,
silent, pale, desperate. These two, who
saw the fortunes of the theatre blasted,
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E. H. Sothern as Jack Hammerton in ** The Highest Bidder.’

sat with lips com-
pressed and chairs
tilted back, like men
whose doom was
sealed.

“What’s that?”
cried Frohman.

“My God! the the-
atre’s on fire!” cried
Bunce.

They rushed across
the street. The place
was in an uproar. Up
the stairs on either
side of the lobby they
sped, followed by the
police and several old
patrons of the hotel
across the way. Pass-
ers-by stopped and
stared. Some one
cried: “Sound the fire-
alarm!” In the the-
atre the audience
rocked and roared with applause. Shouts
of victory resounded in the air. Up went
the curtain again, and again, and vet
again. There was Jack Hammerton in
the auctioneer’s box, a bottle of cham-
pagne in one hand, a glass in the other,
his hair on end and wet with perspira-

Vor. LIX —y5
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tion, his collar wilted
and burst from his
collar-button, his
waistcoat undone, ges-
ticulating hysterically
as picture after pic-
ture came and went
again. Five calls, six
calls, seven! eight!
nine ! ten!

“Ten calls! What'’s
the matter with Soth-
ern?” whispered
Bunce.

“It’s that cham-
pagne! T knew it was
amistake ! said Froh-
man.

But it wasn't the
champagne at all. We
had lived up to the
printing—at least we
thought we had. The
last act went finely.
Frohman beamed like the morning sun;
the lovers loved like Love himself; the
audience plaved its part and all went
merry as a marriage bell. “The High-
est Bidder” wasa fine success. We began
at once to consider our next play.

An interviewer was asking me one day
393
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for a record of my modest achievements.
Said I “Any distinction to which I may
lav claim is not connected with the thea-
tre.  Acting is a side issue with me. My
chiel accomplishment in days to come
will be admitted to lie in the realms of in-
vention. L am an inventor,”

“What did vou invent ?” said the sur-
prised scribe.

“The London

mbrances

ing, an allowance of twenty-six pounds a
vear for his clothing, etcetera. Neither
Reece nor Morton had ever expected to
hear again of their play, “Trade,” which
they had sold to my father twenty years
gone by, and I thought it would please
them to know that at last it had been
played and had met with success. “We
must send them some of these souvenirs,”

said 1. ““How shall

messenger boy,” 1
replied. ‘It is en-
tirely owing to my
enterprise that
messenger boys
exist in London.™
I proceeded to
enlighten my inter-
locutor. When my
little play, “The
Highest Bidder,"”
had achieved the
distinction of a
fifty-night run in
New York during
the summer of
1886, Mr. Dan
Frohman and I, in
the pride and en-
thusiasm of victo-
Iy, got up a souve-
nir to celebrate the
occasion. I made
some little pen-
and-ink sketches
of the characters,
of which sketches I was extremely proud.
I said to my brother Sam one morning:
“T think we ought to send some of these
souvenirs to the authors of the play.”
John Madison Morton was a most prolific
writer of farces, “Box and Cox" being,
perhaps, his most famous one; and Rob-
ert Reece had for years and years written
the burlesques for the Gaiety Theatre,
London. At this time, Reece was an old
man, an inmate of the Charter House in
London. The Charter House is an hos-
pital and school founded in 1611 by Sir
Thomas Sutton. It was originally a Car-
thusian monastery established in 1371.
Tt is an asylum for poor brethren the num-
ber of whom is limited to eighty, and they
must be bachelors, members of the Church
of England, and fifty years old. Each
brother receives, besides food and lodg-

Srau e pdeasagrapit by Sarig,

Daniel Frohma

we doit?”

“Send a messen-
ger boy,” said my
brother.

I have before
remarked on the
astonishing acumen
and the strange
ability to see
through millstones
possessed by my
brother. The idea
immediately struck
me as not only fea-
sible but capable of
vast advertising
possibilities. In
those days, thirty
yvears ago, it was
still something of
an adventure to
cross the Atlantic.
I had, myself, only
recently been inter-
viewed because I
had gone to Lon-
don and back within twenty days. To-
day this is, of course, commonplace.

We rang the messenger call. A very
small boy responded. Said I: “I want
you to take this package and these two
letters to Mr. Robert Reece at the Char-
ter House, London, England.”

“Yes, sir,” said the boy without ex-
hibiting the slightest surprise. He took
the package and the letters and went
away.

“A remarkable boy ! said I.

*“ American,” said my brother.

We went over to Mr. Frohman and
told him of our plan. He was enthusias-
tic. The head man from the messenger
office came over to the Lyceum Theatre;
this was a matter of more than fifteen
cents. Arrangements were made through
the office of the Edwin H. Low Steamship

n about g1
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Agency. A ship sailed the next morning
and our messenger boy, named Eugene
B. Sanger, in a new uniform and looking
as though taking letters to Europe were
his daily duty, went his way.
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where one could obtain the service of one
of these veterans to perform many and
various duties; as a rule yvou sent a com-
missionaire in a cab! Sanger's visit was,
for our purposes of adverlising, made as

The old Lyceum Theatre, Fourth Avenue, New York City.

Up to the time of Sanger’s arrival in
London no messenger service existed;
any one who wished to send a message
either sent it by a cab or called for a com-
missionaire—that is, an old soldier disa-
bled from active service, retired on a pen-
sion, and whose progress as a Mercury
was aided by the loss of one arm or one
leg. There was a commissionaire’s office

public as possible. Buffalo Bill was at
that time giving an exhibition at Earls
Court; to him also was a souvenir sent,
and we soon received a photograph of
our boy surrounded by Buffalo Bill's In-
dians, cowboys, and other Wild West citi-
zens. Sanger’s mission te Morton and
Reece was discussed in the Daily Tele-
graph and other papers. Then a corre-
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spondence ensued as to the messenger
service in America; Sanger was inter-
viewed and discussed learnedly upon his
profession. Much argument to and fro
resulted.  His comings and goings were
chronicled and the establishment of a
messenger service was discussed and ad-
vocated.  Not long alterward it was ac-
tually instituted, and, as all the world
knows, you can call a messenger boy in
London to-day with the same facility that
vou can call one in New York.

This, I declare, is a sufficient claim to
immortality; here is a useful and really
necessary concomitant of daily existence,
which brings ease and peace and comfort
to thousands of people, which facilitates
intercourse in all business and pleasure—
a long-felt want supplied!| And who did
this thing? To whom is glory due?

To me! From the housetops I cry it!
I did it—Sam and 1.

Sanger’s visit was a triumphal progress.
On land and sea he was petted and en-
tertained, as though he had been a mes-
senger from Mars. He gave up being a
messenger boy and went on the stage; be-
came an actor, a writer, a manager, a man
of letters in more senses than one.

Said I to my newspaper friend:

“Here's a service which should arouse
the gratitude of mankind, and yet you
will persist in talking to me about my in-
consequential doings on the stage.”

“But,” said he, *'I was not aware you
had distinguished yourself in this line.”

“'Twas ever thus,” said I. * The rec-
ords of invention teem with the wrongful
wresting of reward from the patient in-
vestigator. Some other brow will wear
the laurel which should have been mine.
History, however, will vindicate my
claim.”

LETTARBLAIR

“Waar is a Lettarblair?” said Miss
Marguerite Merington to me one mem-
orable morning in 1387.

Said I: “Lettarblair is the name of a
cousin of mine, Lettarblair Litton, and it
is a first-rate name for the hero of your
play.”

We were talking in the sitting-room of
Miss Merington’s home on Grand Boule-
vard at 12oth Street, New York, whither
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T had journeyed carrying a letter of in-
troduction from that identical good fairy
who has flitted through these pages. She
had sped down Miss Merington’s chim-
ney, and, having waved her wand, Miss
Merington, a teacher of Greek in the
Normal School, at once became plagued
with a bee in her bonnet which buzzed
to her concerning many a fanciful scene
and many words of pretty wit and gentle
wisdom.

“You shall write a comedy,’ cried the
fairy, whereupon the teacher of Greek
seized a pencil and began.

She already had the matter in some
shape when I paid her this visit. Events
happen quickly when enthusiasts confer.
In one minute, Miss Merington’s hero,
who was a fiddler, absent-minded and a
dreamer of dreams, became, in the play of
her lively fancy, a soldier, an Irishman, a
man of action,

In two minutes he had changed his
name to Lettarblair from whatever it had
previously been, and in half an hour he
had become enmeshed in some very fas-
cinating adventures.

The play proceeded apace and soon
was in condition to submit to Mr. Daniel
Frohman.

The authoress and her fellow conspira-
tor, myself, awaited the manager's ver-
dict with impatience.

““ It is the worst play I have ever read,”
said he.

To many people this would have proved
a shock. To us it was merely a means of
perceiving that the play must be made
better.

The advice of Mr. Fred Williams was
sought. He was the stage-manager of the
Lyceum Theatre, a very dear old fellow
and a wise man in the ways of play-mak-
ing.

Mr. Williams, however, permitted him-
self on occasion to become somewhat the
slave of tradition. In a certain play, Mr.
Herbert Kelcey was called upon to enter
the room of a house in London. Mr. Wil-
liams, reading from his carefully prepared
manuscript, said:

“Enter Kelcey with a gun in his hand.
Property-man, where is that gun? Hand
it to Mr. Kelcey. Now, then, go on!
Enter with a gun in his hand.”

“Pardon me, Mr. Williams,” said Kel-



Eugene B. Sanger, the messenger boy sent to London to distribute souvenirs of * The Highest Bidder,"
photographed in London with the ** Buffalo Bill"" company.

1t is entirely owing to my enterprise that messenger Loys exist in London."—Fage 394.

397



308

cey, “but I don’t quite understand.
There is nothing in the play about a gun.
There is no reason that I perceive why I
should enter with a gun.”

Said Mr. Williams: “My dear boy,
there is no reason, but it makes an admi-
rable entrance.”

Mr. Williams smiled benignly upon us.
He read the play.

“T will copy it out,” said he; “perhaps
something may occur to me in the proc-
ess.

With much labor and in a hand re-
markable for its size and its clearness,
Mr. Williams copied out the play. We
were then called upon to hear his sugges-
tions.

Mr. Williams, with an all-embracing
smile and a most melliluous Dublin
brogue, began,

“T will read you a play,” said he,
“called "—here he considered sagely, and
then, as though the idea were his own and
an inspiration of the moment—"*‘Lettar-
blair’ "

“Yes,” said Miss Merington, “that is
my title.”

Mr. Williams ignored this remark.

“‘Lettarblair’!” said he. “I will call
my play ‘ Lettarblair.””

“My play!” said Miss Merington.

Mr. Williams read the names of the peo-
ple in the play. “There,” said he, beam-
ing upon us affectionately—"there you
have my cast of characters.”

“My cast of characters,” said Miss
Merington weakly.

He had reconstructed the comedy to
some extent, and many of his suggestions
and amendments were of importance.
But we were disconcerted by his most
amiable but insistent habit of alluding to
“my play.” However, that was merely a
figure of speech, and we soon dismissed
our misgivings. We both recognized the
value of Mr. Williams’s advice, and Miss
Merington went at it again.

In a few weeks another version was
submitted to Mr. Frohman.

“This play,” said he, “is impossible.
“I have never read such a bad play.”

Again Miss Merington and I departed
and again we consulted Mr. Williams,
who once more copied out the manuseript
and once more read us “ ks’ play.

This happened a third and a fourth
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time, until two vears had passed. At
length T declared to Mr. Frohman that I
wanted to put the play in rehearsal, but
he was obdurate and would have none
of it.

Things looked badly for ““ Lettarblair,”
and I had to write to the good fairy to
say that I must abandon the conflict.
Not so the good fairy, however. She
went to Buzzards Bay with the manu-
script and its author, who read it to Mr.
Joseph Jefferson, the fairy hovering by.
Mr. Jefferson said it was charming and
wrote to me recommending that I should
consider the matter further. But I was
now embarked on other enterprises and
my enthusiasm had grown cold. How-
ever, when Mr. Jefferson began his en-
gagement with Mr. Florence at the Gar-
den Theatre, in New York, I placed the
play in rehearsal.

Lettarblair’s Irish brogue and many
very witty lines, a beautiful new British
soldier's uniform and some charming love
scenes were all very well; but there was
no doubt that the story lacked form and
backbone and plausibility.

For many days we struggled valiantly.
Mr. Jefferson came to several of our re-
hearsals and offered valuable suggestions,
but the members of the cast, all old and
eager comrades though they were, felt
that the play was incoherent and incom-
plete. Still, T determined to try it at a
matinée.

“I won't buy a single stick of scenery
for it,” said Mr. Frohman.

“I will do it with what is in the thea-
tre,” said I, “with the exception of one
small front scene, and all T want for that
is the table with the bench around it
which one sees in Marcus Stone’s pic-
ture.”

“What will it cost?” said Mr. Froh-
man.

“ About fifty dollars,” said 1.

“It is too much,” said he. “It would
be throwing away the money.”

I consulted the carpenter and the
scene-painter.

“We can do it for thirty dollars,” I
said.

“Well, go ahead !” said Mr. Frohman,
and it is a fact that “Lettarblair” was
produced for thirty dollars.

The people wore the clothes they al-
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E. H. Sothern as Captain Lettarblair Litton.

I, of course, had to purchass that beautiful unilorm.

ready possessed, but I, of course, had to
purchase that beautiful uniform.

Now we went to work in earnest.

In Act IT the heroine has an interview
with the hero in his rooms at the barracks.
This interview is the real crux of the play,
and certain matters are there discussed on
which hang the future conduct of the
story.

One day I stopped at rehearsal.

Said I: ““Miss Merington, here is the
great difficulty. T have felt at each re-
hearsal that this scene is unreal, untrue.
It couldn’t happen. The girl would not
remain in the man’s rooms after the exit

of the others, and if she did remain she
would leave the instant that Lettarblair,
with whom she has quarrelled, should
enter.”

*“She must remain, though,” said Miss
Merington, ‘‘or there is no play.”

“But we must make her remaining nec-
essary. How will you make it absolute-
ly necessary for her to stay—necessary
for her to hear against her will Lettar-
blair's explanation and his protestation
of love? There is every reason why she
should go and no reason why she should
stay.”

Here we were at a standstill, for unless
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this could be mended the whole play fell
down,

“1 have it,” said I. “She must get her
dress caught in the door.”

“But she could turn the handle and
release it.”

“There must be no handle. A few mo-
ments previous to this, some character
must open the door and the handle must
come off. Tt must roll a litile distance
down the stage. Shortly the heroine
turns to take a last look at the scene,
standing so that her dress is between the
door and the frame of the door. The per-
son who has just gone off shuts the door
and her frock is caught. She is a pris-
oner.”

¢ She could pick up the handle.”

“No, it is too far from her, and here is
where we have a splendid comedy scene.
She must try to reach the handle. She
calls for the others to open the door. They
are too far away to hear her. She takes
that sword there and tries to reach the
handle. She can barely touch it. She
puts the scabbard on the end of the sword-
blade, she touches the handle, but, ah!
the scabbard falls off and she cannot get
it again. She moves to take off her frock
when Lettarblair enters. She demands
the handle. He perceives her dilemma
and his own opportunity. He laughs,
takes a chair, sits down in front of her,
and there is the interview which she has
to take part in whether she will or no.”

Then and there the whole scene was
acted out and entirely rewritten. Every-
thing became not only possible but con-
vincing and inevitable. The play rapidly
developed in every direction, and in a few
days, at our dress rehearsal, our hopes ran
high.

This particular scene at the first per-
formance proved a fine success, and when
the heroine was relieved from her predic-
ament just as Lettarblair, pleading his
cause and trying to undo the Gordian
knot which the authoress had skilfully
tied, took the rebellious lady in his arms:
when the door was burst open from with-
out, the heroine released and the climax
of the act shortly after achieved, Miss
Merington knew that her comedy was
victorious. Soon the play was put' on at
night and ran for a year.

This incident does not belong to the
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chapter of accidents, but is one of those
opportunities begot of endeavor; for ob-
stacles present themselves to the adven-
turer merely to be overcome, and of such
conquests events are born. Thus was my
father confronted with the impossible
task of making the original part of Lord
Dundreary a great or even a good char-
acter study when that emergency which
rendered him desperate proved to be his
salvation.

On the occasion of the first dress re-
hearsal of Justin McCarthy's play, “If I
Were King,” Mr. Daniel Frohman pro-
nounced a judgment which undoubtedly
secured the success of that drama. In the
original version the heroine, Katherine
de Vaucelles, was aware during the en-
tire second and third acts that the new
grand constable was actually the Fran-
cois Villon of Act, I and the interest cen-
tred in her observation of the toss-pot
poet’s regeneration before her very eyes,
and his transformation from a rascal to
a counsellor and commander of the king’s
army constituted the chief interest of these
acts.

“These acts have no movement what-
ever,” said Mr. Frohman when Mr. Mc-
Carthy and T joined him in the audito-
rium on the fall of the curtain. “There
is no suspense. That long recitation of
‘Where are the snows of vesterday’ is
extraneous, tiresome. There is no drama
behind it. There is no conflict. The
moment the curtain rises, we know the
heroine is about to surrender to the hero,
and when she succumbs at last we have
anticipated it for an hour and a half.
There is no surprise, no victory over ob-
stacles, no achievement, no opposition.”

Mr. McCarthy looked exceedingly
blue.

I myself saw that Mr. Frohman’s ob-
jection was just, but perceived no remedy.

“Were you not interested in the love
scene?’’ I asked.

“No, not a bit,” said Mr. Frohman.

“Why not?”

“The hercine’s submission is a fore-
gone conclusion.”

“The poem is beautiful.”

“Perhaps, but since she already ad-
mires the hero, all his wooing in verse
seems superfluous. The action drags. If
we knew that he was luring her into a
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trap with all his honeyed talk, and if,
when she had declared her love for him,
she should discover for the first time that
this magnificent grand constable is in
fact no other than the ragged vagabond
of the first act, then you would have a
dramatic situation; we in front would be
aware throughout acts two and three that
this revelation was pending, was threat-
ening, and we would watch the rhyme-
ster’s wooing of the haughty lady with
keen anticipations, we would look for-
ward to her anger, her scorn, and her de-
nunciation.”

“You mean that she must not know
who the new grand constable really is?”

“Of course she must not.”

“Who shall betray him?”

“He must confess.”

“But that is the plot of the ‘Lady of
Lyons.” That is exactly what Claude
Melnotte does.”

“What does that matter? Sucha reve-
lation is one of the thirty-six situations of
Gozzi. Novelty consists not so much in
situation as in treatment.”

The wisdom of these remarks was evi-
dent.

That night Mr. McCarthy rewrote the
scenes of the third act. The alterations
were surprisingly simple.

The next day we rchearsed the new
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version. The love scene, the poem, the
wooing, all assumed a new interest. Iv-
ery word and glance which now drew the
heroine more and more into the mesh
of love increased the excitement of the
auditor, and when Villon, having won her
heart, confessed that he was the vaga-
bond poet and Katherine denounced him
for his perfidy, the strength of the situa-
tion was intense.

Thus did a grave fault beget a great
excellence.

Some time after the success of the play

With the Allies in Salonika

Mr. McCarthy said: “That was a lucky
thought of mine, that change at the end
of the third act.”

A lady who had been present at the
dress rehearsal laughed scornfully. “¥our
thought ! said she. “Why, the idea was
mine.”

“Really,” said I, “it is immaterial, but
in mere justice to myself and in the cause
of truth and history T must declare that
the suggestion was mine.”

Such is the ingratitude of the victori-
ous.

WITH THE ALLIES IN SALONIKA
BY RICHARD HARDING DAVIS

TLLUSTRATIONS FROM PHOTOGRAPHS BY THE AUTHOR AND OTHERS

F it is true that happy are
the people without a his-
tory, then Salonika should
be thoroughly miserable.
Some people make history;
: = others have history thrust

upon them. Ever since the world began

Salonika has had history thrust upon her.
She aspired only to be a great trading sea-
port. She was content to be the place
where the caravans from the Balkans met

the ships from the shores of the Mediter-

ranean, Egvpt, and Asia Minor. Her
wharfs were counters across which they
could swap merchandise. All she asked
was to be allowed to change their money.
Instead of which, when any two nations
of the Near Last went to the mat to settle
their troubles, Salonika was the mat. If
any country within a thousand-mile ra-
dius declared war on any other country
in any direction whatsoever, the armies
of both belligerents clashed at Salonika.
They not only used her as a door-mat, but
they used her hills to the north of the city
for their battle-field. Tn the fighting, Sa-
lonika took no part. She merely loaned
the hills. But she knew, whichever side
won, two things would happen to her.
She would pay a forced loan and sub-
scribe to an entirely new religion. Three
hundred years before Christ, the people
of Salonika worshipped the mysterions
gods who had their earthly habitation on
the island of Thasos. The Greeks ejected
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them, and erected altars to Apollo and
Aphrodite, the Egyptians followed and
taught Salonika to fear Serapis; then
came Roman gods and Roman generals;
and then St. Paul. The Jews set up syna-
gogues, the Mohammedans reared min-
arets, the Crusaders restored the cross,
the Tripolitans restored the crescent, the
Venetians re-restored Christianity. Ro-
mans, Greeks, Byzantines, Persians,
Franks, Egyptians, and Barbary pirates,
all, at one time or another, invaded Sa-
lonika. She was the butcher’s block upon
which they carved history. Some ruled
her only for months, others for years. Of
the monuments to the religions forced
upon her, the most numerous to-day
are the synagogues of the Jews and the
mosques of the Mohammedans., It was
not only fighting men who invaded Sa-
lonika. Ttaly can count her great earth-
quakes on one hand; the United States
on one finger. But a resident of Salonika
does not speak of the “year of the earth-
quake.” For him, it saves time to name
the years when there was no earthquake.
Each of those years was generally ““the
year of the great fire.” If it wasn’t one
thing, it was another. If it was not a
tidal wave, it was an epidemic; if it was
not a war, it was a blizzard. The trade of
Asia Minor flows into Salonika and with
it carries all the plagues of Egypt. Epi-
demics of cholera in Salonika used to be as
common as yellow fever in Guayaquil.
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Those vears the cholera came the people
abandoned the seaport and lived on the
plains north of Salonika, in tents. If the
cholera spared them, the city was swept
by fire; if there was no fire, there came a
great frost. Salonika is in the same lati-
tude as Naples, Madrid, and New York;
and New York is not unacquainted with
blizzards. Since the seventeenth century,
last winter was said to be the coldest Sa-
lonika has ever known. T was not there
in the seventeenth century, but am will-
ing to believe that statement, not only to
believe it, but to swear toit. Of the frost
in 1657 the Salonikans boast the cold was
so severe that to get wood the people de-
stroyed their houses. Last winter, when
on the English and French front in Ser-
via, T saw soldiers using the same kind of
fire-wood. They knew that a mud house
that is held together with beams and raft-
ers can be rebuilt, but that you cannot
rebuild frozen toes and fingers.

In thrusting history upon Salonika the
last few years have been especially busy.
They gave her a fire that destroyed a
great part of the city, and between 1911
and 1914 two cholera epidemics, the Ttal-
ian-Turkish War, which, as Salonika was
then Turkish, robbed her of hundreds of
her best men, the Balkan-Turkish War,

and the Second Balkan War. In this Sa-
lonika was part of the spoils, and Greece
and Bulgaria fought to possess her. The
Greeks won, and during one year she was
at peace. Then, in 1914, the Great War
came, and Servia sent out an S, O, S, call
to her Allies. At the Dardanelles, not
eighteen hours away, the French and
English heard the call. But to reach
Servia by the shortest route they must
disembark at Salonika, a port belonging
to Greece, a neutral power; and in mov-
ing north from Salonika into Servia they
must pass over fifty miles of neutral Greek
territory. To do this, Venizelos, prime-
minister of Greece, gave them permis-
sion. King Constantine, to preserve his
neutrality, disavowed the act of his repre-
sentative, and Venizelos resicned. From
the point of view of the Allies, the dis-
avowal came too late. As soon as they
had received permission from the recog-
nized Greek Government, they started,
and, leaving the King and Venizelos to
fight it out between them, landed at Sa-
lonika. The inhabitants received them
calmly. The Greek officials, the colonel
commanding the Greek troops, the Greek
captain of the port, and the Greek collec-
tor of customs may have been upset; but
the people of Salonika remained calm.
403
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They were used to it. Foreign troops
were always landing at Salonika. The
Oldest Inhabitant could remeniber, among
others, those of Alexander the Great,
Mark Antony, Constantine, the Sultan
Murad, and several hundred thousand
French and English who, over theirarmor,

With the Allies in Salonika

stone steps leading down to the rowboats.
Along this quay runs the principal street,
and on the side of it that faces the harbor,
in an unbroken row, are the hotels, the
houses of the rich Turks and Jews, clubs,
restaurants, cafés, and moving-picture
theatres. At night, when these places are
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From the water-front Salonika climbs steadily up-hill —Page 4os.

wore a red cross.  So he was not surprised
when, after seven hundred vears, the
French and English returned, still wear-
ing the red cross.

One of the greatest assets of those who
live in a seaport city i3 a view of their
harbor. As a rule, that view is hidden
from them by zinc sheds on the wharfs
and warehouses. But in Salonika the
water-front belongs to evervbody. To
the north it encloses the harbor in a great
half-moon that from tip to tip measures
three miles. At the western tip of this
crescent are tucked away the wharfs for
the big steamers, the bonded warehouses,
the customs, the goods-sheds. The rest
of the water-front is open to the people
and to the small sailing vessels. For over
amile it is bordered by a stone quay, with

blazing with electric lights, the curving
water-front is as bright as Broadway—
but Broadway with one-half of the street
in darkness. On the dark side of the
street, to the quay, are moored hundreds
of sailing vessels. Except that they are
painted and gilded differently, they look
like sisters. They are fat, squat sisters
with the lines of half a cantaloupe. Each
has a single mast and a lateen-sail, like
the Italian felucca and the sailing boats of
the Nile. When they are moored to the
quay and the sail is furled, each yard-arm,
in a graceful, sweeping curve, slants down-
ward. Against the sky, in wonderful con-
fusion, they follow the edge of the hali-
moon; the masts a forest of dead tree
trunks, the slanting yards giant quill
pens dipping into an ink-well. Their
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hulls are rich in gilding and in colors:
green, red, pink, and blue. At night the
electric signs of a moving-picture palace
on the opposite side of the street illumi-
nate them from bow to stern. It is one of
those bizarre contrasts you find in the
Near East. On one side of the street a
perfectly modern hotel, on the other a
boat unloading fish, and in the street it-
self, with French automobiles and trolley-
cars, men who still are beasts of burden,
who know no other way of carrying a bale
or a box than upon their shoulders. In
Salonika even the trolley-car is not with-
out its contrast. One of our * Jim Crow "’
street-cars would puzzle a Turk. He
would not understand why we separate
the white and the black man. But his
own street-car is also subdivided. In
each there are four seats that can be hid-
den by a curtain. They are for the wom-
en of his harem.

From the water-front Salonika climbs
steadily up-hill to the row of hills that
form her third and last line of defense.
On the hill upon which the city stands
are the walls and citadel built in the
fifteenth century by the Turks, and in
which, when the city was invaded, the in-
habitants sought refuge. In aspect it is
medi@val; the rest of the city is modern
and Turkish. The streets are very nar-
row; in many the second stories overhang
them and almost touch, and against the
sky-line rise many minarets. But the
Turks do not predominate. They have
their quarter, and so, too, have the French
and the Jews. In numbers the Jews ex-
ceed all the others. They form 56 per
cent of a population composed of Greeks,
Turks, Armenians, Bulgarians, Egyp-
tians, French, and Italians. The Jews
came to Salonika the year America was
discovered. To avoid the Inquisition
they fled from Spain and Portugal and
brought their language with them; and
after five hundred years it still obtains.
It has been called the Esperanto of the
Salonikans. For the small shopkeeper,
the cabman, the waiter, it is the common
tongue. In such surroundings it sounds
most curious. When, in a Turkish res-
taurant, you order a dinner in the same
words you last used in Vera Cruz, and the
dinner arrives, it seems uncanny. But,
in Salonika, the language most generally
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spoken is French. Among so many dil-
ferent races they found, if they hoped to
talk business—and a Greek, an Armenian,
and a Jew are not averse to talking husi-
ness—i common longue was necessary.
So, all those who are educated, even most
sketchily, speak French. The greater
number of newspapers are in French; and
notices, advertisements, and official an-
nouncements are printed in that language.
It makes life in Salonika difficult. When
a man attacks you in Turkish, Yiddish, or
Greek, and you cannot understand him,
there is some excuse, but when he instant-
ly renews the attack in both French and
Spanish, it is disheartening. It makes
vou regret that when you were in college
the only foreign language you studied
was football signals.

At any time, without the added pres-
ence of 100,000 Greeks and 170,000
TFrench and English, Salonika appears
overpopulated. This is partly because
the streets are narrow and because in the
streets everybody gathers to talk, eat, and
trade. As in all Turkish cities, nearly ev-
ery shop is an “open shop.” The coun-
ter is where the window ought to be, and
opens directly upon the sidewalk. A man
does not enter the door of a shop, he
stands on the sidewalk, which is only
thirty-six inches wide, and makes his pur-
chase through the window. This causes
a crowd to collect. Partly because the
man is blocking the sidewalk, but chiefly
because there is a chance that something .
may be bought and paid for. In normal
times, if Salonika is ever normal, she has
a population of 120,000, and every one
of those 120,000 is personally interested
in any one else who engages, or may be
about to engage, in a money transaction.
In New York, if a horse falls down there is
at once an audience of a dozen persons; in
Salonika the downfall of a horse is no-
body's business, but a copper coin chang-
ing hands is evervbody's. Of this local
characteristic, John T. McCutcheon and
T made a careful study; and the result of
our investigations produced certain sta-
tistics. If in Salonika you buy a news-
paper from a newsboy, of the persons
passing, two will stop; if at an open shop
you buy a package of cigarettes, five peo-
ple will look over your shoulders; if you
pay your cab-driver his fare, you block
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the sidewalk; and if you try to change a
hundred-franc note, you cause a riot, In
each block there are nearly a half-dozen
money-changers; they sit in little shops
as narrow as a doorway, and in front of
them is a show-case filled with all the mon-
eysof the world. Itisnot alone the sight
of your hundred-franc note that enchants
the crowd. That collects the crowd; but
what holds the crowd is that it knows
there are twenty different kinds of money,
all current in Salonika, into which your
note can be changed. And they know
the money-changer knows that and that
you do not. So each man advises you.
Not because he does not want to see you
cheated—Dbetween you and the money-
changer he is neutral—but because he can
no more keep out of a money deal than
can a fly pass a sugar-bowl.

The men on the outskirts of the crowd
ask: “What does he offer?”

The lucky ones in the front-row seats
call back: “A hundred and eighteen
drachmas.” The rear ranks shout with
indignation: “Itisrobbery!” “Itisbe-
cause he changes his money in Venizelos
Street.” “He is paying the money-
changer’s rent.”  “In the Jewish quarter
they are giving nineteen.” *“He is too
lazy to walk two miles for a drachma.”
“Then let him go to the Greek, Papana-
stassion.”

A man in a fez whispers to you impres-
sively: “La livre turque est encore d'un
usage fort courant. La valeur au pair est
de francs vingt-deux.” But at this the
Armenian shrieks violently. He scorns
Turkish money and advises Italian lire.
At the idea of lire the crowd howl. They
hurl at you instead francs, piastres, pa-
ras, drachmas, lepta, metaliks, mejidie,
centimes, and English shillings. The
money-changer argues with them gravely.
He does not send for the police to drive
them away. He does not tell them:
“This is none of your business.” He
knows better. In Salonika, it is their
business. In Salonika, after money the
thing of most consequence is conversa-
tion. Men who are talking always have
the right of way. When two men of Sa-
lonika are seized with a craving for con-
versation, they feel, until that craving is
satisfied, nothing else is important. So,
when the ruling passion grips them, no
matter where they may meet, they stop
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dead in their tracks and talk. If possible
they select the spot where by standing
still they can cause the greatest amount
of inconvenience to the largest number of
people. They do not withdraw from the
sidewalk. On the contrary, as best suited
for conversation, they prefer the middle of
it, the doorway of a café, or the centre
aisle of a restaurant. Of the people who
wish to pass they are as unconscious as a
Chinaman smoking opium is unconscious
of the sightseers from up-town. That they
are talking is all that counts. They feel
every one else should appreciate that.
Because the Allies failed to appreciate it,
they gained a reputation for rudeness. A
French car, flying the flag of the general,
a squad of Tommies under arms, a motor-
cyclist carrying despatches could not un-
derstand that a conversation on a street
crossing was a sacred ceremony. So they
shouldered the conversationalists aside,
or splashed them with mud. It was
intolerable. Had they stamped into a
mosque in their hobnailed boots, on ac-
count of their faulty religious training,
the Salonikans might have excused them.
But that a man driving an ambulance full
of wounded should think he had the right
to disturb a conversation that was block-
ing the traffic of only the entire water-
front was a discourtesy no Salonikan
could comprehend.

The wonder was that among so many
mixed races the clashes were so few. In
one place seldom have people of so many
different nationalities met, and with in-
terests so absolutely opposed. It was a
situation that would have been serious
had it not been comic. For causing it, for
permitting it to continue, Greece was re-
sponsible. Her position was not happy.
She was between the Allies and the
Kaiser. Than Greece, no country is more
vulnerable from an attack by sea; and if
she offended the Allies, their combined
fleets at Malta and Lemnos could seize
all her little islands and seaports. If she
offended the Kaiser, he would send the
Bulgarians into eastern Thrace and take
Salonika, from which only two years be-
fore Greece had dispossessed them. Her
position was indeed most difficult. As the
barber at the Grande Bretagne in Athens
told me: “Tt makes me a headache.”

On many a better head than his it had
the same effect. King Constantine, he-
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cause he believed it was best for Greece,
wanted to keep his country neutral. But
after Venizelos had invited the Allies to
make a landing-place, and a base for their
armies, at Salonika, Greece was no longer
neutral. If our government invited 170,-
ooo German troops to land at Portland,
and through Maine invade Canada, our
neutrality would be lost. The neutrality
of Greece was lost, but Constantine would
not see that. He hoped, although 170,000
fighting men are not easy to hide, that the
Kaiser also would not see it. It was a
very forlorn hope. The Allies also cher-
ished a hope. It was that Constantine
not only would look the other way while
they slipped across his country, but would
cast off all pretense of neutrality and join
them. So, as far as was possible, they
avoided giving offense. They assisted
him in his pretense of neutrality. And
that was what caused the situation. It
was worthy of a comic opera. Before the
return of the allied troops to Salonika,
there were on the neutral soil of Greece,
divided between Salonika and the front
in Servia, 110,000 French soldiers and
60,000 British. Of these, 100,000 were in
Salonika. The advanced British base was
at Doiran and the French advanced base
at Strumnitza railroad station. In both
places martial law existed. But at the
main base, at Salonika, both armies were
under the local authority of the Greeks.
They submitted to the authority of the
Greeks because they wanted to keep up
the superstition that Salonika was a neu-
tral port; when the mere fact that they
were there, proved she was not. It wasa
situation almost unparalleled in military
history. At the base of a French and of
a British army, numbering together 170,-
coo men, the eenerals who commanded
them possessed less local authority than
one Greek policeman. They were guests.
They were invited guests of the Greek,
and they had no more right to object to
his other guests or to rearrange his house
rules than would you have the right, when
a guest in a strange club, to discharge the
servants. The Allies had in the streets
military police; but they held authority
only over soldiers of their own country;
they could not interfere with a Greek
soldier, or with a civilian of any nation,
and even the provost guard sent out at
night was composed not alone of French
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and English but of an equal number of
Greeks. I often wondered in what lan-
guage they issued commands. As an in-
stance of how strictly the Allies recog-
nized the authority of the neutral Greek,
and how jealously he guarded it, there was
the case of the Entente Café. The pro-
prietor of the Entente Café was a Greek.
A British soldier was ill treated in his café,
and by the British commanding officer the
place, so far as British soldiers and sail-
ors were concerned, was declared “out of
bounds.” A notice to that effect was
hung in the window. Butit wasa Greek
policeman who placed it there.

In matters much more important, the
fact that the Allies were in a neutral sea-
port greatly embarrassed them. They
were not allowed to censor news des-
patches nor to examine the passports of
those who arrived and departed. The
question of the censorship was not so seri-
ous as it might appear. General Sarrail
explained to the correspondents what
might and what might not be sent, and
though what we wrote was not read in Sa-
lonika by a French or British censor, Gen-
eral Sarrail knew it would be read by
censors of the Allies at Malta, Rome,
Paris, and London. Any news despatch
that, unscathed, ran that gantlet, while it
might not help the Allies certainly would
not harm them. One cablegram of three
hundred words, sent by an American cor-
respondent, after it had been blue-pen-
cilled by the Greek censors in Salonika
and Athens, and by the four allied cen-
sors, arrived at his London office consist-
ing entirely of “and’s" and “the's.” So,
if not from their censors, at least from the
correspondents, the Allies were protected.
But against the really serious danger of
spies they were helpless. In New York
the water-fronts are guarded. Unless he
is known, no one can set foot upon a
wharf. Night and day, against spies and
German military attachés bearing explo-
sive bombs, steamers loading munitions
are surrounded by police, watchmen, and
detectives. But in Salonika the wharfs
were as free to any one as a park bench.
To suppose spies did not avail themselves
of this opportunity is to insult their intel-
ligence. They swarmed. In solid forma-
tion German, Austrian, Bulgarian, and
Turkish spies lined the quay. Forevery
landing-party of bluejackets they formed
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a committee of welcome. Of every man,
eun, horse, and box of ammunition that
came ashore they kept tally. On one side
of the wharf stood “P. N. T. O.,” Prin-
cipal Naval Transport Officer, in gold
biraid, ribbons, and armlet, keeping an eye
on every box of shell, gun-carriage, and
caisson that was swung from a transport,
and twenty feet from him, and keeping
count with him, would be two dozen spies.
And, to make it worse, the P. N. T. O.
knew they were spies. The cold was in-
tense and wood so scarce that to obtain
it men used to row out two miles and col-
lect the boxes thrown overboard from
the transports and battleships. Half of
these men had but the slightest interest
in kindling-wood; they were learning the
position of each battleship, counting her
cuns, noting their calibre, counting the
men crowding the rails of the transports,
reading the insignia on their shoulder-
straps, and, as commands and orders were
wigwagged from ship to ship, writing
them down. Other spies took the trouble
to disguise themselves in rags and tur-
hans, and, mixing with the Tommies, sold
them sweetmeats, fruit, and cigarettes.
The spy told the Tommy he was his ally,
a Servian refugee; and Tommy, or the
poilu, to whom Bulgarians, Turks, and
Servians all laok alike, received him as a
comrade.

“You had a rough passage from Mar-
seilles,” ventures the spy. “We come
from the peninsula,” says Tommy.
“Three thousand of you on such a lit-
tle ship!" exclaims the sympathetic Ser-
vian. “You must have been crowded !”
“Crowded as hell,” corrects Tommy,
“because there are five thousand of us.”
Over these common spies were master
spies, Turkish and German officers from
Berlin and Constantinople. They sat in
the same restaurants with the French and
English officers.  They were in mufti, but
had they appeared in uniform, while it
might have led to a riot in this neutral
port, they would have been entirely with-
in their rights.

The clearing-houses for the spies were
the consulates of Austria, Turkey, and
Germany. From there what information
the spies turned in was forwarded to the
front. The Allies were helpless to pre-
vent. How helpless may be judged from
these quotations that are translated from
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Phos, a Greek newspaper published daily
in Salonika and which any one could
buy in the streets: “The English and
French forces mean to retreat. VYester-
day six trains of two hundred and forty
wagons came from the front with mu-
nitions."”

“The Allies' first line of defense will
be at Soulowo, Doiran, Goumenitz. At
Topsin and Zachouna intrenchments have
not yet been started, but strong positions
have been taken up at Chortiatis and
Nihor.”

“Yesterday the landing of British rein-
forcements continued, amounting to 15,
ooo. The guns and munitions were out
of date. The position of the Allies’
battleships has been changed. They are
now inside the harbor.”

The most exacting German General
Staff could not ask for better service than
that! When the Allies retreated from
Servia into Salonika every one expected
the enemy would pursue; and thousands
fled from the city. But the Germans
did not pursue, and the reason may
have been because their spies kept them
so well informed. If you hold four
knaves and, by stealing a look at your
opponent’s hand, see he has four kings,
to attempt to fight him would be sui-
cide. So, in the end, the very freedom
with which the spies moved about Sa-
lonika may have been for good. They
may have prevented the loss of many
lives.

During these strenuous days the posi-
tion of the Greek army in Salonika was
most difficult. There were of their sol-
diers nearly as many as there were French
and British combined, and they resented
the presence of the foreigners in their new
city and they showed it. But they could
not show it in such a way as to give of-
fense, because they did not know but that
on the morrow with the Allies they would
be fighting shoulder to shoulder. And
then, again, they did not know but that
on the morrow they might be with the
Germans and fighting against the Allies,
gun to gun,

Not knowing just how they stood with
anybody, and to show they resented the
invasion of their newly won country by
the Allies, the Greeks tried to keep proud-
ly aloof. In this they failed. For any
one to flock by himself in Salonika was
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impossible. Ina long experience of cities
swamped by conventions, inaugurations,
and coronations, of all T ever saw, Sa-
lonika was the most deeply submerged.
During the Japanese-Russian War the
Japanese told the correspondents there
were no horses in Corea, and that before
leaving Japan each should supply himself
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a ticket speculator disgorges a front-row
seat, and the ship’s doctor sells you a
berth in the sick bay. But in Salonika
the rule failed. As already explained, Sa-
lonika always is overcrowded. Suddenly,
added to her 120,000 peoples, came 110,-
oovo Greek soldiers, their officers, and
with many of them their families, 6o,-

From a photagraph, copyright by Awserican Press Adrsociation,

The quay from which spies watched the Allies disembark

with one. Dinwiddie refused to obey.
The Japanese warned him if he did not
take a pony with him he would be forced
to accompany the army on foot.

“There will always,”” replied Dinwid-
die, “be a pony in Corea for Dinwiddie.”
It became a famous saying. When the
alarmist tells you all the rooms in all the
hotels are engaged; that people are sleep-
ing on cots and billiard-tables; that there
are no front-row seats for the Follies, no
berths in any cabin of any steamer, re-
mind yourself that there is always a pony
in Corea for Dinwiddie. The rule is that
the hotel clerk discovers a vacant room,

Vor. LIX.—47

ocoo British soldiers and sailors, 110,000
French soldiers and sailors, and no one
knows how many thousand Servian sol-
diers and refugees, both the rich and the
destitute. The population was quadru-
pled; and four into one you can’t. Four
men cannot with comfort occupy a cot
huilt for one, four men at the same time
cannot sit on the same chair in a restau-
rant, four men cannot stand on that spot
in the street where previously there was
not room enough for one. Still less possi-
ble is it for three military motor-trucks to
occupy the space in the street originally
intended for one small donkey. Of Sa-
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lonika, a local French author has written:
“When one enters the city he is conscious
of a cry, continuous and piercing. A cry
unique and monotonous, always resem-
bling itself. 1t is the clamor of Salonika.”

Every one who has visited the East,
where every one lives in the streets, knows
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Teyang Teyah''; by the tin horns of the
trolley-cars, the sirens of automobiles, the
warning whistles of steamers, of steam-
launches, of donkey-engines; the creaking
of cordage and chains on cargo-hoists, and
by the voices of 300,000 men speaking
different languages, and each, that he

may be heard above it,

E '
1
|

From a photograph by the awthor,

Headguarters of the French commander in Grevac, Servia.

the sound. It is like the murmur of a
stage mob. Imagine, then, that * clamor
of Salonika’ increased by the rumble and
roar over the huge paving-stones of thou-
sands of giant motor-trucks; by the beat
of the iron-shod hoofs of cavalry, the iron-
shod boots of men marching in squads,
companies, regiments, the shrieks of peas-
ants herding flocks of sheep, goats, tur-
keys, cattle; the shouts of bootblacks,
boatmen, sweetmeat venders; newshoys
crying the names of Greek papers that
sound like “Hi hippi hippi hi,” “ Teyang

e

—— adding to the tumult. For
‘ once the alarmist was right.
There were no rooms in any
hotel. Early in the rush
John McCutcheon, Wil-
liam G. Sheppard, John
Bass, and James H. Hare
had taken the quarters left
vacant by the Austrian
Club in the Hotel Olympus.
The room was vast and
overlooked the principal
square of the city, where
every Salonikan met to
talk, and the only Janding-
place on the quay. From
the balcony vou could pho-
tograph, as they made fast,
not forty feet from you, ev-
ery cutter, gig, and launch
of every warship. The late
Austrian Club became the
headquarters for lost and
strayed Americans. For
four nights, before I se-
cured a room to myself by
buying the hotel, T slept
on the sofa. It was two
feet too short, but T was
very fortunate. Qutside,
in the open halls, on cots
were English, French,
Greck, and Servian officers.
The place looked like a
military hospital. The
main salon, gilded and be-
mirrored, had lost its identity. At the
end overlooking the water-front were Ser-
vian ladies taking tea, in the centre of the
salon at the piano a little Greek girl tak-
ing a music lesson; and at the other end,
on cots, officers from the trenches and
Servian officers who had escaped through
the snows of Albania, their muddy boots,
uniforms, and swords flung on the floor,
slept the drugged sleep of exhaustion.
Meals were a continuous performance
and interlocked. Except at midnight,
dining-rooms, cafés, and restaurants were
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never aired, never swept, never emply.
The dishes were seldom washed; the
waiters—never. People succeeded each
other at table in relays, one group giving
their order while the other was paving
the bill. To prepare a table a waiter
with a napkin swept everyvthing on it to
the floor. War prices pre-
vailed. Even the necessi-
ties of life were taxed. For
a sixpenny tin of English
pipe tobacco I paid two
dollars, and Scotch whis-
key rose from four I[rancs
a bottle to fifteen. On
even a letter of credit it
was next to impossible to
obtain money, and the man
who arrived without money
in his belt walked the
water-front. The refugees
from Servia who were glad
they had escaped with their
lives were able to sleep and
eat only through the chari-
ty of others. Not only the
peasants, but young girls
and women of the rich and
more carefully nurtured
class of Servians were glad
to sleep on the ground in
tents.

The scenes in the streets
presented the most curious
contrasts. It was the East
clashing with the West, and
the uniforms of four armies
—British, French, Greek,
and Servian—and of the
navies of Ttaly, Russia,
Greece, England, and |
France contrasted with the
dress of civilians of every
nation, There were the of-
ficers of Greece and Servia
in smart uniforms of many
colors, blue, green, gray, with much gold
and silver braid, and wearing swords
which in this war are obsolete; there were
English officers, generals of many wars,
and red-cheeked boys from Eton, clad in
businesslike khaki, with huge cape-like
collars of red fox or wolfskin, and carry-
ing, in place of the sword, a hunting-crop
or a walking-stick; there were English
bluejackets and marines, Scotch High-
landers who were as much intrigued over

John T. McCutcheon,
Kichard Harding Davis,
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the petticoats of the Evzones as were the
Greeks astonished at their bare legs; there
were French poilus wearing the steel hel-
met, 'rench aviators in short, shaggy fur
coals that gave them the look of a grizzly
bear balancing on his hind legs; there
were Jews in gabardines, old men with the

From a plrotagrapie by ENant G Sk o

John F. Bass,
James H. Hare.

American war correspondents at the French front in Servia,

noble faces of Sargent’s apostles, robed ex-
actly as was Irving as Shylock; there were
the Jewish married women in sleeveless
cloaks of green silk trimmed with rich fur,
and each wearing on her head a cushion
of green that hung below her shoulders;
there were Greek priests with matted hair
reaching to the waist, and Turkish wom-
en, their faces hidden in yashmaks, who
looked through them with horror, orenvy,
at the English, Scotch, and American
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nurses with their che ekk])rnl'u:.f] by snow,
sleet, and sun, wearing men's hulmmlul
boots, men's Il[illlht,h, .m(]' across their
breasts, men’s war medals for valor.

All day long these people of all races,
with conflicting purposes, speaking, or
shrieking, in a dozen different tongues,
pushed, shoved, and shouldered. At
night, while the bedlam of sounds grew
!LBS, the picture became more \\.m:_h.rfnl.
The lamps of automobiles would suddenly
pierce the blackness, or the blazing doors
of a cinema would show in the dark street,
the vast crowd pushing, slipping, strug-
gling for a foothold on lht_ muddy stones.
In the circle of light cast by the automo-
biles, out of the mass a single face would
flash—a face burned by the sun of the
Dardanelles or frost-bitten by the snows
of the Balkans. Above it might be the
gold visor and scarlet band of a “Brass
Hat,” stafi-officer, the fur kepi of a Ser-
vian refugee, the steel helmet of a French
soldier, the “bonnet” of a Highlander,
the white cap of a navy officer, the tassel
of an Evzone, a red fez, a turban of rags.

This lasted until the Allies retreated
upon Salonika and the Greek army evacu-
ated that city. It was a most orderly, po-
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lite retreat, a sort of “after you, my dear
sir,” re Lrtat, Those of us who for a few
days were in it did not know we were re-
treating. We were shelled off the top of a
mountain in Servia, but no one else left
the mountain, nor, from the way they
were digging themselves in, seemed to
have any intention of leaving it.

But a week later the Servians, retreat-
ing into Albania, left the French flank ex-
posed, forcing the Allies to withdraw upon
Salonika. Then, to give them a clear
field in which to fight, the Greeks with-
drew, 100,000 of them in two days, carry-
ing with them tens of thousands of civil-
ians—those who were pro-Germans, and
Greeks, Jews, and Servians. The civilians
were flving before the expected advance
of the Bulgar-German forces. But the
central powers, possibly well informed by
their spies, did not attack. That was sev-
eral months ago, and at this writing they
have not yet attacked,

What one man saw of the approaches
to Salonika from the north leads him to
think that the longer the attack of the
Bulgar-Germans is postponed the better
it will be, if they love life, for the Bulgar-
(Germans.

A balt on the water-front,

The Greek ammy evacuating Salonika.



PIERROT AT WAR

By Maxwell Struthers Burt
TrrusTrATIONS BY ELENORE PLAISTED ABnort

A VEAR ago in Carnival

I We danced till break of day; i
\ A year ago in Carnival
The boulevards were gay; |
And roses shook the whispering air
Like a great sibilant soft fanfare,

In Carnival, in Carnival, i
A Prince of Magic comes, '
To the sound of fifes, and the sound of horns,
And the sound of little drums.

A year ago in Carnival $
The lamps along the quays !
Lay sweeter on the misty night
Than stars in leafy trees;

And down the ribboned sparkling street
Pierrot ran on twinkling feet.

bllf
bi'ﬂ Ah year! there is no Carnival! gﬂ‘!

The north burns dusky red, i
3 And on the white of Pierrot’s brow '
Is a long scar instead; ‘
While ever the muttering runs |
From the bleeding lips of the guns.

This year, this year at Carnival

A Prince of Magic comes,

With blood-red crest against the sky
And a snarl of angry drums.
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Al year! there is no Camival!
The north Lurns dusky red.
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1t was the way she danced—bninging out the tune.—Page 421
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A TALE OUT OF SCHOOL

By Roy Irving Murray
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T was his being a clergy-
man that rattled every-
body. Of course it's a
parish school—but even at
that! And it's always
been such a corker of a
school, too—about three hundred fellows,
counting the little kids. I don’t want to
describe it too much, because it's right
here in the city. Besides, there’s no need.

Lots of people don’t understand clergy-
men—they get the idea that they don't
know anything but about preaching, and,
well—churchified things like that. You
know. I used to think that, too. Now I
know better.

But we were awfully pessimistic about
it at first—I mean when we first heard he
was coming to be head master of the
school. Jerry Maxon wrote me about it
last August while I was still in Maine,
where I go every summer with Aunt
Emily. Jerry found out from Partridge;
Partridge’s mother got it from somebody,
I don’t know who. But you know how
women get the news. Anyhow, you can
imagine how I felt! I'd been out sailing
all day, and when I got back to the house
there was Jerry’s letter, like a bolt from
the blue. Iknow that’san old expression,
but I can’t think of a better one now, and
I want to get to the really interesting
part.

That’s the trouble with stories, you
have to do so much explaining. Our
rhetoric says, in the part about narration:
“Let the introduction be as short as is
consistent with securing for the reader as
immediately as possible a comprehensive
grasp of the essentials of the situation
about to be developed.” T remember
Rudolph's reading that to us in English
III. He read it twice, Then he said
something I didn’t quite get—about
somebody nodding—Homer, I think it
was.
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Well, the “essentials of the situation”
didn’t get much introduction from Jerry.
I wish I'd kept his letter; but I was so
excited that I ran into the house to write
to Mason about it, and Jerry's letter
must have blown off the veranda railing
into the ocean—anvhow, it disappeared.
What it said was that the old Doctor had
been retired as head master of the schoal,
and that the new one was coming back
from England, where he'd been studying.
Also it said that he was a clergyman.
Well, you can imagine the stir tfaf made !
I began getting letters from all over the
map. Even Fat McPherson wrote from
way out in the Middle West. Jerry must
have sent out about a hundred letters. I
sent a few, too.

It wasn't that we were exactly sore, but
it seemed as though it would bust up the
school, having the old Doctor go. Why, I
even wrote the Doctor—I felt like a fu-
neral. And I'm going always to keep his
letter, especially now that I know he was
right about Rudolph.

Everybody calls him that at school. I
wasn't going to tell this, but I might as
well. T called him that myself once,
right to his face, right in the vocative
case. That's Latin. We were talking to
him about Senior Night—this story is
about that—the two Maxons and Don-
evan and I. I was going to say: “What
do you think about giving a regular
play, Mr, Hastings? " and what I did say
was: “How about a play, Rudolph?”
Anyhow, the rest of them swore that T
said that. Maybe I did. Probably. But
he never batted an eye. That'’s the way
he is.

Well, school started on the 1zth of
September, a week behind the public
schools, like it always does. And, sure
enough, there he was, at the end of the
line when the faculty came in, with the
head master’s big gown on; only it didn’t

417



418

come anything like as near the floor as it
used to on the Doclor,

I don't know how, exactly, but T knew
the way his voice was going to sound be-
fore he opened his mouth. It sounded
like he looked—sort of compefent and
all-there. He didn't talk very long, but
it was hot stuff. You know how I mean—
just right and nothing splashy. And be-
fore we knew it school had started, and
in a week you got to feeling that he’d al-
ways been there. Hemingway was head
hoy that year and, of course, president of
the school court. And when Hemingway
came out of Rudolph’s office after school
that first day you could tell, from his
face, that something had happened to
him. It happened to me about a week
later; by Thanksgiving.it had happened
to the whole school.

* * * * * £ * *

This star business is great! You can
put them into a story and skip any length
of time you want to. I've skipped now
right up to last May. Of course, that
leaves out Brayley’s accident, and three
dances, and the time Jack Oliver rang the
bell, and a lot of other interesting things.
But it’s like Rudolph says in English TIT
vou've got to leave something to the
reader’s imagination.

Well, it was one of those hot days that
always come in May, and it was the last
period before recess, and I was monitor.
That means that I was sitting at the desk
in charge of the High School Study Hall,
which is some job, believe me, just be-
fore recess on a hot day! Only one class
was out, Greek IV, which had eight boys
in it. That left about seventy in the
room. I had just given Red McKibbon
and Brayley each a demerit mark, Red
had been sort of muttering to himself,
and when T asked him what he was talk-
ing about he said:

“T wasn't talking—T was saying Latin
verbs over to myself."” '

“He was not!” Brayley bawled out.
“He was saying: ‘Jitney Boob! Jitney
Boob 17"

Of course, everybody howled at that,
and I had my hand raised to bang on the
bell when, all of a sudden, the room got
as still as death. T looked around, and
there she was, in the doorway, at one side
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of the platform where the desk is. I
can’t describe her, because I don’t know
enough about women’s clothes, but any-
body could tell right off that she was
some class. Young, too, and the kind of
good-looker that you see in the best Sun-
day supplements.

It was up to me, of course, so I got
down off the platform to see what she
wanted. But before I'd said a word she
took one look at everybody in general
—one of those sort of smiling looks—it
gave you the feeling that somehow she’d
spoken to everybody in the room. She
got to me last, though the whole thing
hadn’t taken a second.

“T wanted to see the head master.”
Her voice matched her eyes—sometimes,
you know, it doesn’t. But hers did, and
that was going some!

“T'll send for him if i

“Oh, no,” she cut in. “I will wait.
May I wait?”

Ii she’d said “May I drive a nail in
your face?’ it would have been all the
same. So I asked her to sit down, and
she did—but not where I meant. She
stepped right up on the platform as
though that was the one possible thing to
do, and she sat down in the only other
chair there besides mine. There wasn't
anything else for me but to walk around
and sit where I was before; so there we
were, and the whole school, with its jaws
open and its eyes not even winking for
fear of missing something. Oh, I forgot
—they’d all got up, of course, when she
came in.

“Please ask them to sit down,” she
whispered. I did, and they did. Nat-
urally, I was pretty much rattled—any-
body would be with that audience! And
it was ten minutes before the Greek IV
class was due back, and Rudolph with it.
I tried her once more, but she wouldn’t
let me send for him.

“No,"” she said again, “I'd rather
wait.” Suddenly something struck her.
“T'm not disturbing you, am 1?7

“Oh, no,” I said—what else could I
say? Nobody could hear us, because we
didn’t talk out loud. Tt was the funniest
feeling—me and that awfully pretty girl
sitting up there and whispering back and
forth in front of the whole school. And
she got prettier every minute—there are
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people like that, you know. By that
time most of the fellows were pretending
to work, and I'd got sense enough to enter
the disorder marks for Red and Brayley
in the demerit book. She asked me if
she could see the book. Then she said:

“That tall boy in the back seat in the
corner—the one with the yellow hair—is
that von den Ahrens?”

It was Frayling, so I said: “No.” But
I guess I must have looked as fussed as T
felt, for she said, right off:

“QOh, it’s you!”

By then it was the end of the period,
so I jammed down the push-button that
rings the classroom buzzers, and I held it
down good and long. I didn’t want Ru-
dolph and the Greek class to miss hear-
ing it!

Anybody who’s been at school can
imagine that T got what I knew was
coming to me that recess. And that was
only the beginning of it. I couldn’t wear
a new tie or different clothes or even
shoes without somebody bawling out:
“She's due again to-day, fellows! wvon
den Ahrens’ all mussed up!” They got
to calling her “Lady Agatha,” because
that ass, Beauchamp, said she looked like
a picture of Lady Agatha Somebody-or-
Other that his mother had at home. Well,
it was awful, though, of course, I knew
they were just jealous. Still, by George !
one day, about a week after, she did come
back. But Rudolph was at the desk, so
it didn’t matter. Only everybody turned
around and looked at me the minute Ru-
dolph took her into the office, which he
did pretty quickly. Finally, a notice ap-
peared in the school paper: “If Francis
von den Ahrens will lock in the window
at the corner of So-and-So and So-and-
So he will see something to his advan-
tage.” It was a photographer’s, for, of
course, I sneaked up there to take a slant
at the place. And, sure enough, there
was a picture—one of those misty, shad-
owy things—that did look a lot like her.

Well, that’s the way things went for
about two weeks, and then it sort of pe-
tered out; everybody was getting ready
for the final exams. Besides, there was
Senior Night coming, and that's always
exciting.

It was more exciting than ever last
year on account of our having a new
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head master. Senior Night is the time
when all the big guns of the parish show
up to sort of take a look at the school and
see how things are doing. T mean the
vestrymen and the people who've founded
prizes and all that sort of thing. You'd
think they'd come and visit some classes
or see a fire-drill or something like that.
But no—they all blow in for Senior Night
—it's a tradition—old tops in evening
clothes, rich old ladies—young ones, too
—there’s always a long line of motors
outside. Besides, the whole school turns
out, and the parents, and the girls who
stay for the dancing afterward. It'sreal-
ly the big thing of the whole year.

Well, we'd decided to give a play in-
stead of having the same old stunt of
speeches and essays and a class history
and all that rot. Rudolph said the fel-
lows could show what was in them that
way as well as any other—bhesides, as he
said, too, it would be a lot more sport.
He'd started a dramatic club of the se-
niors and juniors early in the year, and
five of the seniors were to give the play.
1 wasn't in it, being a junior, but 1 was
on hand for most of the rehearsals, and
my job was going to be making the fel-
lows up on the night of the show.

The invitations got out about two
weeks before the date, which was the
night before Commencement—Thursday,
the 1oth of June. That’s one date I'll
bet I don’t forget. There are some others
I'll bet won't forget it either. Not very
soon !

The rehearsals were more fun than a
goat, and what Rudolph didn’t know
about putting on a play you could get
into yvour eye. The way he brought
things out of that play—all kinds of lit-
tle tricks you'd never guess unless some-
body showed vou what they were—it was
great! Of course, it couldn’t help being
funny, as three of the fellows were taking
women's parts, but even I didn’t know
how funny it was really going to be until
the dress rehearsal. That was the after-
noon of the play, and when I saw Atkin-
son dressed up as Mrs. Ondego-Jhones,
in a long-tailed dress, low neck, with red
beads and bracelets and a wrist-watch
and a lorgnette and a gray wig, I didn't
blame young Chartries for what he said.
The kid happened to be looking in at one
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of the open windows of the Big Room, and
when he saw Atkinson he just opened his
mouth and said, sort of solemn: “Oh, my
God "™

Rudolph heard it and in about one
minute he had that kid inside, and if he
ever swears again it will be when he’s
talking in his sleep! Still, T couldn’t
blame him, and Atkinson wasn’t the only
scream, at that.

Of course, a dress rehearsal is always
bum, but they kept at it until four o’clock
and then Rudolph sent them home to eat.
Brayley and Partridge lived out of town
and would have to hurry, as everybody
had to be back to dress by seven. T
didn't go home at all; I'd brought some
sandwiches. Partridge had his motor-
cvcle, with a tandem seat on it for Bray-
ley. They were the last to go, and then I
threw my sandwiches in the ash-can and
went around the corner to one of those
“QQ and D” restaurants—you know—
“Quick and Dirty.” They have such
good baked beans there always. Aunt
Emily would kill me if she knew—but she
doesn’t.,

I had some errands to do for Aunt
Emily, but I was back before seven. The
place was all lighted up and, with the
decorations and all, it looked fine. The
stage was set like a drawing-room, with
the big grand piano and some furniture
Rudolph had sent in, and there were
palms and flowers—even some pictures
hung on the back drop. They'd forgotten
to let the curtain down, so I did that;
then I made sure that the make-up stuff
was all ready. It wasn't long before
Rudolph showed up; he lives right in the
building, anyhow. There were some peo-
ple with him, but they stayved down by
the door.

The fellows had to dress in the wings,
as there aren’t any dressing-rooms, and
it was some job getting the right things
on the right people. Maxon, who was
“Lady Guinevere,” couldn't find his
pumps, and Frayling, who was “Ted
Rawlston,” managed to get rouge all over
his dress shirt when I wasn't looking.
By this time vou’ll know that the play was
that “ Box of Monkeys" thing that every-
body’s given since the year One.

Well, |1frhi in the middle of the general
confusion the janitor poked his head in
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and said that somebody wanted Rudolph
on the 'phone, His face—Rudolph’s, I
mean—was about a mile long when "he
came back. Even Maxon stopped whin-
ing about his pumps to find out what was
the matter.

“It’s Partridge,” Rudolph sort of
gasped. “He and Brayley smashed into
a truck on the other side of the ferry on
the way over.”

“Anyhbody dead?”
tries to be funny.

“Dead? No!” Rudolph said, pretty
sharply, the way he does sometimes in
Latin class. “Broken arm and sprained
ankle—one apiece. It s that fool motor-

cycle of Partridge’s.’

I didn’t wonder he was upset. Every-
body, even Frayling, saw the fix we were
11,

“What—"" I started to ask.

“T don’t know,” Rudolph cut in, “I
certainly do not know!” He sat down
on the edge of the make-up table and
groaned. Nobody said a word—it was
too awful. And it was getting later every
minute.

Pretty soon Rudolph looked at me. I
saw what he was thinking.

“Couldn’t you—?"" he began.

“No,” T said, “I couldn’t. I don’t
know the lines well enough. Not near-
ly-"

Then Maxon butted in.

“You know them—don’t you?” he
said to Rudolph.

Rudolph looked at him for a second
and then burst out laughing. Maxon
had put on his wig, and it didn’t seem to
match the rest of what he had on—which
was about as nearly next to nothing as it
could be,

“Well, you do,” he said again.

“Yes.” It was Frayling this time.
“But what about Brayley’s part—who's
going to be ‘Sierra’?”

All of a sudden Rudolph sort of woke
up. He jumped down off the table.
“Give me two copies of the play,” he
said. I had them in the table drawer.
He looked at his watch. “We've got less
than half an hour. Not enough.” He
seemed to be talking to himself. “She'll
need at least three-quarters. We'll have
to start late.” Then: “von den Ahrens,
the minute T get out of here you run up

Frayling always
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the curtain, The rest of you get dressed.
T'll 'phone one of the theatrical agencies
to send us a man to fill in until we're
ready.” He rapped the orders out like a
general; I knew he'd fix it up somehow.
Then he grabbed the two copies of the
play and skipped. T ran up the curtain,
like he told me.

There wasn't any more fooling after
that. Atkinson, who hadn't said a word,
anyhow, found Maxon's pumps and got
him dressed. I fixed Fravling's shirt with
some talcum powder and helped Atkin-
son pull Maxon’s dress together down the
back. I'd done it for Aunt Emily a few
times, but Maxon was a lot worse, for he
wasn't as slim he as ought to be where
he ought to be, Still, we did it. Maxon
zaid he couldn’t breathe, which was a lie,
for he let out a good enough yell when I
happened to stick a pin into him a little.
He didn't need much making up—bheing
red in the face as it was.

It was beginning to get a little rackety
out front; most of the boys were in the
first rows, and they knew it was time for
the show to start. Pretty soon the noise
stopped dead, and there was the most
awful row of hand-clapping and laughing.
I was blackening Atkinson's eyebrows,
but it didn’t take me long to turn around.
I thought maybe Frayling had wandered
out on the stage, not noticing that the
curtain was up. He's absent-minded and
he wasn’t by any means dressed, either.

But it wasn’t Frayling. For a minute
I thought I was seeing things—then I
came to: it was the man from the agen-
cy, of course. Only it wasn't—at least,
it wasn't a man. Then, in another min-
ute, I noticed her shoes, and came to
again. She didn’t say a word; just stood
there and let the audience yell. Of
course, her clothes were most awfully fun-
ny—a man dressed up like that is funny,
anyhow—but there was something else.
Nobody can tell just why it is—some
actors can get a laugh like that without
doing a thing. After a bit it stopped.
She set down the package she was carry-
ing and took a cloth off it. It was a
cage with a big green-and-red parrot in-
side. He was sitting on a perch; you
know how they sit sometimes, like that,
without moving.

Well, everybody was waiting, of course,
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to see what would happen. That awful-
looking object stood in the middle of the
stage, sort of teetering back and forth, in
a green-and-purple plaid skirt and one of
those old-fashioned jacket things, a lot
too short in the sleeves, and with mitts
on—like old ladies in pictures. She had
peroxide hair and a purple veil, pulled
down. On topof everything wasa scream
of a hat, wide, with a big feather and an
elastic that went under her chin. Still
she didn’t say anything—just kept teeter-
ing and teetering back and forth.

All of a sudden she began to sing, Then
I knew I /iad been wrong, in spite of the
shoes. It was one of those flashy opera
songs, full of runs and trills.  Aunt Em-
ily, who was there, told me afterward
what 1t was, but I forget the name.
Right in the middle of it the parrot let
out the most awful yell. She stopped
singing like a shot and took one look at
the parrot. Then I changed my mind
again, for she faced around and zaid in
a hass voice that shook the windows:
“What's the use?” And that's every
word she did say. But, coming after
that singing, it brought down the house.
People just hooted. We had to pin Max-
on up again later—he lost several but-
tons.

Suddenly, after it got quiet again, she
went over to the piano. I've been to
vaudeville shows a good deal, but I never
saw anvthing like what happened then.
She took her mitts off and threw them
on the floor. Then she sailed in. Tt
was “Turkey in the Straw.” She played
it straight through, then began to rag it.
Then she double-ragged it, if you know
what that is. It was great! Then she
stood up and began to clog, still playing.
I tried it afterward at home. It can’t be
done.

Pretty soon she danced right away
from the piano, and that was the queer
part—you could still hear the tune. It
was the way she danced—Dbringing out the
tune—I don’t know how, but vou could
hear it, as plain as day. And it was some
dancing besides! Well, it took! T saw
it wasn't going to matter much whether
the real show fell through or not, every-
body was so tickled. Rudolph had cer-
tainly picked a winner.

Next time she took another tune—I
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forget what—but the same thing hap-
pened; only she only played a little of it
at first, with one finger. It was different
kind of dancing, but you got the tune,
same as before. Aunt Emily says it
was the way she suggested the rhythm.
Which is true, all right, but doesn’t give
the directions.

Well, she did it three or four times—
each time with a new kind of dancing.
You forgot all about the crazy clothes
she had on; it was so wonderful that it
stopped being funny at all. Aunt Emily
says that that showed how artistic it was.
Well, maybe—I don't know much about
that. Anyhow, people went nutty. T
saw one old man, half-way down on the
middle aisle—it was the senior warden of
the parish, for I know him—thumping on
the floor like mad with his stick, and if
you knew the senior warden you'd know
what that meant!

She certainly did fill in the time, all
right—nobody missed the play, But the
last was the best. She stood right in one
spot until the hall got perfectly quiet.
Then she started to dance without giving
out any tune at all. You could hardly
hear her shoes on the stage, she was so
light on her feet. Pretty soon you began
to get the rhythm, as Aunt Emily calls
it. There wasn’t a sound, at first, ex-
cept that queer, light accent. You could
feel everybody guessing after the tune.
Then people began to get it—you could
feel that, too. It was the weirdest busi-
ness you can think of ! All of a sudden I
caught it—just when she began to dance
away from that one spot. She was lean-
ing forward a little, with one hand up to
her ear and the other sort of beating time
and beckoning, the way singers do when
they want the gallery to join in on the
chorus.

All at once they did begin to sing—me,
too—you couldn’t help it. First, some of
the boys—that pitched the tune—finally,
about everybody:

“It's a long, long way to Tipperary,
It's a long way to go.
It’s a long, long way to Tipperary—
To the sweetest girl I know i

It was last June, remember.
Well, that’s all. T see I haven’t told
it very well. I don’t see how anybody
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could really describe it. But people are
still talking about it, and I guess they
always will. It ended by her dancing
over to where the parrot-cage was, and
with nearly everybody standing up—still
singing—as she danced right off the stage
and ran up the stairs that lead off the
stage to the faculty Common Room.

1 saw, pretty soon, that it was over—
she wasn’t coming back. People clapped
and clapped, but—nothing doing! 1
looked at my watch—it was nearly nine
o’clock. Then, as I was letting down the
curtain—Rudolph had told me to be sure
to do that the minute the agency man
finished

“I think I know it now.”

I turned around; I was certain that I
recognized the voice. Sure enough, it
was “Lady Agatha’! I almost called
her that, I was so excited. Right away I
saw what had happened; she’d been one
of the people who came early with Ru-
dolph, and he'd got her to take Partridge’s
place as “*Sierra’ in the play.

“Look,” she said, and spread out a
big fan she had. She'd torn some pages
out of the play and pinned them to the
fan. But she never once looked at them,
for I watched all through to see. Well,
maybe that wasn’t the only reason I
watched.

“Is Mr. Hastings ready?”

Somebody laughed. It was Rudolph.
How he got back in I don’t know—I
wasn't watching for him much just then!
Oh, it was then that we pinned Maxon
together again—at least, she did it.

“Places, everybody!” Rudolph
snapped his fingers. “All right!” He
nodded to me: “Curtain !”

Well, it went like a dream. Everybody
was sort of keyed up, anvhow; besides, the
audience felt good, and that always makes
a lot of difference. I'm not going to tell
about the plav—everybody’s seen it—
most everybody’s been in it. But Ru-
dolph had saved the day, all right—he
and the girl. Both of them were splen-
did. All the boys yelled the minute he
appeared; they recognized him in a sec-
ond, of course, and yelled. By the mid-
dle of the first act it was all settled—it
couldn’t be anything but a star perform-
ance. Even Frayling remembered his
lines. It finished in a blaze of glory for
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everybody. I know that's more old stuff,
but I'm nearly through now and I want
to get to the end.

The dancing came afterward, as soon
as they could move the chairs out. I
ought to have helped with that, but I
hung around to see if I could get a dance
with her. Not a chance! At least, not
for a while. A lot of the old tops and
their wives buzzed right up the minute
Rudolph brought her out from behind
the stage. It seems the news had got
around why she and Rudolph were in the
play; people were a good deal pleased at
the way he'd got away with it. The old
senior warden ploughed straight through
the crowd and grabbed Rudolph from
some fat old lady he was talking to and
just about shook his hand off. I got in
for some of the things he said.

“Efficiency’—the senior warden is a
judge and he talks like one—*yes, sir,
efficiency—in every walk of life. In the
office, in the Church, in our schools—
everywhere—men are required, in these
days, who can rise instantly to life’s emer-
gencies. The sinking of one’s personality,
without loss of dignity, at a critical mo-
ment, for a worthy end—admirable, sir,
admirable |

Rudolph certainly had struck twelve
with the senior warden that night! And
I knew enough parish gossip—from Aunt
Emily—to see what that meant for Ru-
dolph and for the school.

Other people besides me were listening
by then.

“I myself never cared much for theat-
ricals”—it was Colonel Penny, the chair-
man of the school committee—""but the
performance to-night, especially that
young lady &

“Charming, charming !’ Rudolph’s fat
old lady butted in.

“The factis,” the co’onel went on,  the
fact is, I am by way of becoming con-
verted, so to speak. This spring, in Lon-
don"—even she was listening now—
“this spring I went alone three times to
see the same play. In the Kingsway
Theatre, you know, judge,” he explained.
“A play called ‘Bypaths.” The same
company are to bring it out here, I un-
derstand, as an experiment this summer.
T shall certainly see it again. There was
something so subtle, something so re-
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freshing, so exquisitely finished "—T tlink
I'm getting it as he said it—“about the
acting of the young woman in the lead-
ing role. A remarkable performance—
quite !

I could see Rudolph smiling. My sis-
ter,” he said, “will be glad to hear that.”
Then he introduced the colonel to her.

I don't yet know why I didn't drop
dead.

“Colonel,” she asked him, “may I re-
peat part of that—at the next rehearsal
—about your ‘conversion’?”

“Bless my soul,” the colonel gasped.
“Bless my soul! You!"”

* & * ¥ * # * *

I've put these stars in because there's
no other way of expressing how I felt.
There I'd been hanging around to get a
dance with the best advertised actress in
the country. Me! When I really woke
up T was sitting alone in a corner, behind
some palms, explaining it all over to my-
self. It was all plain enough then. No
wonder she'd learned the lines so quickly;
no wonder she'd made such a hit—a girl
the papers had been writing about for
months! That was why her picture had
been in that swell photograph place—
that was why she’d looked around the
school the way she did that first day—it
was even why she’d stepped right up on
the platform and hadn’t been fussed.
Rudolph’s sister! Of course, her stage
name was different. And she—

“Oh, here he is!"”

I jumped up—a dead man would come
to life at a voice like hers.

“Mr. von den Ahrens’—she called me
that—“1've been waiting for you to ask
me to dance. Aren't you going to?”

Some things can’t be written about, and
that dance is one of theni.

When it was over we hunted up Ru-
dolph again. He had the next with her.
His sister—I couldn’t get over that., Just
as the music started, and T was going:

“Oh, Rudolph,” she said, “I've been
wanting to ask vou: how did vou ever
happen to have that awful old costume
right on tap? You can’t have used it
in years, Remember the Effinghams’
house-party—when vou danced? And
where did the stuffed parrot come from? "

“Well,” he said, “it was pure luck.
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I'd got the whole rig out just this marning
to send to Binny Edwards. He’s trying
for the dramatic club at college this June.
And the parrot 2

Then he realized that I was still there
and his jaw dropped.

“Yon den Ahrens,” he started, “if you
ever lell—"

With that she whirled around to me
and put a hand on each of my shoulders.
“You won’t tell, will you? Promise?”

I may be only seventeen, but she had to
look up into my face, and if Rudolph
hadn't been there—but he was.

The Holy Mountain of Thrace

Now you can understand why T'm
likely to remember the 1oth of June for
some time to come: Rudolph’s stunt—T1
wouldn't care who knew it, if I could doa
thing like that—and, well—and the rest
that happened. 1 see now that I can’t
show this story to anybody. But I just
had to write it. Maybe, some day, I can
show it to her. T'll be through school and
college in five years. Maybe I won't go
to college. I don’t think she can be so
very much older than I am. Besides, a
person’s age doesn’t make any difference
in—love.

THE HOLY MOUNTAIN OF THRACE

By H. G

. Dwight

[LLUSTRATIONS FROM PHOTOGRAFHS BEY THE AUTHOR

JHREE long promontories,
projecting tridentwise from
that southwestern corner
of Thrace known as the
( Chalcidice, prick the north

edge of the Agean like a
little Greece. The westernmost reaches
past Olympus and makes the lower part
of the Gulf of Salonica, The easternmost,
pointing toward Lemnos and the Dar-
danelles, is of great renown in the Greek
world. Mt. Athosis a steep wooded ridge
five to ten miles wide, terminating some
forty miles seaward in the peak that gives
the peninsula its name. This solitary
marble cone, rearing abruptly from the
sea to a height of seven thousand feet
and capped three parts of the vear with
snow, has always impressed the imagi-
nation of its beholders. Pliny makes it
throw its sunset shadow on Lemmnos, a
hundred miles away. Aschylus names it
as one of the heights from which the fall
of Troy was signalled to Mycenz. Xerxes
so redoubted its windy humors, having
lost a fleet by them, as to cut a canal
across the low mneck uniting it to the
mainland. The sculptor Stasicrates pro-
posed to Alexander the Great to carve
the peak into a colossal statue of the con-
quering Macedonian, with a city in one
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hand and a river pouring from the other,
And an early Christian legend hallowed
it as the high mountain from which Christ
was shown the kingdoms of the earth and
the glory of them. Losing its ancient
name of Acte, it thereupon became known
as "Avywy fgoz, the Monte Santo of me-
dizval travellers, in sanctity second only
to Jerusalem, a refuge from the world as
famous as the Thehaid.

Local tradition dates its status as a
community set apart for men of God from
the reign of Constantine the Great, and
connects several of the monasteries with
the earlier emperors of Constantinople.
The authentic history of Mt. Athos, how-
ever, does not begin before the tenth cen-
tury, when Nicephorus Phocas founded
the monastery of the Great Lavra. From
that time it became the fashion among the
princes of the East to patronize the mon-
asteries of the Holy Mountain. Indeed,
there still exist on the east side of the
peninsula the ruins of an abbey built by
Latin monks from Amalfi—and when the
congregations were expelled from France,
a few years ago, the French members of
the same order made an attempt to re-
establish that ancient claim. The schism
between East and West, however, nat-
urally brought it about that Mt. Athos
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remained in the sphere of the Greek
Church. But the emperors and empresses
of Constantinople were not alone to leave
there the monuments of their piety.
Iviron, the second monastery in point of
age, was founded by princes of Georgia.
While it has now passed into Greek hands,
it still possesses a library of precious
Georgian manuscripts, and keeps the
ancient Georgian time—counting twelve
o'clock not from sunset, like the rest of
the Levant, but from sunrise. Another
of the older abhbeyvs, Hilenddr, was found-
ed in the twelfth century by the Serbian
king Stephen, whose son Sava retired
thither and became the patron saint of
his race. The Bulgarians likewise estah-
lished a monastery on the sacred mount,
while Russian, Moldavian, and Walla-
chian princes carried on after the fall
of Constantinople the Byzantine tradi-
tion with regard to the monks of Athos.
And we even hear of a Turkish sultan
restoring a monastery destroyed by an
earthquake.

Until the Greek War of Independence,
when the monks naturally enough took
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the part of the rebels, the Turks did not
molest them. Then, however, the pen-
insula was invaded and more than one
monastery was sacked. Fifty years later,
when their vast Moldavian and Walla-
chian domains were confiscated by the
new kingdom of Roumania, the monks
suffered even more severelv. Yet until
the Balkan War Mt. Athos occupied in
the Ottoman Empire a privileged posi-
tion, not unlike that of Samos and
the Lebanon. Nominally governed by a
Turkish AKaimakam, dependent on the
Vali of Salonica, its real government was
vested in a species of local parliament,
made up of representatives from the
various monasteries and sitting in the
central settlement of Karyés. The Kai-
makam did no more than to collect the
annual tribute of £T. joo0, to act as arbi-
ter in local disputes, and to sigh over the
rule of the saintly republic which forbids
any woman to set foot in it.

The readjustments of the Balkan War
put an end to this state of affairs, in that
Mt. Athos and its hinterland fell to
Greece. But the precise future status of
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St. Panteléimon.

the community was one of the points left
open by the Treaty of Bucharest. For
Bulgaria, Roumania, Russia, and Serbia
all have more or less definite interests
there, as well as Greece. Even Austria
filed a claim to be consulted, by reason
of the fact that the greater part of the
Serb race, a considerable fraction of it fol-
lowing the Greek rite, is under her sway.
Circumstances have enabled Greece to
ignore this and other claims. Later de-
velopments in the Near East, however,
promise to bring the question again to
the fore. And they give a new interest
to that venerable monastic community,
whose existence has been almost forgot-
ten by the Western world.

Mt. Athos illustrates better than any
other place in the Balkan Peninsula, after
Constantinople, the clash of populations
and interests which has always compli-
cated the government of that region, and
which makes all but impossible a final
equilibrium of races, The territory of
the monastic republic is unequally divided
between twenty monasteries. Dependent
on these, in that they derive their lands

426

from, and are represented in the local
parliament by, the parent abbeys, are
skitai and kellia to a much greater num-
ber. Of the twenty monasteries seventeen
are Greek, one is Bulgarian, one is Rus-
sian, and one is Serb. But the three last
play a réle vastly disproportionate to
their relative representation at Karyés.
St. Panteléimon—or Ro'ussico, as the
Greeks call the Russian monastery—is by
far the largest and richest of them all;
while Zograf, of the Bulgarians, ranks not
far from third. Moreover there are Rus-
sian and Roumanian skitai which are
larger and richer than the Greek monas-
teries to which they are nominally sub-
ject. Thus a half or more than half the
population of the peninsula—estimated
so variously as from 7,000 to 20,000 souls
—is Slavie, or at least not Greek. This
circumstance is the germ of whatever
real vitality subsists on Mt. Athos to-day.
The rivalry between the races has taken
the place of such ancient questions as
shook the sacred mount in the fourteenth
century over Barlaam of Calabria and
the Uncreated Light of Tabor. A des-
patch in January of this year announced
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that the Bulgarian monks had endeav-
ored to oust the Serbian monks from
their monastery, but failed and then set
fire to a portion of the structure.

To us of the West it may perhaps seem
incomprehensible that men of God, with-
drawn from the world and professing iden-
tical religious
beliefs, should
find it difficult
to live at peace
ona lonely and
beautiful pen-
insula of the
Agean. The
fact that they
do, illustrates
the other fact
that the senti-
mentof nation-
ality has in-
creasingly
proved to be a
more powerful
cohesive force
than the senti-
ment of relig-
ion. Italsoil-
lustrates the
fact thatin this
part of the
world, where
church and
state are still much nearer one than in
the West, the church has taken the more
active part in cultivating the spirit of
nationality. I have already alluded to
the sympathy of Mt. Athos with the
Greek revolution. During my own pil-
grimage among the monasteries, while
they were still under Turkish rule, T
continually noticed pictures supposed to
represent Constantine XII, last emper-
or of Constantinople, beside portraits
of the King of Greece and of white-
kilted leaders of Epirote and Macedoni-
an bands., It was perfectly evident that
the thoughts of the Greek monks were
tinged by the past of their race, and
that they looked forward to a day when
they would no longer pay tribute to an
Asiatic suzerain. Nor would they admit
that the hegemony of their church had
passed to the great empire of the north.
And in spite of what the monasteries
owe to Russian benefactions, relations

Ceiling decoration in the refectory of Hilenddr.
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between monks of the two races are none
too friendly.

The Greeks do not even hesitate to
accuse the Russians of having obtained
their present foothold by fraud. Fifty
years ago St. Panteléimon was a Greek
monastery, although considerably be-
holden to the
pietyof the Ro-
manoffs. When
a few Russians
applied for ad-
mittance,
about the time
of the Crimean
War, they were
accepted with-
out difficulty.
And when they
proved their
devotion by
giving themon-
astery financial
help, they were
allowed to
bring more of
their fellow
countrymen
and to have
the mass cel-
cbrated alter-
nately in Rus-
sian. But
before the Greeks knew it they were
outnumbered. To-day there are only
about fifty of them left, among the thou-
sand or more of their supplanters. Mass
is still celebrated in alternate languages
in the old catholicon, now modernized
out of all recognition. The Russians have
built a larger church of their own, how-
ever, in the monastery proper, where the
antique Byzantine chant has given place
to the rich Russian choral and where there
is a significant if not very artistic pro-
fusion of gilding and precious stones,

Certain statesmen have been pleased to
see in the great establishment of St. Pan-
teléimon a military outpost of Russia on
the FEgean. Russia has never disguised
her ambitions in that direction, and it
may well be that she has seen no reason
to discourage the movement of pious mou-
zhiks toward Mt. Athos—or Jerusalem.
A weekly steamer from Odessa, at all
events, long lent color to that inference,
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and ambassadors and grand dukes have
more than once helped St. Panteléimon
o gain a point. Indeed 1 happened to

witness there myself a visit from the Con-
stantinople embassy despatch-boat.  Tor

The cypresses of Zograf,

the rest, nothing is more natural than for
the Russians to flock to the holy places
of their church. But equally natural is
the Greek hostility toward the Russians,
when their own claims, in Mt. Athos as
in Constantinople, are so much older than
any other. Nor is it uninteresting in this
connection, and at this moment of his-
tory, to recall that Russia has a little sea-
port of her own on that southern coast

The Holy Mountain of Thrace

of Thrace, with the only breakwater and
cuays existing between Salonica and Ka-
vala, and not without ample storchouses
and barracks.

With regard to the Serbs, the Greek
monks feel none of
the same distrust.
Hilendir has al-
ways helonged to
its present inmates.
It happens to be
very small and
poor, Moreover, as
compared to St
Panteléimon, nor
does it occupy so
strategic a situa-
tion. For myself, I
was happy to feel
free in it, for once,
from the politics of
the peninsula. I
also found it one
of the most pictur-
esque of all the
monasteries,
though out of sight
of the sea. The fine
central court con-
tained admirable
specimens of By-
zantine brickwork,
in the refectory was
a most interesting
carved and painted
ceiling, and the
monks showed us
a certain splendid
golden Gospel they
possess. Yet chance
willed that we
should find them in
the throes of prep-
aration for a visit
from King Peter of
Serbia. He had
been to Sofia and Constantinople to pay
his respects to King Ferdinand and Sul-
tan Mehmed V. He returned by way of
Salonica, in the Sultan’s yacht, stopping
to make homage at the shrine of St. Sava,
to fill the other monasteries with excited
envy, and to give a heretical pilgrim from
oversea considerable matter for rumina-
tion with regard to the activities of an-
chorites on remote peninsulas,
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Another aspect of the situation is pre-
sented by the Bulgarian monastery of Zo-
graf. That large and prosperous estab-
lishment struck me as being even more
than St. Panteléimon in contact with liv-
ing issues. It iz
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them a temper not of exiles, an order of
aspiration which 1 shall not make the
mistake of attempting to specify. With
Bulgaria they outwardly and visibly ap-
peared to have small affiliation. King

very clean, very
conveniently fitted
up with tele-
phones, tvpewrit-
ers, I know not
how many other
modernities. Itis
also very uninter-
esting from an
artistic point of
view, except for
the romantic
wooded valleys it
dominates and
two magnificent
cypresses in its
court. Neverthe-
less I found it an
extremely inter-
esting place—nor
solely, I think, be-
cause we were en-
tertained there
more hospitably
than anywhere
else. Behind St,
Panteléimon there
may be a policy,
but it is as un-
likely of fulfilment
as the dream of
the Greeks; while
the wvisionary-
looking monks
and pilgrims who
swarm there in all
simplicity of heart
hint little of Pan-
slavic ambitions.
The Bulgarian
monks have quite a different air. Nom-
inally of the cenobite order, they show
something more than the liberality of
the idiorrhythmic monasteries. They
read papers, they maintain relations
with the “world,” they betray various
other tendencies frowned upon by stricter
ascetics. No doubt it is largely due to
the more positive stamp of their racial
character. Yet I seemed to divine among

Stavronikita,

Ferdinand is not, like King Peter, of the
Orthodox faith. But a large proportion
of the monks were recruited from Mace-
donia. There were Serbs, Vlachs, and
Albanians among them. One of the Epi-
tropes and their representative at Karyés
were of the last nationality. Most of them
spoke Turkish, and Macedonia, not Bul-
garia, seemed to be with them the pivot
of interest.
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This is fortunately not the place to re-
open the thorny Macedonian question.
There are those, however, who do not
consider it definitely answered yet; and
among them T should not be surprised
to find some extremely intelligent monks
of the Bulgarian monastery of Zograf.
Whether they have an answer of their
own to suggest is not for the guest of a
night to know. Buthe may at least point
out what, strangely enough, no one has
vet done—that the Bulgarians feel a
peculiar sentiment with regard to cen-
tral Macedonia, because it was the heart
and cradle of their whole national move-
ment, long before an independent Bul-
garia existed in the north. They will
never be content until their boundaries
include that region.

Hearing of their handsome revenues,
and having noticed on the map how easy
it might be for visitors from the main-
land to come and go without attracting
attention, it occurred to me to wonder
whether the monks had ever entertained
relations with Macedonian bands. I was
therefore considerably interested to meet,
in the cell of a father who showed us great
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courtesy, a young civilian whom, from
the smallness of his hands and feet, the
pointedness of his fair beard, and a troub-
led look of his blue eye, I inwardly set
down for a poet. What, then, was my
astonishment to be introduced to Mr.
Panitsa, the famous Bulgarian outlaw.
That small hand shot down Boris Sara-
foff in the city of Sofia. Those small feet
led Miss Stone for six months over the
mountains of Macedonia. The brigand
who abducted her was at the time I met
him a schoolmaster, if you please, at the
town of Drama, in the marches of Thrace.
Which did not prevent him from sitting
in the councils of the Young Turks. Con-
versation with him proved none too easy,
for he knew, or professed to know, nei-
ther French nor Greek, while his Turk-
ish seemed even more limited than mine.
He displayed a becoming modesty with
regard to the exploits of his youth, being
more willing to speak of Abd-iil-Hamid,
whom he said he had twice seen in Sa-
lonica.

I afterward asked our common host if
this were the first time Mr. Panitsa had
visited the monastery.
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“Who knows?" replied that discreet
ascetic. ‘It is at least the first time that
he comes officially.”

The political interest of the monastic
republic is after all a temporary one. To
the world at large it has another and a
more picturesque interest. For in spite
of time, violation, and insidious moderni-
ties, it is the most complete and the most
singular survival in Europe of a world
that has disappeared. There are more
splendid specimens of Byzantine archi-
tecture in Constantinople, Salonica, Ra-
venna, or Venice. The treasury of St.
Mark’s and some of the great museums
contain perhaps more precious pieces of
Byzantine craftsmanship. But the mon-
asteries of Mt. Athos are in themselves
a last and living fragment of Byzantium.,

While the monasteries naturally pre-
sent many general similarities, there are
very few out of the twenty which I would
not willingly revisit for the sake of some
interesting individuality. This charac-
ter is often more marked among the
small abbeys, because they contain fewer
monks, because they possess fewer treas-

ures upon which to expend their care,
and because they happily have less money
to enclose their open arcades withal, to
change their wooden corbels for iron gird-
ers, or to plaster up their ornamental
brickwork and inset porcelain. Indeed
I think one of the very smallest of them
all, Stavronikita, ravished me more than
any other—for its romantic situation on a
rocky point of the east coast, for the night-
ingale-haunted wood behind it, for the
flagged grape-arbor at its door, through
whose budding interstices the white peak
of Athos looked like a little Atna, for
the picturesqueness of its Samian door-
keeper, and for the perfection of its hos-
pitality.  And did T not have the hap-
piness to discover there two books whose
sight alone would have repaid me for my
whole pilgrimage? One of them was a
Psalter of the twelfth century, written in
gold on fine white vellum, with a big por-
trait of King David in a red robe playing
his harp, and exquisite title-pieces. There
is only one other golden book on the
peninsula, and very few—Greek ones at
least—in the whole world. The second
book, a Gospel of the eleventh century,
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was for the richness and delicacy of its
illuminations the finest manuscript I saw
at any monastery. The amiable librarian
insisted on holding the two himself for me
to photograph, which of course spoiled
my films; and then he trotted me up-stairs
to have a bottle of beer. In a corner of
the room where we partook of this refresh-
ment hung an old picture before which
my companion crossed himself devoutly,
informing me that it was an icon of the
Redeemer. T did not know what to
think, unless of Heine's *‘ Gods in Exile”;
for it seemed to me that those great eves
and that proud mouth must originally
have been intended to represent a person-
age of an imperial rather than of a holy
family, and of the sex debarred from Mt.
Athos. 1 wondered by what apotheosis
a profane Byzantine princess could have
come to merit the veneration of these
men of God. But I made no attempt to
betray her incognito.

Simopetra again: who could forget Si-
mopetra, perched on a crag a thousand
feet above the Agean? There is nothing
to see at Simopetra—nothing, that is, ex-
cept a white donjon at the water’s edge,
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and the stony road zigzagging up and
up and up through olive-trees, and the
spidery galleries hanging to the face of
the monastery, and the aqueduct of super-
posed arches linking it to the mountain-
side, and the tunnel of an entrance lead-
ing to small courts at different levels, and
the stupendous view. Tt was all mys-
teriously pervaded, I remember, by the
falling of water. And the Hegumen did
us the honor to dine in private with us.
When we went to pay him our respects
before going away we found him sitting
with a peasant from one of his estates,
his black staff of office across his knees,
counting out piles of tributary gold.

Of quite another air was Esphigméno.
Esphigméno received us, we seemed to
feel, a trifle coldly. Not in outward
speech, nor vet in material hospitality;
for we dined there more sumptuously
than at plutocratic Vatopéthi. But the
gaunt old librarian who lighted us up a
corkscrew stair of stone to his lair above
the church porch significantly told us of
a learned stranger whom he had not per-
mitted to photograph a certain interesting
palimpsest of the sixth century,because
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the learned stranger did not happen to be
Orthodox. And he barred our cameras
out of the church altogether. I could
have let the church go, although one or
two details caught my eye. But his pro-
hibition was cruel when it came to an icon
of fine mosaic which he set before us, in a
frame of beaten gold ornamented with
beautiful little images of apostles. He
would not have shown us the chief treas-
ure of the church at all if Curzon had not
given us the cue to insist—namely, a gold
cross which tradition makes the gift of
the empress Pulcheria—a cross of delicate
filigree six or eight inches long, contain-
ing a fragment of the True Cross set in
ancient diamonds and pearls, with one
big uneven ruby at the top and three
radiating spikes of emerald.

After the willingness of Vatopéthi to
be photographed, the unwillingness of
Esphigméno was the more marked., It
extended to the frescoed refectory; even,
if you please, to the great dark-raftered
kitchen, where a votive lamp twinkled to
the Virgin. The curious part of it was
that the cook had been to America. Nor
was it only he. Four others in the monas-

tery had tried their fortunes in the New
World, and having not found them had
taken refuge in this sea-washed sanctuary
where the prayer-gong called them in-
stead of the factory-whistle, and where
poverty was certain but without anxiety
or shame. One wondered if the difficul-
ties we encountered had anything to do
with the impression those five caloyers
had carried away with them from the
country in which they had failed to find
a place. It had left an unmistakable
mark upon them nevertheless. We after-
ward met quite a number of monks in the
same case, all young men save one who
had been a sailor on the old receiving-
ship Colorade and another who had kept
a shop for twelve years in Lowell and
had picked up less English than Nea-
politan Italian and Canadian French.
Others, like the vimatdrio of Vatopéthi,
had friends or relatives in America, while
among the muleteers and boatmen who
took us from monastery to monastery
there were not a few whose dream it was
to go there,

Esphigméno was by no means the only
monastery to look askance upon the her-
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etic. Ksiropétamo received him with
heart-warming welcome and with voluble
promises of every facility. But when it
came to the point the old priest detailed
to display the treasures of the church
would have none of my camera. Only
by interviewing the Epitropes in person,
and refreshing their memories with re-
gard to the promises they had made, did
they send down word to give me my way.
But how reluctantly was it granted me
by the spark-eyed old—fanatic is a boom-
erang of a word that usually hits the user
harder than any one else. How slowly
did he lay on the marble pavement, first
bespread with flowered silks, a mon-
strous double-armed chip of the True
Cross, set in gold and aureoled with eight
long emeralds! How unwillingly did he
afterward permit me to put there a small
vellum Gospel in covers of repoussé gold,
the heirloom of an emperor! And with
what resentful mumblings did he with-
draw a certain twisted gold cup, with its
lining of little jade saints and its inscrip-
tion from Pulcheria Augusta to her Fold
of the Forty Martyrs, from the bowl of
water in which it is iniquitously kept—
to make an antidote for snake bites!
The Pulcheria Augusta, a fifth-century
Queen Elizabeth who vowed herself to
perpetual virginity, lived long hefore
Ksiropétamo is likely to have existed.
But she built a church in Constantinople
to the Forty Martyrs of Sivas, who are
also the patrons of Ksiropétamo; and
one would like to think that this cup, like
the two big icons at Vatopéthi from St.
Sophia of Salonica, may somehow have
been cast up here from the shipwreck of
Byzantium.

At the monastery of St. Dionysios,
once more, no prayer availed to get my
camera into the church. And this despite
the fact that with several of those highest
in authority I formed imperishable ties.
There were reasons for taking my camera
into the church. Tts frescos looked older
than many we had seen and I found the
icons unusually interesting, Then there
was a knuckle of St. John the Baptist in
a charming little fluted filigree reliquary
with enamel blobs, and the whole skele-
ton, minus the skull, of one St. Niphon, a
former monk of the monastery and Pa-
triarch of Constantinople, in a huge silver-
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gilt model of the monastery church where
he died in Wallachia, with much intricate
tracery and two rows of saints and apos-
tles in enamel. But when 1 asked for the
turquoise cup that Curzon describes as
superior to the famous one in St. Mark’s
they blankly disclaimed it. Does Mr.
Arthur Cosslett Smith know anything
about that turquoise cup?

Among the friends I made at St. Dionyv-
sios was a stout old gentleman who in his
black veil and flowing draperies reminded
me irresistibly of the Duchess in * Alice
in Wonderland.” He first approached me
on the subject of the unity of the church
—with regard to the possibility of which,
I may remark in passing, we were often
questioned. From the unity of the church
it was but a step to a collection of antig-
uities which he consented to show me,
I think not without hope of finding a cus-
tomer. The antiquities consisted chiefly
of illegible coins. T dealt their owner a
cruel blow when T told him that the de-
scription in a catalogue some one had
sent him, of a coin lettered identically
with a small denarius he showed me and
priced at three thousand francs, was of a
large medal. Nor would he be persuaded
that the image and superscription of
Aloysius Mocenigo, Doge of Venice, on a
thin silver piece he had, were not those
of a Roman Casar. He finally produced
from the recesses of his capacious bosom
a terra-cotta figurine of a pregnant wom-
an, for which he said he had refused three
napoleons. He delicately inquired how
much I would give for her. T somewhat
indelicately told him I would not give
three piasters; for the object was not
particularly beautiful in itself, it was
broken off at the knees, and T am no
connoisseur of terra-cotta figurines. He
smiled sadly yet indulgently at me.
“Neither would I!”" he confessed. “But
why should that German have offered
me three napoleons for such a thing?
I asked ten, to see what he would say,
and when he said three I thought he
would give five. Do you know what T
think?” he added confidentially, lean-
ing over to me and pointing out a pin-
hole at the back of the head. “I think
there is a diamond in there.”” He gave
a wonderful sidelong roll of his melodra-
matic eyes. ‘‘Otherwise why should they
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offer me three napoleons?

that he break the
head and get the
diamond out. 1
evidently put my
finger on the great
question of his life.
“A thousand times
have I lifted it up
to break it!” he
exclaimed. “ But
then T always ask
myself: What il
there should be no
diamond?”’
Hisbosomheaved
desperately as he
put his mutilated
lady back into the
strange haven she
had found after so
many centuries.

At the cxtreme
scaward peoint of

Mt. Athos the skéti of Kavsokalyvia finds there.

The Holy Mountain of Thrace

What is it? two bastions of the mountain. We came
A brick! A broken brick " T suggested to it by boat, under the great painted

Throne of Andronicus Palaiclogos.

precipices where
Darius and many
another ancient
captain lost his
ships. Hermits live
there now. They
might form quite
a society among
themselves, if they
didnotseemto have
taken pains that no
one but a seabird
should be able to
visit them. The
huts clinging in
cranniesof therocks
made me think of a
young American we
heard about, who
disappeared after a
pilgrimage to Mt.
Athos and whose
friends had tried to
trace him back

Among those wild fastnesses of

what foothold it may in a hollow between the Holy Mountain what stories may

Bevween the two . . .

stands the most . . . inimitable of moated towers.—Fage 439.
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not be buried—too salely to he ever
known?

We were landed at nightfall at the hot-
tom of a long flight of stone steps. Our
boatmen shouted until a man appeared
at the top. After some parley he took
charge of our luggage, giving us into the
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ever, that rival their mother monasteries
in all but the name, as there are “cells”
that differ from country villas only in
that their occupants wear black robes
and do not cut their hair. In this skiff,
a dependency of Lavra, 1 especially en-
joyed being able to go out-of-doors after
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hands of a moccasined peasant whom we dinner. I never heard monastery gates

followed up a breathless slope to a small
stone house in a garden. e arrival of
two famished [oreigners at an hour when
the occupants of the house had already
ealen their Lenten supper could hardly
have filled them with delight. But the
three fathers received us with the great-
est possible friendliness. The superior,
who also happened to be one of the three
Elders of the settlement, cooked with his
own venerable hand some fish we had
heretically brought with us, while one of
the others laid us a table in the little
sitting-room and served our dinner. He
spoke a very good Irench, which he

learned at an Assumptionist mission in

Asia Minor.

The experience was in various ways a
novel one. We had not before visited a
skiti. A skili—related to our word ascetic
—is theoretically an industrial commu-
nity living under the monastic rule in de-
tached “cells.” There are skitai, how-

You, LIX.—s51

clang to at dusk without feeling that I
was 1in prison. But the most interesting
part of the experience, to me, was the
character of our hosts, For Kavsokaly-
via is a colony of artists, While its his-
tory does not go back to the earliest days
of Lavra, painters and wood-carvers, il-
luminators of manuscripts and masters
of mosaic, began long before the Renais-
sance had reached its height to gather
at this inaccessible monastic Barbizon.
After the fall of Constantinople it kept
alive in the Levant the traditions of By-
zantium. And though Russia is now the
centre of the Greek Orthodox world in
all that concerns religious art, Kavsokaly-
via still paints icons and carves altar-
screens for a considerable world,

As we stood in front of the house and
looked down into the great space of dark-
ness that dropped suddenly away from
the edge of the terrace—a darkness
vaguely sprinkled on one side with lights,
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merging in the distance into a clear sky
of stars, and full of the sound of the sea—
it scemed to me that Kavsokalyvia must
offer some of the happiest conditions of
the artistic life. T thought so again the
next morning, when the better part of that
great space resolved itself into so fairy a
blue of the Agean that no one could be-
lieve half the galleys of antiquity lay
under it. And the ramps of the mountain
towered up from it with such an air that
one seemed to find an immediate inspira-
tion for the indescribable nobility of the
old Athonite art. One of our hosts was
good enough to take us for a walk through
the skiti. The white houses and terraced
gardens scattered themselves irregularly
about a church, in a high rocky amphi-
theatre facing the sea. Athos himself,
half invisible in morning mist, formed the
rear wall of the amphitheatre. I judged
from the frescos of the church that the
villagers of the period had been too oc-
cupied by greater works to give their
genius sway. I was delighted, however,
by a St. Anthony, whose special tempta-
tion cannot have been too difficult to re-
sist if it took the form represented by the
monkish painter. The terrace in front of
the church was shaded by an enormous
tree, from one of whose branches hung the
village prayer-gong. As we went away a
monk began to beat the knell of a dead
artist. We also visited two or three of
the houses. In each was a chapel and a
studio, between which the colonists divide
their time.

The studio in the house of our hosts
was a room with two ordinary windows—
looking south—an open fireplace, and a
high wainscot shelf on which were a quan-
tity of florid lithographs. Three heavy
easels stood in different parts of the floor.
On them, and stacked about the room,
were wood panels of holy personages in
various stages of coloration. But they
bore small resemblance to the dark and
solemn saints of whom we had seen so
many in the monastery churches. They
were lighter and gayer, like their gar-
ments. They had taken on flesh. They
seemed to have gained cheerfulness at
the expense of expression. Altogether it
was patent that a new air had blown
over Kavsokalyvia. I asked one of the
caloyers if they used models. “Yes,” he
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answered, pointing to the lithographs.
“The men who painted those studied at
academies, and we have not. Therefore
we can learn from them.” And he showed
me a St. Nicholas, a commission for a
church in Greece, borrowed from a fever-
ish hunting scene.

It was pleasant, for once, to be 1id of
the claptrap of too many studios. And
out of such eagerness and good faith,
surely, have sprung some of the most
original movements in art. But I could
hardly express another sense that seemed
to fill the room as I looked around at
those pictures that were either childish
or tragic—a sense of endless years, and
the passing of things, and the pity and
irony of it. Was it not because Greek
monks a thousand years ago made little
pictures of saints and put them into
frames of beaten gold that the modern
easel picture came to be, set about with
gilt carving, and the cheap modern re-
production thereof? Yet to-day, lighted
only by a last reflection of the fire them-
selves once kindled, the painters of Mt.
Athos grope blindly toward something
their older art did not express, without
a shadow of its immense distinction,
its supreme understanding of decorative
values. No one would have believed that
that empty St. Nicholas was the legiti-
mate descendant of the tragic St. John of
Karyés, that from this mountain artists
went in the twelfth century to execute
the noble mosaics of Cefall, that the fore-
bears of these copiers of trashy German
lithographs were the inheritors of the
Hellenic tradition, the masters of Duc-
cio and Cimabue, collaborators toward
the prodigy of the Renaissance. The
whole case of Mt. Athos was in that
room. I think I never felt so intensely
before the rhythm of history, the flicker
of something that heats an art or a peo-
ple for a moment into supremacy and
then dies away,

To speak of Mt. Athos and not of Lavra
would be to describe Ttaly without men-
tioning Rome. Lavra, the proprietor of
the Sacred Mount itself—whose ascent on
the 6th of August, the feast of the Trans-
figuration, is only less meritorious than
a pilgrimage to Jerusalem—is the oldest
of the monasteries, the chief of them in

Q
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the hierarchy of the peninsula, the tribuna
as it were of the entire collection. The
monastery was founded in 963 by Niceph-
orus Phocas, out of the spoils of Crete,
because he fell in love with the beautiful
empress Theophano instead of retiring
from the world with his friend St. Athana-
sius, Itisnot for me to say which of them
had the best of it. Nicephorus met his
death at the hands of the beautiful The-
ophano, while Athanasius was killed by a
falling dome of the monastery church he
loved. As for Theophano, she also came
to a tragic end. All her beauty could not
save her from the lover for whom she
murdered Nicephorus. But Lavra re-
mains to this day, a monument to the
power upon one another of three great
persons, more beautiful after its thou-
sand years than when it rose in penance
and in scorn of the love of women.

It lifts its processional outline on a
grassy plateau under the eastern point of
the peninsula, far from any other mon-
astery. Above it wooded heights climb
sharply through sea mists to the over-
hanging peak. Below it meadows of an-
cient olive-trees slope to two rocky coves,
one more perfect than the other. The
smaller, a mere transparent pool among
the rocks, is the port of the monastery.
Strange craft ride there of forward-raking
masts, wherein black-gowned pirates will
speciously offer to sail you whither you
desire to go, afterward marooning you
half-way. Or so they did to us. The
larger, an open crescent more subject to
the humors of the &gean, is such a place
as one waits in for an emperor’s galley to
sweep around the point, meantime lis-
tening to the rhythm of the water and
wondering why it always looks so much
more desirable through an olive-tree.
And between the two, on a jagged rock
tufted with sweet-william and white iris,
stands the most romantic, the most in-
imitable, of moated towers. It is gar-
risoned by an ancient monk and a Greek
customs officer, only too happy in his
homesickness to offer coffee to a casual
stranger.

The monastery itself, entered crookedly
through three great iron-bound doors, is
in some ways less beautiful than it must
once have been. The court, as centuries
have gone by, has gradually filled until
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it is difficult to find a good perspective.
Earthquakes, too, have made unhappy
devastation. And the repairs [ollowing
upon the last betray an ominous partiality
for local marble and iron girders. Still
the seeker after effects of a kind shall not
wander there in vain. There are certain
cavernous archways. There are certain
subtly swelling roofs warmed never so
delicately with yellow lichen. There are
bits of brickwork and inset plates and
tiles. There is in particular a small
square between the refectory and the
church, where a graceful Byzantine foun-
tain stands between two cypresses so
venerable that St. Athanasius himself
may have planted them, as the monks
declare.

There are also rarer things, not to be
beheld without ceremonious sending back
and forth of embassies, without brandish-
ing of portentous keys and the super-
vision of long-suffering caloyers. Of such
is the library, the richest collection of
books on the peninsula. It contains over
fifteen hundred Greek manuscripts, be-
sides many Venetian and other early
prints. One of the most beautiful manu-
scripts is a great illuminated Gospel of
the eleventh century, presented by the
emperor Alexius Comnenus. Not the
least curious is a botany of Dioscorides,
illustrated by paintings. The librarian
also fished out of a loose envelope some
fragments of an epistle of St. Paul, of the
fifth century, sacrilegiously annotated in
English in purple ink. He was most
anxious, however, that we should ex-
amine his visitors’ book and add to its
collection of polyglot sentiments,

Another room in the same building was
the more interesting because we had seen
nothing else of the kind. We were es-
corted thither by the two Epitropes and
the secretary of the monastery in person,
in order to see the golden robe of Niceph-
orus Phocas. We did not see very much
of it, because it lay in a big case among a
quantity of other ancient vestments. It
did not look its thousand vears. I made
no indiscreet remark, however, being too
curious to paw over the antique stuffs
that filled the rest of the case. Some of
them were embroidered with seed pearls.
On others were bits of miniature painting.
More church finery was folded in piles on
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a series of curtained shelves along the
walls. On a higher shelf stood a jug of
old Venetian glass, stuck all over with
colored flowers, and some Persian and
Rhodian plates for which I would have
given my head. A bronze quiver in-
scribed in Arabic dangled from the knob
of a cupboard—perhaps a memento of
Nicephorus's Cretan campaign. There
were other cupboards and a number of
wooden chests, one of them curiously
painted, containing who knew whalt price-
less treasures. As we came away the old
librarian nudged me in the ribs and whis-
pered “Compliméntt.” He cherished a
not always realizable aspiration to speak
French. I thereupon expressed to the
Epitropes in an equally inadequate Greek
my sense of the extreme honor they had
shown us. But I privately considered my
Greek as adequate as the opportunity
we had had to rummage through that
tantalizing room.

I was of a similar mind the next morn-
ing, when we were shown the church.
Perhaps its gilded bronze doors, its tes-
sellated pavement, its blue-green tiling,
its splendor of lamps and icons, and its
noble frescos impressed me the more be-
cause we were not allowed to photograph
them. But we had by that time seen the
chief churches of Mt. Athos, and not
even in those of Vatopéthi and Karyés
did T gather such an effect of supreme
distinction. The relics were shown us by
a vestured priest, as they deserved, be-
tween lighted candles, on a table in front
of the altar door. I seem to recollect the
skull of some saintly person, set in silver,
T remember more clearly a mosaic icon
framed in filigree whorls of gold, donated
to the monastery by that Armenian John
Tzimisces who brought Nicephorus and
Theophano to their unhappy ends. What
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I could not take my eyes away from was
the bit of the True Cross given to St.
Athanasius by Nicephorus himself, set
crosswise in a great gold case with fold-
ing doors of gold. The outside of the
case was studded in the Byzantine fash-
ion with large pale gems. Inside were
smaller and rarer stones, including some
of the most antique diamonds known,
and small reliefs of saints and apostles.

There are, of course, many things more
ancient in the world. But I have not
often felt so completely about me the il-
lusion of another time. That old piece
of church jewelry, so perfectly preserved
that it might just have come from the
hand of the Byzantine goldsmith who
made it, had the strangest power to bring
back its world of a thousand years ago.
And it secretly pleased my sense of the
fitness of things that we were not allowed
to open our cameras. The solemn frescos
seemed to look down rebukingly upon
those pert modern engines of art. Who
were two little mongrel American tourists,
harbarians from beyvond unknown seas,
that they should trifle with the sanctity
of imperial relics?

At another monastery we had made the
acquaintance of a monk who interested
me greatly. Among many intelligent
and open-minded caloyers he was the
one scholar we happened to meet. He
knew Paris, he had matriculated at a
German university, he was a student of
history and philology, he subscribed to
the “ Byzantinische Zeitschrift.” Que

diable allait-il faire dans celte galére? 1
asked myself. But as we rode away from
Lavra, still dazed by the church, through
a long lonely land of climbing forests and
foam-edged sea, of wild flowers and night-
ingales and dropping water, I thought of
that monk again.

After all——!




THE STORY OF ATALAPHA

A WINGED BROWNIE

BY ERNEST

ILLUSTRATIONS

I

THE TWINS

HE Beavers
h T had settled
on the little
brook that runs
easterly from
Mount Marcy, and
built a series of
dams that held a
succession of ponds
like a wet stairway
down the valley,
making a break in
the forest that gave
the sky a chance
to see its own
sweet face in the pools below.

The Rose Moon was queen of the blue
and was glowing on the pine-robed moun-
tain. The baby Beaver were learning
to slap with their tails, and already the
chirring in high places told of young birds
grown and lusty. The peace of the forest
was abroad, for it was calm and cool in
the waning light.

And now the winged Brownies of the
Woods, the hush people of Shadowland,
came trooping down the open aisle above
the beaver-ponds. Skimming and circling
on lightning wing, catching the butter-
flies of the night or pursuing each other
with shouts that to them seemed loud and
boisterous, though to us they would be
merely squeaks and twitters too thin and
fine for any but the sharpest ears.

Somewhat in order of size they came;
the smallest first, the larger as the shad-
ows deepened. Then almost at the twi-
light’s end appeared the last and royalest
of them all. Clad in its frosted sable-furs,
it swooped into view on ample wings,
biggest, strongest, rarest of the folk of
Shadowland, the king of its kind, the
chief of the winged Brownies, and yet for
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which we blind ones have no better name
than Great North Hoary Bat.

Darting up and down the waterway
chasing the fat moths and big game of the
night, noctua, samia, lachnosterna, or
stripping their bodies of legs and wings
to devour the soft parts in air, the great
Bat flew, first of the royal house to come.
Sonwumu skimming low over the waters,
sometimes shooting skyward above the
trees, sometimes spinning up and down,
faster than any of its lesser kin.  One not
gifted with night eyes would have mar-
velled to learn that in all this airy wheeling
and speeding, she, for it was a Queen Bat,
carried a heavy burden. Clinging to her
breast were two young Bats, her offspring.
They were growing fast and already a
heavy weight; but none who marked only
the mother's flight would have guessed
that she was so trammelled and heavy
laden.

Up and down the fare-way of the water
she skimmed, or high above the trees
where roam the bigger flvers of the night,
till she had caught and eaten her fill, then
after another hovering drink at the beaver-
pond, she left the almost deserted fly-way
and, soaring over the tree-tops, she made
up the mountainside to her home den, a
knot-hole in a hollow maple, too small to
be entered by Marten or Hawk or any
creature big enough to do her harm.

II
THE SCHOOLING OF A BROWNIE

As June, the Moon of Roses, passed, the
young Bats grew apace. lhe) were full
furred now, and their weight so great that
the mother left them in the den in the hol-
low branch each time she went forth seek-
ing food. Now she brought back the
bodies of her prey, moths and June-bugs;
for the young were learning to eat solid
food, and when their mother came home
after the evening hunt, they would meet
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her at the door with a soft chirring of wel-
come, spring on the food she brought, and
tussle with each other for the pieces.
Two meals a day, or rather each night,
is a rule of the Bat life—one in the evening
twilight, and again in the morning twi-
light. And twice each day the mother
stuffed them with food, so they grew and
grew. The difference of their dispositions
was well marked now. The lesser brother
was petulant and a little quarrelsome.
He always wanted the June-
bug that had not been given
him, and paid little heed to

of Atalapha

was falling through the air. He gave a
little screech, instinctively spread out his
wings, and flapped very hard. Then lo!
instead of falling, he went fluttering for-
ward, and before he knew it was flving.
It was weak and wabbly, but it was
flight; Mother was close at hand and
when he seemed to weaken and failed to
hold control, she glided underneath and
took his weight upon her back. Wheel-
ing, she mounted with strong, sturdy
strokes. Soon again he was
back to the home den and
his maiden flight was over.

the warning “chirr” that .“‘"‘“M”"‘, It was three days before
his mother sometimes gave o Little Brother would take
to stop him scrambling after ~ Q“P'd his flight. And many a
his brother’s portion. But 0, = W scolding his mother gave
the bigger brother was not Portrait him before he could be per-
easily provoked; he sought of & suaded that he really had
for peace. What wonder Brownie wings to bear him aloft if

that the mother found it
pleasanter to stroke and lick
the big one's fur than to be
chittered at by the little one.
June went by; July, the
Thunder Moon, was half
gone, when a great event
took place. The young had
been growing with wonderful rapidity.
Though far from being as heavy as the
mother yet, they were nearly as long and
had a wing stretch that was fully three-
quarters of hers. During the last few
days they had dared to sit on their home
branch outside of the den, to wait for
mother with the ecatables. Each time
they saw her coming, their well-grown
wings fluttered vigorously with excite-
ment, and more than once with such
power that the young bodies were lifted
almost off their feet; surely the time had
come for the great experiment. Instead
of giving them the food that evening, the
mother Bat kept a little way off.
Holding the body of a cockchafer, she
alichted on a branch, and when the hun-
gry little ones pursued her, clamoring, she
kept just out of reach and continued on
to the end of the branch. The little ones
scrambled after her, and just as they
reached the prize she launched into the
air on her wings. The Big Brother was
next her. He had been reaching for the
food; the suddenness of the move upset
him. He lost his hold and in a moment

only he would try to use

them.
From this time on the
twins’ real life began.
Twice nightly they went fly-
ing with Mother to the
long wet valley through the
timber, and though at first
they wearied before they had covered
thrice the length of the beaver-ponds,
their strength grew quickly, and the late
Thunder Moon saw them nearly full
grown, strong on the wing, and rejoicing
in the power of flight. Oh! what a joy
it was, when the last streak of light was
gone from the western world rim, to
scramble to the hole and launch into the
air—one, two, three—DMother, Brother,
and Little Brother, to go kiting, scoot-
ing, circling, sailing, diving, and soaring
—with flutter, wheel, and downward
plunge. Then sharp with hunger they
would dart for the big, abounding game
—great fat luna moths, roaring June-
bugs, luscious cecropias, and a thousand
smaller game were whizzing and flitting
on every side, a plenteous feast for those
with wings of speed. One or two small
moths they seized and gobbled in mid-
air.  Then a fat June-bug came boom-
ing by and away went the youngsters
twittering with glee, neck and neck, and
Mother hovering near. Within half a
pond length they were up to him, and
pounced and snapped, Little Brother and



She swuoped after the roaring bug.

Big Brother. But an unexpected difh-
culty arose. The June-bug was so big and
round, and clad in such hard-shell armor,
that each time the young Bats pounced
and snapped, their little jaws could get no
hold, but sent the bug rebounding, safely
speeding.

Snap, snap, snap went the little Bats,
but it was like a terrier snapping at an
armadillo or a kitten at a turtle. For
the June-bug kept his legs tight tucked
and all the rest was round and hard.
“Snap” went Brother at his head and
“snap” went Little Brother at his tail.
They nearly bumped into each other, but
the booming bug escaped and Little
Brother chittered angrily at every one.

Then the mother Bat came skimming
by and said in Bat language, “ Now, chil-
dren, watch me and see how to manage
those big, hard things you cannot bite.”
She swooped after the roaring bug, but
making no attempt to use her teeth she
sailed over, then in a twinkling curled
her tail with its broad flap into a bag
and scooped the June-bug in. Her legs

helped to close the net; a quick reach
back of the supple neck and the boomer
was seized by the head. Her hind feet
clutched it firmly, a few quick movements
of her jaws, the wing cases, the armored
legs and horns, went down rattling into
the leafage, and the June-bug's body was
like a chicken trussed for eating, cleaned
of all but the meat.

Calling to the twins with a twittering
squeak she took the fat lump in her teeth
and flew onward and upward, still calling.
Then, as they labored in pursuit, she rose
alittle and dropped the big, luscious prize.

Away went Brother, and after went
Little Brother in pursuit of the falling
food. It fell straight, they darted in zig-
zags. Again and again they struck at it,
but could not hold it. Tt was surely falling
to the ground, where it would be lost, for
no Frosted Bat would eat food from the
ground. But Mother swooped and with
her tail scooped the round thing in again,

Once more she flew to the higher level
above the trees. Again she called to the
Brothers to try their powers. And as the
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fat body dropped a sccond time they
resumed their eager zigzags. A little
screech of joy from Little Brother an-
nounced that he had scooped the body,
but he lost his wing balance and dropped
the June-bug to recover himself. It had
not fallen twenty feet before Brother
dashed under sideways and up, then twit-
tered in needle tones of joy, for he had
won the prize and won it in fair play. The
old Bat would have eaten it on the wing,
but the little ones were not yet steady
enough for that, so they flew to a tall tree
and to a top branch which afforded a
good perch and there they revelled in the
spoils.

11T

THE UNDOING OF LITTLE BROTHER

TaE Thunder Moon was worthy of its
name. Night after night there were
thunder-storms that prevented the Bats
going out to hunt, and the hardship of
hunger was theirs, for more than once they
had to crouch in the home den while the
skies and trees shivered in thunder that
shook down drenching streams of rain.
Then followed a few clear days and nights

with growing heat. Little Brother, al-
ways petulant, chittered and crooned in
querulous notes, but Brother and Mother
bore it all silently. The home was surely
very close, but it was a safe refuge. At
last Little Brother would stand it no
longer. The morning hunt was over, that
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is the second meal, the east was shm_-ving a
dawning. All three had huddled in the
old safe home, but it got closer and hot-
ter; another blazing day was coming, and
Little Brother, in spite of warning chitters

from his Mother and bead-eyed wonder of
his Brother, crawled out of the den and
hung himself, bat-fashion, heels up under
a thick and shady spruce bough close at
hand.

Mother called once or twice, but he
answered her only with an impatient
grunt or not at all. He was very well
pleased to find it so much cooler and
pleasanter under this bough than in the
den, though in truth the blinding sun
was far from agreeable,

The brightness and the heat grew and
the bird voices mostly died away. But
there was one that could be heard in sun
or shadow, heat or twilight, the loud
“Jay, jay' of the Bluejay, the rampant,
rollicking, mischief bird, the spy and tell-
tale of the woods.

“Jav, jay,” he screamed when he found
a late fledgling in the nest of a Vireo and
gobbled the callow mite as its parents
wailed around. “Jay, jay, to-rootel,” he
chortled as he saw a fat grasshopper left on
a thorn by a Butcher-bird who believed in
storing food when it was plenty. But the
Jay polished off the dainty and hopped
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gayly to a cleft tree into which some large
insect had buzzed. The Jay tapped with
his bill; an angry buzz gave warning.

“Nay, nay,” said the blue terror and
lightly flitted to a tall fir out of reach
of the angry hornets.

Here his keen eyes, glancing around,
caught a glimpse of a brownish-looking
lump like an autumn leaf or a moth co-
coon,

“Took, look,” murmured the Jay.
“What is that?”” It hung
from the lower side of a limb.
The Jay hopped just above
it. The slight jarring of
his weight caused two tiny
blinky eyes to open, but the
sunlight was blinding, the
owner was helpless, and
with one fell blow of his sharp
bill the Bluejay split its skull.
brown form of the Bat shook in the
final throe, fell from the perch, and was
lost to view, while the Bluejay croaked
and ‘ he-he’d " and went on in the rounds
of his evil life.

That was the end of Little Brother.

His Mother and
Brother knew he was
killed, but they could
sce little of it in the
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ATALAPHA’S TOILET

Atararma, the Big Brother, now lived
alone with his Mother, learning many
things that were needful to his life success;
being taught by her, even as she was
taught by her mother, chiefly through the
power of example, developing so fast that
he was full grown belore the waning of
the Thunder Moon, and was
far advanced for his age in
all the wise ways of Bats.

a3 e ]
k"@?-._r{:’ ; One of the first lessons
- was the making of his toi-
let, for the
winged
f Brownies
J are exqui-

sitely clean
in their per-
son. This
was the
way of his
washing.
After dip-
ping once
or twice in
the water
so the lower fur was
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brightness; they were el = dripping wet he would
sure only of this: they %9’;5\%*‘ s fly to some well-known
never saw him again. $3 el roost and, hanging by

But a man, a good 4 first one foot then by

naturalist, was prowl-

ing through the woods

that day with trout-

rod in hand. It was

too hot to fish. He was lying under a
tree in the shade when the familiar voice
of the Bluejay sounded above him. He
saw nothing of the bird. He knew noth-
ing of its doings overhead, but he did
know that presently there fluttered down
a beautiful form, the velvet and silver-
clad body of a Great Northern Bat, and
when the wings had ceased to flutter, a
closer glance showed that the skull was
split by a blow from some sharp instru-
ment. But the rare specimen was lit-
tle harmed; he gladly took it to an hon-
ored resting-place. He had no answer to
the riddle, but we know it for the work-
ing out of the law—obedience is long
life.

the other, would comb
his fur all over with the
thumb that grows on
each wing bend, and
then with finer application of his teeth and
tongue every part was dressed and licked
as carefully as a cat might dress her coat.
And last his wings are rubbed and mas-
saged inside and out. He would lick and
pull at the
membrane,
and stretch
it over his
head till ev-
ery part was
cleared of ev-
ery speck of
dust, and the
fur slick and
clean and
fluffy soft.
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He knew how to take the noisy June-
bug in the scoop-net. How to snap the
small but juicy May-flies and mosquitoes

The Story of Atalapha

basilona cannot be scooped, but must be
struck from above and dewinged; so
also with the lightning hawk-moth, the

The flittering host of the moonlight.

in his mouth and cut their wings with his
side teeth. He could seize, strip, pluck,
bone, and eat a noctua or a snowy menas
without changing his line of flicht. He
knew that a polopias was a hard-shell
and a stinger to be let alone; some young
Bats have lost their lives through not
knowing what a deadly creature is this
steel-blue mud wasp. He knew that
the woolly luna, the fluffy samia with
her owl-eyed wings, or the blazing yellow

royal citheronia, and the giant cecropia,
the hardest of all to take, the choicest food
in the air. He learned to keep away from
the surface of the beaver-pond when the
great trout were jumping, and he had dis-
covered the wonderful treat that one may
eat hovering in front of a high honey-
suckle when honey, pollen, and smoke-
flies mixed made a thick, delicious food
that was a new sensation. He knew the
booming hoot of the Horned Owl and the
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screech of the early Pigeon Hawk. He
could dart at full speed, without touching,
through an opening but little wider than
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and henceforth Atalapha was left to him-
self, had indeed to seek a new home.

When autumn came and the Bat host
went South, the males went first and
Atalapha instinctively followed. Afar in
the groves of Florida he spent the cold
term and grew to be the biggest and rich-
est clad of all his sportive kind.

When spring came back he joined his
male companions for the northern flight.
On past Marcy Mount they went; any im-
pulse he had to stop was held in check by
the example of others.
Marcy Vale was a range
of female Bats, the males
must live apart and on
they went till the Sara-
nac was blue and white
below, and there they
halted; this was home.

25 50N Here he spent the

el %'#”“‘_5.___ spring and the summer,

;- g T here he learned to live the

¢ P free life of a full-grown

ﬂf} iy Bat, and to meet and

—e S rejoice in meeting the

dangers that were thick

one wing. He could about from the Owl and

comb his left side with
his right thumb-nail,
He learned to enjoy
teasing the great, clum-
sy Night-hawks; and
when he saw one
spreading its enormous
gape to close on some fat basilona, he
loved to dart between and in a spirit of
mischiel and sport to bear the coveted
morsel away. All Great Northern Bats
are marvellous on the wing, but Atalapha
was a marvel among the young of his kind.
He rejoiced in the fulness of hisspeed. He
gloried in the strength of his wings; and—
shall T tell it ?—he became a little puffed
up. Because he pleased his Mother, and
was a little abler than his mates and had
taken with credit the first steps in the life
journey, he reckoned himself a very impor-
tant being; and thought he knew it all.
Hehad an awakening. For late on a night
in the early Red Moon the air was filled
with a droning hum that puzzled him, but
stirred his Mother to leap for the door and
wing away. The air was filled with new
Bats, bigger, stronger than he was used
to, and among them was Atalapha’s Fa-
ther. He had come again to his bride,

Hawk to the jagged
thorn or the stinging aca-

rus, from the leaping trout in the brook to
the weird mystery—a column of hot and
deadly vapor that rose from a glowing
man-made pile of stones by the upper
Saranac, a place that in his mind was
noted as the place of the wnknown death.
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ATALAPHA WOUNDED AND CAPTIVE

A coop naturalist who found Bats
worthy of his whole life-study has left
us a long account of a Bat roost where ten
thousgand of the lesser tribes had colonized
the garret of a country dweller’s home. 1t
was in a land of flies, mosquitoes, and
many singing pests with stings, but all
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home. Yes, every time a Bat scoops
up a flying bug it deals a telling blow at
mankind's foes. There 1s no creature,
winged or walking in the woods, that
should be better prized, protected, blessed
than this, the harmless, beautiful, benefi-
cent Bat.

And yet young Haskins of the Mill,
when his uncle gave him a shotgun for
his birthday, must needs begin with prac-
tise on these fur-clad swallows of the
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about the house was an Eden where such
insects were unknown. Each Bat needs
many hundred little insects every night;
what wonder that they had swept the
region clear!

Slow-moving science has gathered up
facts and deciphered a part of the dim
manuscript of truth that has in it the laws
of life.

We know now that typhoid, malaria,
yellow fever, and all sorts of dreadful
maladies are borne about by the mos-
quitoes and the flies. Without such virus-
carriers these deadly pests would die out.
And of all the creatures in the woods there
is none that does more noble work for
man than the skimming fur-clad Bat.
Perhaps he kills a thousand insects in a
night. All of these are possible plague-
bearers. Some of them are surely in-
fected and carry in their tiny baleful
bodies the power to desolate a human

night that skimmed about the mill-dam
when the sun went down behind the nearer
hills.

Again and again he fired without effect.
The flittering swarm was baffling in its
speed or its tortuous course. But am-
munition was plentiful, and he blazed
away. One or two of the smaller Bats
dropped into the woods, while others
escaped only to die of their wounds. The
light was nearly gone from the western
sky when Atalapha, too, came swooping
down the valley about the limpid pond.
His long sharp wings were set as he sailed
to drink from the river surface. His
unusual size caught the gunner's eye; he
aimed and fired. With a scream of pain
the great Bat fell in the stream, and the
heartless human laughed triumphant,
then ran to the margin to look for his
victim,

One wing was useless, but Atalapha
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was swimming bravely with the other.
He had nearly reached the land when the
boy reached out with a stick and raked
him ashore, then stooped to secure the
victim; but Atalapha gave such a succes-
sion of harsh shrieks of pain and anger
that the boy recoiled. He came again,
however, with a tin can; the wounded Bat
was roughly pushed in with a stick and
carried to the house to be shut up in a
cage. '

That boy was not deliberately cruel or
wicked. He was simply ignorant and
thoughtless. He had no idea that the
Bat was a sensitive, high-strung creature,
a mortal of absolutely blameless life, a
hidden worker, a man-defender from the
evil powers that plot and walk in dark-
ness—the real Brownie of the woods, the
uncrowned king of the kindly little folk of
Shadowland—and so in striking down
Atalapha the fool had harmed his own,
but the linking of his life with the in-
ner chain of life was hidden from him.
Cruelty was far from his thoughts; it be-
can with the hunting instinct, then came
the desire to possess, and the gratifica-
tion of a reasonable curiosity—all good
enough. But the methods were hard on
the creature caught. The boy pressed
his nose against the close wire netting
and stared at the wet and trembling pris-
oner. Then the boy’s little sister came
and gazed with big blue eyes of fear and
wonder.

“Oh, give it something to eat,” was
her kind suggestion,  So bread, for which
the wounded one had no appetite, was
pushed between the bars. Next morn-
ing, of course, the bread was there un-
touched.

“Try it with some meat,” suggested
one, so meat and, later, fish, fruit, vege-
tahles, and lastly insects were offered to
the sad-faced captive without getting any
responsc.

Then the mother said: “Have you
given it any water?’’ No, they had never
thought of that. A saucerful was brought,
and Atalapha in a fever of thirst drank
long and deeply, then refreshed he hung
himself from a corner of the cage and
fell asleep. Next morning the insects
and all the fresh meat were gone; and
now the boy and bis sister had no diffi-
culty in feeding their captive.

Vor. L1X.—33
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VI

THE WINGS TIIAT SEE

Arararana’s hurt was merely a flesh
wound in the muscle of his breast. He
recovered quickly, and in o week was well
again. His unhinging had been largely
from the shock, for the exquisite nerv-
ous sensibilities of the Bat are perhaps
unequalled in the animal world; how
fine none know that have not been con-
fronted with much evidence. There was
once, long ago, a cruel man, a student of
natural history, who was told that a Bat
has such o marvellous giit of nerves and
such a tactile sense that it could see with
its wings if its eyes were gone. He did
not hesitate to put it to the proof, and
has left a record that sounds to us like
a tale of magic.

There was sickness in the small set-
tlement, and the Doctor, calling, learned
of the children’s captive. He knew of
Spallanzani’s account and was minded to
test the truth; but he was not minded to
rob a fellow being of its precious eyesight.
He could find other means.

Opening the cage he seized the fur-clad
prisoner, then dropping deftly a little
soft wax on each eyelid, he covered all
with adhesive plaster so that the eyes -
were closed, absolutely sealed, there was
no possibility of one single ray of enter-
ing light. And then he let the captive
fly in the room. Strong once more on the
wing, Atalapha rose at once in wavering
flight, then steadied himself, and hovering
in the air he dashed for the ceiling. But
a moment before striking he wheeled and
skimmed along the cornice, not touching
the wall, and not in seeming doubt. The
Doctor reached out to catch him, but the
Bat dodged instantly and successfully.
The Doctor pursued with an insect net in
hand, but the blinded Bat had some other
sense that warned him. Darting across
the room he passed through the antlers of
a deer’s head, and though he had to short-
en wing on each side, he touched them not.
When the pursuing net drove him from
the ceiling, he flew low among the chairs,
passing under legs and between rungs at
full speed, with not a touch. Then in a
moment of full career near the floor he
halted and hovered like a humming-bird
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before the tiny crack under the door, as
though it promised escape. All along this
he fluttered, then at the corner he followed
it upward, and hovering at the key-hole,
he made a long pause.  This seemed to be
a way of escape, for the fresh air came in.
But he decided that it was too small, for
he did not go near, and he certainly did
not see it. Then he darted toward the
stove, but recoiled before too close. The
roaring draught of the damper held him a
moment, hut he quickly
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the fly that had settled on the wall went
off with a loud hum. Instantly Ata-
lapha wheeled in pursuit. It darted past
the deer’s antlers and through the loops
and zigzag threads round here and there,
but not for long.  Within half the room’s
length the fly was snatched in full career.
Tts legs and wings went floating away and
the body made a pleasant bite of food for

the gifted one.
What further proof could any ask, what
stronger test could be in-

flew, avoiding the stove- — vented? The one with
pipe wire, and hovered at == the \\'onderful wings was
another hair-like crack = the one with the tactile
along the window. —_— power that poor blind
Now the Doctor = man gropes hard for
stretched many threads 2;- words to picture even in
in angles of the room and == the narrow measure that
set small rings of wire in == he can comprehend it.
the narrow ways. Driv- = Tired with the unwont-
en upward from the floor fé} ed flight Atalapha was
the blinded prisoner — hanging from the wall.
skimmed at speed along ff//f His silky seal-brown sides
the high corners of the /f_f’ were heaving just a little

room, he dodged the
threads, he shortened
wing and passed in full
flight through the rings,
and he wheeled from ev-
ery obstacle as though he
had perfect vision, exact
knowledge of its place
and form.

Then, lastly, the Doc-
tor gave a crucial test,
On the table in the middle of the room he
set a dish of water and released a hlue-
bottle fly. Every one present was cau-
tioned to keep absolutely still. Atala-
pha was hanging by his hind feet from
a corner of the room, vainly trying to
scratch the covering from his eyes. Pres-
ently he took wing again. The dead si-
lence reassured him. He began once more
his search for escape. He made a great
scuare-cornered flight all around the door.
He traversed at a wing length the two
sides of the sash and then inspected the
place where the cross-bars met. He
passed a mouse-hole with a momentary
pause, but hovered long at a tiny knot-
hole in the outer wall. Then reviving
his confidence in the silence of the room,
he skimmed several times round and, div-
ing toward the pan, drank as he flew. Now
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with the strain. The
butterfly net was deftly
dropped upon him ; then
with warm water and
skilful care the plas-
ters and wax were re-
moved and the prisoner
restored to his cage, to
be a marvel and to
furnish talk for many a
day as ‘“‘the Bat that
could see with his wings.”

Then in the second week of captive
life there was a change. The boy came
no more with coarse lumps of food, the
sister alone was feeder and jailer, and she
was listless. She barely renewed the wa-
ter and threw in the food, taking little
note of the restless prisoner or the neg-
lected cage. Then one day she did not
come at all. And next day, after hasty
teeding, left the door unlocked. That
night Atalapha, ever searching for escape,
trying every wire and air-hole, pushed
back the door, then skimmed into the
room, and by an open window launched
out into the glorious night again upon his
glorious wings, free! free! free! And he
swooped and sailed in the sweet fresh air
of the starry night, and sailed and soared
and sang.

=,

{



The Story of Atalapha 451

And who shall tell the history of his
bright young jailers at the mill? Little is
known but this: the pestilence borne of
the flies alighted on that home, and when
the grim one left it there were two new
mounds, short mounds in the sleeping
ground that is overlooked by the wooden
tower. Who can tell us what snowflakes
set the avalanche a-rolling, or what was
the one, the very spark, which, quenched,
had saved the royal city from the flames!
This only we know: that the Bats were
destroying the bearers of the plague about
that house; many Bats had fallen by the
gun, and the plague struck in that house
where the blow was hardest to be borne,
Wedo not understand. Itisa chain with
many links, we have not light to see,
and the only guide that is always safe
to follow in the gloom is the golden
thread of kindness, the gospel of Assisi's
saint.

VII
ATALAPHA MEETS WITH SILVER-BROWN

Tae Thunder Moon was passing now.
Atalapha was well and strong as ever,
yes, more than ever before. He was now
in his flush of prime. His ample wings
were longest in the tribe, his fur was full
and rich; and strong in him was a heart
of courage, a latent furnace of desire,
Strange impulses and vague came on him
at times. So he went careering over the
mountains or fetching long sweeping
flights over the forest lakes from far
Champlain to Placid’s rippling blue.

The exuberant joy of flight was perhaps
the largest impulse, but the seeking for
change, the hankering for adventure, were
there.

He sailed a long way toward Marcy
Mount one night, and was returning in
the dawning, when he was conscious of
nearing a place of peril. A dull glow in
the valley ahead—the Unknown Death.
And he veered to the west to avoid that
invisible column of poison. When far to
the east of him he heard a loud screeching,
and peering toward the broad band of
day that lay behind the eastern hilltops,
he saw a form go by at speed, with a
larger one behind it.

Curiosity no doubt was the first motive

to draw him near, and then he saw a Bat,
one of his own kind, a stranger to him
and of smaller, finer make than his ro-
bust comrides on the Saranac.,  Its form
brought back memorics of his mother, and

it was with something more than pass-
ing sympathy he saw she was being done
to death by a bird of prey. It was early,
but already the ravenous Chicken-hawk
was about and haunting a place that had
vielded him good hunting before. But
why should a Bat fear the Chicken-hawk?
There is no flier in the sky that can fol-
low the Great Hoary Bat, but follow he
did, and the Bat, making wretched haste
to escape, seemed to forget the tricks and
arrowy speed of her kind, and was losing
in an easy race. Why? Something had
sapped her strength. Maybe she did not
know what, maybe she never knew, but
her brain was reeling, her lungs were
choking, she had unwittingly crossed the
zone of the Unknown Death; and the
Hawk screeched aloud for the triumph
already in sight.

The fierce eyes were glaring, the cru-
el beak was gaping, the deadly talons
reached. But the stimulus of death so
near made the numbed Bat dodge and
wheel, and again, but each time by a
narrower space, escaped. She tried 1o
reach a thicket, but the Hawk was over-
cunning and kept between. One more
plunge; the victim uttered a low cry of
despair.  When, whiz/ past the very eyes
of the great Hawk went a Bat, and the
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Hawk recoiled before he knew that this
was another.  Flash, flap, flutter, just be-
fore his eyes, and just beyond his reach,
came the newcomer full of strength and
power, quicker than lightning, absolutely
scorning the slow, clumsy Hawk, while
Silver-brown dropped limply out of sight
to be lost in a hemlock top.

Now the Hawk was roused to fury.
He struck and dived and swooped again
while the Bat skimmed round his head,
flirted in his face, derided him with tiny
squeaks, and flouted the fell destroyer,
teasing and luring him for a while, then
left him far away as the Sea-gull leaves
a ship when it interests him no longer.

There was no deep emotion in the part
the big Bat played, there was no conscious
sex instinct, nothing but the feeling of
siding with his own kind against a foe;
but he remembered the soft, velvet fur of
Silver-brown as he flew, and still remem-
bered it a little when he hung himself
up for his day sleep in the hollow he felt
was home.

VIII

THE LOVE FIRE

Tue Red Moon
rose on Saranac,
and with it many
a growing impulse
rose to culmina-
tion. Atalapha
was in his glorious
prime; the red
blood coursing
through his veins
was tingling in
its redness. His
limbs, his wings—
those magic wings
that, sightless, vet could see—were vi-
brant with his life at its flood-tide rush.
His powers were in their flush, His coat
responded, and the deep rich yellow brown
that turned pale golden on his throat and
deepened into red on his shining shoul-
ders was glossed on his back with a pur-
ple sheen, while over all the color play
was showered the silver of his frosting;
like nightly stars on a shallow summer sea
where the yellow tints of weeds gleamed
through, it shone; and massing on his
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upper arm formed there a band of white
that spanned his shoulders, sweeping
down across his throat like a torc on the
neck of some royal rover of the horde
that harried Rome, the badge of his na-
tive excellence, the proof of his self-won
fame.

Rich indeed was his vestment now, but
his conscious pride was the great long-
fingered pulsatory wings, stretching out
to grasp huge handfuls of the blue-green
night, reaching, bounding, throbbing as
they answered to the bidding of the lusty
heart within; whether as a bending bow
to hurl himself, its arrow, up toward the
silent stars, or to sense like fine antenna
every form or barricade, or change of
heat or cold, or puff of air, yes, even hill
or river far below, that crossed or neared
his unseen path. And the golden throat
gave forth in silver notes a song of joy.
Sang out Atalapha, as every sentient
being sings when lile and power and
the joy of life have filled his cup brim-
tul.

And he whirled and wheeled, and
shrilled his wildest strain, as though his
joy were rounded out complete.

How well he knew it lacked!

Deep in his heart was a craving, a long-
ing that he scarcely understood. His
life, so full, so strong, was only half a life;
and he raced in wanton speed, or plunged
like a meteor to skim past sudden death
for the very pride and glory of his power.
And skirling he **spieled” the song that
he may have used as a war-song; butit
had no hate in its vibrant notes: it was the
outhursting now of a growing, starken-
ing, urging, all-dominating wish for some
one else. And he wheeled in ever larger
lightning curves: careering he met his
summer mates, all racing like himself, all
filled with the fires of youth and health,
burning and lusty life, that had reached
a culmination. All tingling as with
some pungent inbreathed essence, racing,
strenuous, eager, hungry, hankering, crav-
ing for something that was not yet in
their lives. Seeking companionship, and
vet when they met each other they
wheeled apart, each by the other shunned,
and circling yet voyaging in the upper
air they went, drifting, sailing, alone
though in a flock, away to the far south-
west.
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Fervent in the fervent throng and light-
ning swift among the flashing speeders
was Atalapha in his new ecstatic mood.
He had perhaps no clear thought of his
need and void, but a picture came again
and again in his mind, the form of a com-
panion, not a lusty brother of the bachelor
crew, but the soft, slight form of Silver-
brown. * And as his feelings burned, the
impulse grew and his fleet wings bore him
like a glancing star away and away to the
valley where ten
nights back he had
seen her drop as

the death Hawk '\“”"--_

stooped to seize

her. \ I
Star! red star of > J'

the Red Moon \rm’

nights! -

Star blazing in
the sky as a ruddy
fire-fly glowing in
the grass, as a lamp
in a beacon burning!

Oh! be the wan-
derer's star to-night and guide him to the
balm-wine tree!

Oh! shine where the cooling draught
awaits the fevered lips and burning!

The strong wings lashed on the am-
bient wind and that beautiful body went
bounding, swinging, bounding. High
holding his swift line he swept o'er Sara-
nac and on. Low glancing like an ar-
row newly sped he traversed Pitchofi’s
many-shouldered peak. Like a falling
star he dropped to Placid’s broad, blue
breast and made across the waving forest
heads.

For where? Did he know? For the
upper valley of the river, for the place of
the Unknown Death, for the woods, for
the very tree in whose bosky top he had
had the last, the fleeting glimpse of the
soft little Silver-brown.

There is no hunger for which there is
no food. There is no food that will not
come for the hunger that seeks and seeks
and will not cease from seeking. Speed-
ing in airy wheels in the early night,
careering around the hemlock top as
though it held and had held these many
days the magnet that he had never real-
ized till now. And many of his brethren
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passing near wove mystic traceries in
the air; he sensed them all about, but
heeded none—a compass for a compass
has no message. When a subtle influ-
ence turned him far away, another power,
not eyes nor tactile wings; and he wheeled
with eager rush as one who sees afar a
signal long awaited.

There! Yes! A newcomer of his race,
of different form perhaps, and size and
coat, but these were things he had no

mind to see. This
had a different pres-
ence, an Overmas-
Y tering lure, a
speechless bidding
not to be resisted
—a sparkling of the
distant spring to
the sand-worn trav-
eller parched
athirst,
= Now sped he like
a pirate of the air.
Now fled she like
a flying yacht gold-
laden. And away, and the warm wind
whistled, left behind. But the pirate
surely wins when the prize is not averse
to be taken. Not many a span of the
winding stream, not many a wing-beat of
that flight ere Atalapha was skimming
side by side with a glorified Silver-brown.
How rich and warm was that coat! How
gentle, alluring the form and the exquisite
presence that told without sounds of a
spirit that also had hungered!

“He-000, he-ooo, he-ooo,” loud sang
Atalapha in ecstasy of the love-dream
that came true.

“ He-000, he-o00, he-o00,”" and she sailed
by his side. And as they sped the touch
of lips or ears or wing-tips was their lover
greeting, or tilting each way, as side by
side they flew, their warm, soft breasts
would meet and the beating hearts to-
gether beat in time. The seeing wings
supplied their comprehension in a hun-
dred thrills, magnetic, electric, over-
whelming. So they sailed in the blue
on their bridal flight. So the hunger-
mad joined in a feast of delight. So the
fever-burnt drank at the crystal spring,
for the moon that was full was the Red
Love Moon, and it blazed on the hrawl-
ing river.

4



IX

THE RACE WITH THE SWALLOWS
Tue fiercer the fire the faster it fades,
and when seven suns had sunk on Marcy
Vale, Atalapha and his bride and the
merry-mated host that came that night
from Saranac were roaming in the higher
winds with calmer flights and moods.
The coursers of the night went often now
alone. The ardor of the honeymoon was
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troop of Swallows came fleet-winged from
the north, and so the two swarms went
together.

It seems impossible for two swiit crea-
tures, not actually companions or mates,
to travel the same road long without a
race.

At first each Bat that happened to be
near a Swallow took care not to be left be-
hind. But the interest grew, and not half
the first little valley was crossed before
the rivalry between chance Swallow and
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aver and, strange to tell, with the dulling
of that fire the colors of their coats dulled
Ltoo.

August, the Red Moon passed, and ac-
cording to their custom the Bats prepared
to go, like ancient pilgrims, in two great
flights, the males in one, their consorts in a
different, later company.

Atalapha had seen no more of Silver-
brown during the last week than he had
of many others, and the law was easily
obeyed. She was living with her kind,
and he with his.

Then came again the stirring times
when the nights turned cold. At last
there was a nip of frost, and a great unrest
ran through the Bat commumty Next
morning thtPr feed time, Atalapha made
not for his lurking- pla.(,e but wheeled
toward the open, and after him the flitter-
ing host, sailing and circling high. They
were not dashing in feverish excitement
as a month before, but wheeling upward
as with a common purpose. So when the
great spiral flock had soared so high that
it was reflected like smoke in the river far
helow, its leader wheeled in a final wheel
on the air-current that suited him best; all
followed, and their journey was begun. A

chance Bat had grown till the whole Swal-
low army was racing the whole army of
Bats, and Atalapha was matched with a
splendid fellow in steely blue, whose wings
went whistling in the wind.

Away they sped, keeping the same air
level and straggling out as the different
individuals showed their different powers.
Who that knows the merry glancing Swal-
low can doubt that it must win? Who
that has watched the Northern Bat could
ever have a question? Yet the race was
nearly even. There were Bats that could
not hold their own with certain Swallows,
and there were Swallows that strained
very hard, indeed, to keep near the Bats.
Both sped away at their swiftest pace. A
second valley was crossed and then a low
range of hills. Both armies now were
strung out at full length, and yet seemed
nearly matched. But there was one trick
that the Swallows could not keep from
doing: that was curvetting in the air.
The habit of zigzag flight was part of
their nature. The Bats often do it too,
but now with speed as their aim they laid
aside all playful pranks of flight, and,
level-necked like a lot of Wild Geese,
flapping steadily at a regular beat, beat,
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beat—dropping or rising as their sensi-
tive feelings showed was wise when the
air-current changed, their wings went
beat, beat, beat. Another valley crossed,
and Atalapha made better choice of the
air levels; his rival dropped behind. His
kinsmen followed. The Swallows bhegan
to lose a little, then, losing ground, lost
heart; and before another river had been
passed, the first of the Swallows had
dropped behind the last of the Bats,
and silken wings had beaten whistling
plumes.

X

LOST ON THE WATER

Most migrants seek the sea if it be
anywhere near their course, no doubt be-
cause of the great guide line of its margin.
Down the Connecticut Valley they had
sped and were not far from the sounding
shore when the leader of the Bats led his
following into hanging quarters for the
day.

They were a tired lot, especially the
youngsters whose first long flight it was,
and when the evening-meal hour came,
most of them preferred to go on sleeping,.
The night was waning, the morning was
coming when the leader roused the host,
and all went out to hunt. The great
game season was over and food was so
scarce that the sun arose while many yet
were hunting, and now it was time to be
moving on the long south march. Turn-
ing the gold of his breast to the southward,
Atalapha with his friends in long array
behind went swinging easily down the val-
ley to the sea, when a change of wind was
felt, a chilly blast from the north arose.
The leader soared at once to seek a pleas-
anter level, but found it worse; then
sank so far that at last they were tor-
mented with eddies answering to the con-
tour of the hills, and, flitting low, were
surprised with a flurry of snow, that sent
them skurrying into sheltered places,
where they hung and shivered, and so
they passed the rest of that day and the
night after a slowly gathered meal.

The dawn time came and the Bats
were all astir, for the spirit of unrest was
on them., The snow was gone and the
weather mild, so they held their course till
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the crawling sea was far below them, and
its foaming sandy shore was the line that
guided their army now.

The day had opened fair, but they had
not sailed an hour before the sky was
darkened, a noisy wind was blowing in
changing ways, and an overstream of air
came down that was stinging, numbing
cold. 1

Wise Bats know that the upper air
may be warm when the world is cold, and
%taiapha soaring, led in a long strong
upward slope and on a warmer plane he
sped away. But in a little while the
world below was hidden in a flying spume
of fog that was driven with whiteness, and
in the veil the Bats again were lost: only
the few strong fliers near him could be
seen; but Atalapha sped on. He saw no
landmarks, but he had a winged thing’s
compass sense. So he flew high above
the veiled world, never halting or fearing
—but on.

He would surely have kept the line and
outflown the storm but for a strange mis-
chance that brought him face to face with
an ancient fae.

The mizzling fog and driving sleet had
ceased for a little, so that he could see
some distance around. A few of his
daily comrades were there, but among
them flying also was the huge brown form
of a Hawk.

He was sailing and flapping by turns,
and easily wheeling southward rather than
moving by direct flight. But as soon as
he saw the Bat so near he turned his cruel
head with those hungry, vellow eyes and
made for him, with the certainty that here
was an easy meal.

Atalapha was a little cold, but other-
wise fresh, and he eluded the onset with
scarcely an effort; but the Hawk too was
fresh. He swooped upward again and
again so the flight became a succession of
zigzags. Then the fog and snow closed
in. The Hawk made another pounce
which Atalapha easily dodged with a swift
upwheel that took him far from danger of
those claws, but also, as it happened, into
a thicker, chillier cloud than ever, and, so
far as he could see, he was alone in space.
His other sense, the vision of his wings,
was dulled by the cold; it told him that
the enemy was not so far away, but that
was all; and he sped in the white darkness
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of the mist as fast as he could, away from
the boding menace.

Still he went at his steady pace. He
saw no more of the Hawlk, but the fog
and the snow grew heavier; then the
wind aroze and he [ollowed, for he could
not face it, and flew on and on. The
day should have come in brightness, but
the clouds were heavy above, so he sailed
and sailed. Then when sure he was safle
and would descend to rest, he lowered
through the snow-laden wind to find that
there was nothing below but the sea, heav-
ing, extending, appalling, so he rose and
flew again for a long, long time, then he de-
scended to find the awfnl sea. He arose
once more, flew on and on and on, and
still on, but the sea was below him. Then
the snow-storm ceased, the sky cleared off
as the sun began to go down, and the
Bat's little eyes could glance round and
round to see nothing but heaving sea, no
sight of tree or land or any other Bats,
nothing but the dark, hungry waters. He
flew, not knowing whither or why; the
only guide was the wind now falling; he
was no longer numbed with cold, but he
was wearied to the very bone.

Yet the only choice was go on or go
down, so he flapped and sailed as he had
since the dawn, and when the favoring
breeze died away he soured a little, hoping
to find another helpful wind, and sailed
with his worn, weary wings—sailed as the
hunger pang weakened him—s=ailed, not
the least knowing whither. Had he had
the mind of another being, that thought
might have struck him down, but his
animal frame was strong, his vision of
danger was small, and he sailed ever on-
ward and on.

NT
THE REMORSELESS SEA

AN hour, and another hour, slowly
passed, the sun had gone, the soft light
that he loved was coming down, but his
spirit was failing.  He did not know where
he was going, or whether he should turn
and follow the sun till he dropped. As
soon as the doubt came on him he felt his
strength go. He kept on, but it was a
feeble flutter with little direction.  Surely
now the sea would swallow him up, as it
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doubtless had done many of his fellows.
His courage never really failed till now.
His flight was drifting downward, when
far behind he heard a strange loud cry, a
sound of many voices, and a backward
glance showed skimming low over the
water a [ar-flung string of long-winged
birds—smaller than Hawks, black and
white, whistling as they flew. The in-
stinct 1o save himself caused him to rise
higher, but his flight was slow now, and
the broad-fronted horde of ocean roamers
came up and passed him with a whirring
and a whistling to fade in the gloom to the
south.

They had paid no heed to him, yet when
they were gone they helped him. He did
not know that these were Golden Plovers
migrating. He did not know that they
were headed for the ocean islands where
winter never comes, but the force of
their example was not lost. Example is
the great teacher of all wild things, and
spurred by the clamorous band, Atalapha
took fresh heart, and following their very
course, flapped on, wearily, hungrily,
slowly for him, but on. The night wind
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followed the sun for a time, but Atalapha
put forth a littie of his feeble strength to
rise till he found an upper breeze that was
warm and would help him.

All day from earliest dawn he had flown,
in the early part at least, in peril of his
life; not a bite had he eaten, but on and
on he kept; not the swift swooping flight
of the arrowy Bat as he comes when the
shadows fall on Saranac, but slowly flap-
ping and low, like a Heron flying with
heavy flagging flight, without curvet, but
headed with steady purpose, swerving not,
and on,

Six hundred miles had he flown, his
little breast was heaving, the rich dark
fur was matted with the spray, the salt
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on his lips was burning, but on and on
he flew.

Flap, flap, flap. There was no sound
but the moan of the sea, nor sight for his
eyes to rest on, or hint that his magic wing
could sense of a place of refuge; but on
and feebly on.

Flap—flap—flap—there was naught but
the pitiless ocean, and the brave little
heart was sinking, and yet on—on.

Flap flap. His eyes were long
dimmed. His wings were forgetting their
captain, but on—on—in the wake of the
Plovers still on.

The All-mother, inexorable, remorseless
always, sends this, at least sometimes, a
numb sleep to dull the last pang, and the
wing-wearied flier was forgetting. But
on in a slow, sad rhythm that was surely
near the end, when away out ahead in
the darkness came a volume of sound, a
whistling, the same as had passed him.

Like a thrill it ran through his frame,
like food and drink it entered his body,
and he bounded, awake, at a better pace.
He put forth his feeble strencrth and flew
and flew. Then the clamor grew loud. A
great shore appeared and all along the
strand were the Plovers running and
whistling. Oh, haven! oh, haven at last!
Oh, rest! And he sailed beyond the sand,
there flung outspread, sh.wered a llttl(,,
and lay still.

The remorseless All-mother, the kindly
All-mother, that loves ever best her strong
children, came and stood over him. She

closed his eyes in a death-like sleep, she
blew the grass blades over him, that no
Gull nor evil creature of the sea might do
him harm. So he slept; and the warm
wind sang.

NII
THE BROWNIES OF THE BLOOD ROYAL

Tue sandflies fluttered over him and
the Plovers whistled along the shore as
he lay when the sun arose; but the All-
mother was kind, had hidden him from
the hungry Gull and from the sun’s noon
rays. The little tide of mid-ocean rose on
the beach, but did not reach him in his
death-like sleep. The second tide had
risen and gone, and the sun had sunk in
the dark western waters before he stirred.
He shivered all over, then slowly pulled
himsell together; the captain awoke, took
anew command of the ship—Atalapha was
himself once more. He was conscious,
but weak and burnt with a fervent thirst.

His wings were strong but bone-tired
and stiff. Spreading them out he rose
with an effort. The water was there. He
sailed over it and dipped his lips only to
sputter it out. Why had he forgotten?
Had not he learnt that lesson?

With parched and burning tongue he
sailed inland. A broad rocky pool was
dragging down a fragment of the bright
sky to contrast it with the dull ground
He knew this was right. He sailed and
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dipped. Oh, joy! sweet, sweet water.
Oh, blessed balm and comfort! Sweet and
cool with recent rain. He drank till the
salt was washed [rom his burning lips.
He drank till the fever fled, till his body’s
pores were filled, till his wings were cool
and moist, and now his brain was clear,
and, with strength renewed, he swept
through the air and about that pool found
a plenteous feast—flound food in a glad
abundance.

Who would follow his unheroic winter
life in those isles of eternal summer! Or
who will doubt the spring unrest that
c»urely comes, though there be no vernal-
ization of the hll'sr Or the craving for
home, and at last the bold dash on a
favoring wind over ocean’s broad pitiless
expanse, with the clamoring birds, and
of his landing, not broken but worn, in
the pines of a sandy coast; and the north-
west flight on the southeast wind, with
his kin once more, till again ere the
change of the moon he was back on the
reaches of Saranac, chasing the fat noc-
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tuas, scooping the green darapsas, or tear-
ing the orange tiger-moths that one time
looked so big and strong to him!

You may see him if you will along the
pond above Haskins’s mill; you will know
him by his size and marvellous flight.
You may see him too if you spend a win-
ter in the Bermudas, for he loves to take
that vast heroic flight just as an Eagle
glories in the highest blue for the joy of be-
ing alone on the noblest plane of exploit.

Yet another thing you should know:
il you seek the cool, green forest aisles
made by the beaver-pond east of Marcy,
you will marvel when the Winged Brown-
ies come, They are there in merry hordes;
the least come first, and quite late in the
evening, if you watch, you will zee a long-
winged Bat in velvet fur of silver-brown
with a silver bar on either shoulder. Still
later in the season, if you have wonderful
eyes, you may see flying with her two
others of the royal blood with crange fur
and silver on the shoulders, only on their
coats the silver is complete and goes right
across, exactly as it does on Atalapha.
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THE HERITAGE
By Alice Duer Miller

ON summer evenings when the full moon shines
Serene and fair,

High in the crystal air,

On hillsides deep in birches and in pines,

Then in all hearts there stirs a hidden fire

Of hoepe, or memory; )

Some their.beloved dead more yearningly desire,
Some dream of loves to he,

Some weep their swift and sweet mortality.

But I remember only,
Long centuries ago,
A glen more dark and lonely
Than these which now I know,
The noise of waters flowing,
And faint, salt breezes blowing,
Ivy and myrtle growing,
As here they do not grow.
There, when the moon was at full we would come, we would come,
To the shrilling of pipes, and the terrible tone of the drum
Rolling long, rolling loud, as the voice that presages the rain,
We would come to the cavern profound, to the holy domain.
Then in the moonlight entrancing,
Figures moved agile and fleet,
Then there was dancing, ay, dancing,
Leaping and stamping of feet,—
Dancers that drifted and darted,
Light as a leaf in the breeze,
Circles that met and that parted,
While the stars danced through the trees.
Quickening, the drums beat the measure,
All the night long on the hill,—
Such was the Thunderer’s pleasure. . . .
This I remember me still.

O placid northern moon on this calm lake
Beaming demure and tame,

How can I take

Aught of delight in thy pale flame?

I ache

For a communion I have known

Long centuries ago,

Which nevermore the world will seek, or will know;
For a belief outgrown,

Yet how much more my own

Than creeds that hold me quiet on my knees;
For rites that brought delights like these,
And Gods I once knew how to please.
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In the Public Garden.

THE CHARM OF NEW ORLEANS

By Ernest Peixotto

ILLUSTRATIONS BY

HF,REIN does it lie, this
¥ ’Q-&’ ‘{% special charm of New Or-

YA Vidy leans—certainly the most

WA Mg alluring among the larger

d /’a,é% communities of our coun-

try? Not alone does it
dwell in the byways of the old French
quarter, though there, doubtless, lurks a
unique attraction, but in the newer quar-
ters, as well as in the life of the people,
and especially in the romantic country
round about, where still lakes and bayous
are choked purple with water-hyacinth;
where dark and dismal forests of cypress,
bearded with Spanish moss, “lift their
knees in the swamps,” weird, fantastic
reminders of the struggles of the early
settlers, of the tragic beginnings of the
infant colony, when flood and pestilence,
Indian and pirate, added misfortune to
disaster and wrote upon the land a history
dark and sombre as a Greek tragedy.
To prepare yourself for this romantic
460
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impression you should approach the city
by the water route as the French colo-
nists used to do in the early days, and
like them ascend the Father of Waters a
hundred miles or more. In their day the
shores were but a tangle of dank, semi-
tropic foliage interspersed with dunes and
pestilential inlets where death lurked in a
thousand forms. Oune can readily imagine
the feeling of these first settlers—poor
Manon Lescaut and the filles de joie, her
companions—who, after their long buffet-
ings at sea, turned their lack-lustre eyes
upon so dreary a prospect.

Now the scene has changed. The
swamps have been opened to the sun
and air, and pestilence has been banished
from the land.

After the soft caress of a long blue day
in the Gulf of Mexico, we raised the lights
on the Eads Jetties toward midnight,
took the river pilot aboard, and threaded
the narrow South Pass, one of the long
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toes of the Great Delta that reaches like
a giant web-foot out into the gulf. Lven
on this moonless night the river showed
thick and murky as it swirled its yellow
waters in eddies that ceaselessly moved
about the great ship as, one by one, the
lighthouses of Pilottown slipped by in the
darkness.

At daybreak I looked out of our cabin
window, and the shores showed low and
close. Willows, vivid green even in the
dim light, fringed the banks, which, here
and there, were palisaded so as to raise
them well above the level of the low-lying
fields that stretched, clothed in their ver
dant spring mantle, off to the trees that
fringed the horizon.

Our big steamer towered high in air,
and the view from her upper deck em-
braced an extended landscape. Off in
the rice-fields homesteads still slumbered
in the shade of fragrant magnolias; ne-
gro cabins dotted the dikes, and once in
a while a huge, white-pillared mansion
would appear set in a bouquet of tower-
ing live-oaks, with its stables and barns
placed at a discreet distance on the one
hand and its double row of negro cabins,
neat and orderly, set out upon the other
—the humble church spire ever marking
the devotion of the plantation negro.

The sun now rose and tinged the tree-
trunks pink, cutting faint blue shadows
upon the murky waters. The birds re-
doubled their songs and filled the air with
melody—the lark, the mocking-bird, now
in its mating season, and the purple
grackle. White mists hung ghostlike in
the bavous, and now and then, but very
seldom, a boat—a tug with barges or
a “herq ferrying some workmen from
shore to shore—would glide silently by.

The banks, too, were but sparsely peo-
pled. Here and there “dark ladies,”
as our first officer called them, walked
upon the levees, or began their morning
washing by the river, and a horseman,
an overseer in white, left the gang that
he had set to work in the cane-brakes.
Pointe a la Hache, Sainte Rosalie, Belair,
Sainte Anne—one by one the old French
settlements slid by.

Finally, at historic Chalmette, where
Jackson defeated Pakenham's seasoned
veterans in the ever-memorable battle of
New Orleans, the city first makes itself
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felt. Alas, for its old-time picturesque
water-front | Thelevees that T remember,
with their throngs of negroes and whites,
their acres of cotton bales baking in
the sun, their river packets like floating
palaces—ni iler boats manned by a
hundred roustabouts apiece and capable
of carrying four hundred passengers—
all these have departed, swept away,
supplanted, in a wave of improvement,
by long wharves with dun-colored ware-
houses that, one after another in endless
succession, effectually screen the charm-
ing Crescent City that used to string its
houses and plazas along the river bank.

The old prints thus show it nestled in
its sharp bend of the Mississippi, eleven
squares facing the water, multiplied by
five running inland from the levee. The
rectangle thus formed, still known as the
Vieux Carré, was at first surrounded by
palisades and later by walls about fifteen
feet high protected by a moat some forty
feet wide. A fortress guarded each angle
and an extra fort stood at Congo Square
in the middle of the long front opposite
the river.

This old French quarter, laid out in the
early days of the eighteenth century by
de Bienville and his engineer, Le Blond
de la Tour, retains much of its old-time
character. The names of its streets per-
petuate the men and the places dear to
the French heart of that time: Bourbon,
Dauphine, Chartres, Toulouse, Conti.
The houses are simple, but dignified and
expressive, seldom more than two or
three stories high and often but one, and
their lime-washed walls are tinted ochre,
gray, white, or water-green.

Thouoh built for the most part during
the bpamsh occupation, after two great
fires had devastated the city in the last
vears of the eighteenth Lt.]‘ILLlI"\ their un-
mistakable Hispanic character is strongly
tinged with and tempered by the refine-
ment and delicacy of detail loved by the
French. Their architecture thus fitly ex-
presses the social structure of the colony
where these two impulsive nations met on
a foreign soil, upon which each sought to
impress its home traditions.

A special characteristic is imparted by
the “galleries,” as they are locally called,
that shade each story—broad balconies
furnished like rooms and gay with awn-
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ings and vines and potted plants, and fur-
ther ornamented with iron railings braced
with brackets and upright panels of iron
wrought or moulded into pleasing and
intricate patterns,

These iron embellishments, more espe-
cially those of such of the finer edifices as
the Pontalba Mansions and the Cabildo,
are certainly worthy of more serious study
than they have yet received, deserving to
rank with similar specimens of wrought-
iron work that are carefully preserved in
the Musée Carnavalet in Paris.

The house fronts of this Creole quar-
ter, outwardly so simple, mask many a
charming home. In many cases these are
still inhabited by descendants of the old
families, but in others, alas! are given over
to tenements. A large proportion have
courtyards and gardens hidden behind
them, some simple, laid out with prim lit-
tle shell pathways and tiny arbors; others
dank and green with ferns and wvaried
cryptogamia.

A few are spacious and handsome
enough to contain coach-houses and stalls
for a dozen horses. Such, for instance, is
one in Chartres Street, whose double gate
could easily admit a coach and four; such
is another in the Rue Royale, which re-
veals itself from the street by a glimpse
of a thicket of banana-trees. The deep
archway, stained strawberry-pink; the
long runnel for water in the flagstones;
the moonflowers and lilies, the amaryllis,
the pepper-trees and oleanders that top
the walls; the geometric flower-beds with
their violet borders, transport you by
magic to the West Indies and the patios
of the tropics.

I spent one dreamy afternoon, still and
sultry, sketching in this court. The bas-
kets, dangling at the'ends of cord, wait-
ing to hoist provisions to various apart-
ments, hung limp and listless. A little
lead cherub upon a fountain, dry and
neglected, remained my only companion,
save for a silent old man in a far-away
corner intent on polishing the mahogany
post of a great tester bedstead. Once,
and once only, the silence was broken,
when a young man issued from the house
and called to his mother, whose soft
Creole voice answered from within the
curtained windows with their fan-shaped
lights: “Awu "voir, mon cher—a bientot!”

The Charm of New Orleans

This sort of atmosphere pervades the
entire quarter. Tt lurks especially in the
streets that surround the cathedral of
St. Louis, that forms the hub, as it were,
of the old city. There, through narrow
alleyways, the hot wind sucks in from
Jackson Square and lazily flaps the cur-
tains that hang at porch and window. A
wagon seldom rumbles over the flag-
stones that, worn with age, heave in
hummocks; a foot seldom treads the
stepping-stones that span the open gut-
ters. Once in a while a negress in gay
colors, with her basket of provisions on
her head, returns from the French market
near by, or a cassocked priest slips from
the transept door to the simple house
opposite reserved for the clergy, whose
frugal living-room, flush with the side-
walk, stands open to the street, disclosing
to the passer-by its devotional pictures
and its anchoretic furnishings.

In Royal Street curiosity-shops suc-
ceed each other in alluring profusion,
displaying their trinkets and odds and
ends of Sheffield plate and bits of Sévres;
their French clocks and decanters and
their sets of Limoges. Between, stand
old book-stalls where somnolent venders
drowse over musty tomes, while possi-
ble purchasers browse along the shelves
as they might upon the Quai Voltaire.
Stores of more modern aspect display
copies of Le Rire, Excelsior, L' Illustration,
and L’Abeille de la Nouvelle Orléans, the
oldest French paper published in Amer-
ica.

The little English that one hears is
strongly tinged with the Creole dialect.
The French Opera House, but a block or
two away, with its rows of red loges and
its silver-chained huissiers, is tinged with
centuries of tradition, while tucked in
these same by-ways, scarcely noticed by
the casual eye, hide the French restau-
rants that have long been famous,

What oases they are in the gastronomic
desert of American hotel cookery, with
its eternal roasts and chops and steaks!
Simple, devoid of gilded ornament, but
neat and clean and with attentive waiters,
these little establishments tickle your ap-
petite with an array of delectable dishes,
the mere memory of which brings joy
to the palate: pompano en papillotte,
sheepshead and red snapper; terrapin,
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snapping turtle; crabs both hard and
soft; shrimp from sea or lake; game—
snipe, woodcock, grouse, wild turkey—
from the forests; and duck—mallard,
canvasback, and teal—from the marshes,
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fascinating little dictionary of Creole
proverbs.  And, if yvou have well chosen
your dinner, you “depart,” as a brochure
issued by one of these restaurants quaint-
ly puts it, “not with that dull, heavy feel-
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(ay with awnings and vines and potted plants. —Page 461,

prepared with those savory sauces d la
Richelien or @ la Périgord that smack of
the essays of Brillat-Savarin.

There are, too, the special New Orleans
delicacies: the maleloites and courtbouil-
lons, the bouillabaisse, and, above all,
the gombo awx herbes— gombo zhébes,”
in the mouths of the old Creole mammies
-—that gave its title to Lafcadio Hearn's

ing which is the result of a coarse, avoir-
dupois meal, but in a rejuvenated, happy
sentiment so well illustrated by Rabe-
lais in his epicurean essays.”

The proprietors, a family of chefs
trained at the Brébant or chez Marguery,
take their art seriously and personally
supervise everything. One of my friends
told me a characteristic incident that he
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himself had witnessed. A young man, a
Texan, attending an intercollegiate foot-
ball match, came in one day to “La
Louisiane” for breakfast. It happened
that the coffee was the first thing brought,
as he had ordered it, but after a sip or
two he pushed it away with the ex-
clamation: “Take away that wash.” Al-
ciatore, the proprietor, overhearing the
remark, quickly came forward and said
to the scandalized waiter: “Remove ev-
erything from that table—couverls, salt,
pepper, fout!” “But,” exclaimed the
young man, “I wanted to breakfast
here.” “Non, monsieur, that cannot be.
There is one thing in my establishment
that T am sure of, and that is my coffee.
If you do not approve of that, how can
I hope to please you with anything else?
We are not able to serve you!” The
yvoung man looked angrily about, on the
point of making a row, but, seeing only
quiet people casting disapproving looks
in his direction, he picked up his hat and
vanished.

The guide-books will tell you of all the
interesting old houses and the legends
connected with them. TIf yvou wish to
visualize these legends and have a whiff,
as it were, of the romantic lives of the
people that figured in them, go some
morning to the Cabildo, or Casa Curial,
whose ponderous arcade fronts the Place
d’Armes next to the cathedral. Tts win-
dows have looked upon many an im-
portant event in the history of the city,
for the Place d’Armes, now Jackson
Square, was always used for reviews,
executions, official ceremonies, and public
gatherings of all kinds.

Its rooms, too, are eloquent of the past
and have recently been arranged by an
enlightened curator to form one of the
most attractive museums in our country.
From the walls of the monumental stone
staircase the early governors look down:
de Bienville, founder of the city, Iberville,
founder of the province, in big wig and
plate armor; Carondelet, lean and spare,
in his tight red breeches; and Claiborne,
the first American governor, in buff and
blue.

Fronting the square, with all its seven
bays, is the great reception-hall, Na-
poleon’s death-mask lying in the centre,
Inappropriate, vou say? But did nol

The Charm of New Orleans

Girod plot to bring the captive emperor
here from St. Helena with the aid of a
Barataria privateer? Isnot the house to
be seen to-day that was prepared for his
reception? Only his death, it is said,
marred the working of the plot. In cases,
up and down this room, are gathered the
fanfreluches of the old French régime—
miniatures and cut silhouettes, ornamen-
tal buttons, seals and rings, and the elab-
orate fans that once veiled ardent Creole
glances. And in these same cases are
collected the duelling weapons—the ra-
piers, or colichemards, of the French and
the pistols introduced by the Americans.
In smaller rooms adjoining, rare docu-
ments are ranged in chronological order,
thus visualizing the history of the State,
while curious maps and charts show the
growth of the city from the original de
Bienville plan to the great metropolis of
the present day. Part of the room is
devoted to the memory of Audubon, of
whom the city is justly proud, while by
no means the least attractive of the col-
lections are the French play-bills and
opera libretti of the last century.

I have hinted my conviction that with-
in the old French quarter lies only a part
of the charm of New Orleans. If we look
elsewhere, what do we find?

Canal Street is more than a city thor-
oughfare. It is a boundary. Whether
with this in mind or not T do not know,
but its central “banquette,” where you
board the various street-cars, is called
Neutral Ground. Once across it, you
have returned to America, but an Amer-
ica set in a delightful Southern atmos-
phere. The shops are very businesslike
and up to date, but the streets are still
shaded, happily with broad balconies that
form arcades—shelters from the heat of
the sun in summer and from the violent
tropic rain-storms that sweep the city at
other seasons.

Most tourists visit New Orleans in the
early spring at the Mardi Gras, when, of
course, the life is at its gayest and the
city wears its well-known holiday dress.

But later on, in the early summer, there
is another and a different charm. The
intermittent cold spells have vanished.
The gardens, rank and swelling with life,
pour forth their blooms. The oleanders,
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A street in the old French gquarter.

pink and white, burst into flower, and
sweet-smelling magnolias, luxuriant, op-
ulent, Junoesque, spread their lustrous
leaves and snowy flowers to the kiss of
the sun.

The people in the street answer na-
ture’s invitation. Not only the women,
but the men, don white and panamas, and
creamed-colored “‘ Palm Beach suits” be-
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come the usual city attire. The restau-
rants open their fronts to the street; the
big fans begin to revolve; the soda-foun-
tains prepare for the summer rush, and
the barkeepers, who shake those cele-
brated Creole gin fizzes behind a certain
counter near the St. Charles Hotel, can
scarcely keep up with the demand. As
the twilights lengthen and succeed the
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A little lead cherub upon a fountain remained my only companion.—Page g6z.

sultry glare of midday, the car service to
Spanish Fort is doubled, and voung and
old betake themselves to the shores of
Pontchartrain for rest and recreation at
the boat clubs of West End or at the
restaurants and “attractions” of Spanish
Fort itself.

There, under the very bastions of this
historic outpost against Indian and pirate,
built by de Ulloa just after he had forti-
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fied the harbor at Vera Cruz, they in-
dulge in those delicious fish dinners for
which the place has long been famous,
and which are said to have wrung from
Thackeray his oft-quoted remark: “In
New Orleans you can eat a bouillabaisse,
the like of which was never eaten in
Marseilles or Paris.” These dinners are
served very well indeed at the blatant
restaurant facing the lake, but I prefer
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the more intimate atmosphere of a cer-
tain little resort that fronts the Bayou.

We were introduced to it by a valued
friend—a gentleman steeped in all the
traditions of New Orleans, and with him
enjoved a courtbouillon of exquisite aro-
ma, concocted by the proprietor himself,
whom we afterward visited and com-
plimented in his kitchen. The “petit
pernod,’”’ the peppery, safliron-colored
sauce, the white wine diluted with
seltzer (the evening was warm), the
boats that silently glided by through the
narrow waterways of the bayou—all
these transported us in fancy to a small
lagoon that we know well, where the
Marseillais fishermen, over open fires of
burning cane-stalks, concoct their own
version of bouillabaisse, savory and aro-
matic.

These summer evenings on the shores
of Pontchartrain are most agreeable—a
welcome change from the spent air of the
city's streets. Sometimes the evening is
still and sultry, but the heat is tempered
by the nearness of the water that stretches
afar until it meets the sky. Sometimes
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cumuli pile their heads together, and a
leaden pall overspreads the sunset.  The
flags at the mastheads flutter, the table-
cloths billow, the waiters scurry about,
and a deluge drenches the terraces. In
ten minutes all is over. The air is cool
and refreshed, the stars shine radiant
again, and the dancers tread their fox-
trots and two-steps in the changing lights
of the glittering pavilion,

The walks and rides in New Orleans
are rendered doubly interesting by T.hlf
nomenclature of its streets, for the city's
history stands written upon them, an
open book for him who would read. I
have already alluded to the names in the
French quarter. The Spanish occupa-
tion is perpetuated in another group up
near the Poydras Canal: Lopez, Galvez,
Salcedo, Gayoso. The Neo-Classicism of
the French Revolution finds expression in
Apollo, Bachus, Dryades (sic), and the
demigods and all the muses that cluster
round Lee Circle. While, to recall the

Grande Epopée, there is the group about
Napoleon Avenue:
Marengo.

Iéna, Austerlitz, and
A linguist will be scandalized
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The old Deauregard house.
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These remarkable plantation homes that date from the Spanish period.

at the pronunciation of some of these
names, and will writhe at their sound in
the mouths of cabmen and car-conduc-
tors, who call Terpsichore, Terpsikor;
Melpomene, Melpomgen; and Euterpe,
Euterp.

The streets, in the quarter of the city
that dates from the American occupation,
bear the names of our national heroes,
and in them still stand a number of
spacious brick mansions of antebellum
days, demesnes particularly appropriate
to the place and climate, for their tall
windows, their porches ornamented with
arches and iron railings, their vast rooms,
cool and airy, convey a general and agree-
able sense of spaciousness, and it seems a
pity that their style has not been more
closely followed in the architecture of
more recent days.

In the vicinity of Lee Circle and along
Tchoupitoulas Road a number of these
old mansions may be seen, and sprinkled
among them, especially along the Bayou
Road, one or two of those remarkable
plantation homes that date from the
Spanish period—great, square houses of
brick two stories high, with wide veran-
das extending along all four sides, sup-
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ported by tall Tuscan columns plastered
with stucco and painted white. The
low-pitched roof, the high windows that
open freely on porches above and below,
the rooms of vast proportion are the
logical adaptation of Spanish ideas and
taste to fit local conditions.

Yet it must not be denied that the
stately modern homes along St. Charles
Avenue have a dignity of their own set
in their gardens shaded by noble trees.
In fact, not the least of the charms of New
Orleans lie in these same gardens, both
private and public—gardens often a riot
of color where velvety lawns set off vivid
thickets of hibiscus, camellias, and coleus
with bright, shining leaves. The rose of
Sharon, the cape jessamine, the crepe
myrtle grow almost into trees, while the
sturdy oleanders put to shame the tubbed
plants of Ttaly.

The streets are often parked and
shaded by palms, peppers, and umbrella
china-trees. The Public Garden is de-
lightful and invites to quiet and repose,
with its peristylium, casinos, and va-
ried features, while a romantic touch is
added by those “duelling oaks” in whose
dense shade many a famous encounter
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has been fought—many a duel with was, nor to the ancient cemeteries, with
rapiers between the spirited Creoles and their wall-tombs and graves hung with
many a fight with pistols between the bead wreaths and artificial flowers; nor
peppery American plantation-owners, to the oldest building in the Mississippi,

I have not even mentioned Audubon the venerable Convent of the Ursulines;
Park, where the great oaks hang heavy nor to the old Pickwick Club and the
with Spanish moss—that strange epiphyte Chess and Checkers; nor to the delight-
that grows upon a telegraph-wire quite ful new Country Club, airy, spacious, set
as well as upon a tree, and whose long fil- in its park of oaks out in the Metairie.
aments sway in the breeze like pendent Butif I have conveyed to the reader some
pennants. Neither, in thislittle catalogue faint idea of the city’s charm viewed to-
of the charms of the Crescent City, havel day by a casual tourist with a love for
alluded to the Old French Market, quaint the picturesque, I have done all that 1
and full of character to-day as ever it set out to do.

THE PATH THAT LEADS NOWHERE
By Corinne Roosevelt Robinson

TrErE's a path that leads to Nowhere
In a meadow that 1 know,
Where an inland island rises
And the stream is still and slow;
There it wanders under willows,
And beneath the silver green
Of the birches’ silent shadows
Where the early violets lean.

Other pathways lead to Somewhere,
But the one I love so well

Has no end and no beginning—
Just the beauty of the dell,

Just the wind-flowers and the lilies,
Yellow striped as adder’s tongue,

Seem Lo satisfy my pathway
As it winds their scents among.

There I go to meet the Spring-time,
When the meadow is aglow,
Marigolds amid the marshes,
And the stream is still and slow,
There 1 find my fair oasis,
And with care-free feet 1 tread
For the pathway leads to nowhere,
And the blue is overhead!

All the ways that lead to Somewhere
Echo with the hurrying feet

Of the Struggling and the Striving,
But the way 1 find so sweet

Bids me dream and bids me linger,
Joy and Beauty are its goal,—

On the path that leads to Nowhere
I have sometimes found my soul!

Vor. LIX.—55



BONNIE MAY
BY LOUIS DODGE

A strolling player comes

ILLUSTRATIONS BY
Vv
MR. ADDIS WINS AN ALLY

= GENTLEMAN stood
there, a man who was very
substantial-looking and by
no means formidable in ap-
pearance. The hall light
fell on him. It seemed to
Bonnie May that he was quite middle-
aged. He was well dressed in a rather
informal way. A short-cropped black
mustache had the effect of retreating
slightly between two ruddy cheeks. The
instant the door opened his eyves ex-
pressed some degree of merriment—of
mischief; and this fact gave him standing
immediately with the child who con-
fronted him.

“Good evening,” said Bonnie May in
her most friendly manner. She waited,
looking inquiringly up into the twinkling
eyes.

“T came to see Miss Baron. Is she at
home?”
“Will vou come in? T'll see.”

She led the way into the hig drawing-
room, which was in complete darkness
save for such rays of light as penetrated
from the hall. “T'm afraid T'll have to
ask vou to light the gas,” she added.
“It's too high for me to reach.”

“Maybe I'd better wait in the hall un-
til you go and tell Miss Flora.”

“Certainly not. Light the gas, please.”

He obeyed, and as the light fell sud-
denly upon his face she saw that there was
a mischievously meditative gleam in his
eyes.

Still holding the burnt match in his
fingers, he turned to her. “I don’t be-
lieve I've met you before?” he said.

“I only came to-day. Will vou sit
down?"

“You—living here?”
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The caller ap-
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peared to be in no hurry to have his
arrival announced. He listened to the
faint voices above and seemed reassured.

“Why, yes—I think so. You see, I
always live wherever I happen to be.”
She smiled brightly to rob her words
of any seeming unfriendliness. She re-
garded him more in detail. He was a
big-hodied man, with a proper tendency
to dwindle away neatly from the shoul-
ders down. His hair was of the sort that
refuses to be quite nice, It was aston-
ishingly thick and dark, with an occa-
sional glint of silver in it, and it was close-
cropped. She liked the way he stood, too
—his chest well out, his head back, and
as if nothing could disturb his balance.
Bonnie May had seen so many men who
stood as if they needed propping up, or
as if they would be more secure if they
had four legs to stand on.

He returned her careful scrutiny, and
the look of approval in her eyes brought
a ruddier glow to his cheeks and a merrier
look to his eyes.

He sat down and held out both his
hands, smiling so broadly that she could
see many white, lustrous teeth. She put
her hands into his without hesitation.
She felt extraordinarily happy.

“Tell me,” she whispered, ““are you the
—the Romeo in the cast?”

He released her hands and brought his
own down upon his knees with vehe-
mence. His eyes were almost shouting
with merriment now.

“Wasn't Romeo in kind of bad stand-
ing with his prospective parents-in-law?"

“Something like that. He couldn’t
see Her, except up in a balcony.”

He nodded his head. “Well, then, I'm
the Romeo ! "

Again she regarded him critically.
“You seem a little old for the part,” she
suggested.

“Do you think so?” He was thought-



Bonnie May

ful for a moment. ‘“Maybe that’s what
Mrs. Baron thinks. She won't even let
me stand under a balcony when she can

help it.”’
“Isn't she quaint !” This with smiling
indulgence. *“‘But of course you don’t

pay any attention to that?”

“Oh, yes, I do; we—we have to!”

Bonnie May looked puzzled. I can’t
understand it,” she said. “You look
like the kind that they always play the
loud music for.”

“The—loud music?"” he echoed.

“As if you were the eldest son, come
back in the last act to lift the mort-
gage."

They smiled into each other’s eyes, and
then Bonnie May drew close to him. She
whispered: “I'll see if T can't get her out
of the balcony. Shall T just say that—
Romeo is here?”

He stared after her in delighted amaze-
ment. “Lord help us, no! Say it's Mr.
Addis.” His face radiated a joyous light
even after she went out of the room and
softly closed the door.

When she returned, walking sedately
behind Miss Baron, she saw the outlines
of a masculine form mounting the front
steps. The frosted glass in the door per-
mitted this much to be seen.

“Some one else!” commented Bonnie
May, and she turned to Flora. * Do you
have so much company every evening? "
she asked.

“So much company!” echoed Flora;
she looked puzzled.

“Well, never mind,” Bonnie May hast-
ened toadd. “ Some one is expecting you
in the drawing-room. And please let me
receive the new visitor |”

She opened the drawing-room door and
watched while Flora wonderingly entered.
Then she pulled the door to cautiously.
She had heard a low, forlorn note of sur-
prise in Flora's voice and Mr. Addis's
eager, whispered greeting.

Then she opened the front door in time
to prevent the newcomer from ringing.
A young man of a rather assertive Bo-
hemian appearance stood before her.

“Hello!” was his greeting. The tone
denoted surprise rather than familiarity.
He hastily added: ** Excuse me—is Victor
—NMr. Baron—in?"

Bonnie May perceived that he was not
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quite comfortable, not at all self-pos-
sessed. He seemed to her a strange per-
son to be calling on any of the Barons.
Still, he seemed rather human.

“T'll see,” she said. ‘Please step in-
side.”  She would make him wait in the
hall, she decided.

“Tell him, please, that Baggott has
called—that I've brought the first act
of my play.”

“Aplay! Oh!”

Again she hurried up the stairs, this
time with unconcealed eagerness.

Victor was alone in the library. He
was in the attitude of one who is about
to write, but he was not writing. He was
glowering at the paper before him. He
sprang to his feet eagerly when Bonnie
May appeared.

“Mr. Baggott has called,” she said.
“It’s about a play.” She was breathing
uneasily. “And couldn’t T sit with you
and listen, please?” she added.

“Oh! Baggott! Baggott is one of
my crosses, Bonnie May. Couldn't you
shut the door in his face? It would be
quite proper. He is one of those silly
fellows who think they are destined to
write great plays. Couldn’t you go
down and put him out?”

She looked at him steadily without a
word. She was smiling a little scornfully.

“Very well. Suppose yvou go and ask
him to come up—this time.”

“And—do let me come, too! They've
often let me listen when new plays were
being read.”

“Such wanton cruelty!” He shook
his head slowly, as if it were quite in-
credible. **Oh, well, you may come, too,”
he added.

“Hello, Baggott!” cried Baron when
the writer appeared. “Done something
great again, of course.”

“Yes, T have!” retorted Baggott an-
erily.  “You're going to say so, too. I've
got the first act finished. TI've only got
to fill in the scenario of the other acts
and I've got the greatest play that ever
came out of America.”

Baron smiled wearily. “And I'm to
listen while you read the first act of the
oreatest play, etc.?”

“Yes—and you're to agree with me,
too. I don't see anything great in your
sneering at me all the time!” He pulled
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up a chair and sat down so that his knees
almost touched Baron's.

Obviously they were a pair of young
men on very intimate terms.

Bonnie May slipped into a remote cor-
ner of the room and climbed into a big
chair. Her hand supported her chin;
her eyes were luminous. She did not
mean to miss a word.

And Baggott began to read.

Bonnie May was like one in a beauti-
ful dream for perhaps half an hour. She
was not only listening to the play, she
was Itving it. And then her dream was
broken in a manner which filled her mind
with almost blank astonishment.

Mrs. Baron appeared in the doorway.

“Bonnie May,” she announced, I
think it's high time for a little girl to be
in bed.”

VI
CONCERNING A FROCK

It might have been, and should have
been, apparent to the several members of
the Baron household that Bonnie May
had been giving an admirable exhibition
of self-repression from the moment she
entered the house. Now something gave
way.

“T'm not used to going to bed at this
hour,” she declared bluntly. She arose
and stood by her chair, like a soldier by
his guns, as the saying is. And taking in
the inexorable expression in Mrs. Baron's
eves, she turned appealingly to Baron.
She was relying upon him to help her.

“Couldn’t she—"" began Baron weakly,
and added, quite without conviction:
“You know it’s Saturday night, mother |
He was glad he had thought of its being
Saturday, though he couldn’t see why
that should make very much difference.
He really believed his mother's position
was strong enough, if she had only gone
about the matter more tactfully.

“Saturday night doesn’'t make any dif-
ference,” declared Bonnie May, her re-
bellion now including Baron in its scope.
“It just isn’t a reasonable bedtime.”

Baron felt ready to surrender. *Any-
way, it won’t be bad just for one night,”
he ventured.

“Never mind, Victor,” said Mrs, Baron
pointedly. 5She addressed herself to Bon-

Bonnie May

nie May. “What you've been accus-
tomed to may not be quite so important
as what you ought to be accustomed to,”
she said. “Come!”

The child sauntered thoughtfully from
the room, She had been impressed by
the fact that even Baron had not seemed
surprised by the suggestion that she
ought to go to bed. She was trying to
comprehend the situation. After all, peo-
ple who were not of the profession had
ways of their own, she realized. If they
had all decided to go to bed, she wouldn’t
have minded so much. But they were
laying down a special law for her.

Rebellion triumphed again. In Mrs,
Baron’s room she halted. “Where am I
to sleep?” she inquired.

“I think you heard me tell Mrs. Shep-
ard to prepare a room.”
“In the attic? Yes.

ing to sleep there.”

“Indeed, you are.”

“I beg your pardon!
circumstances "’

Mrs. Baron lifted her fingers to her lips
and coughed—a very inexpert cough.
“You'll have to do as I tell you, you
know.” She resumed a resolute march
toward the hall, her hand pressed firmly
against Bonnie May's back.

The child jerked away with a sense of
outrage. She had never been treated so
before.

“Truly, you'll have to obey me,” re-
peated Mrs, Baron,

Bonnie May was alarmed; she quite
lost control of herself. ‘““Stop your kid-
din’!”’ she said, with a catch in her voice.
She tried to say it playfully, but her self-
possession was gone. Her remark had
sounded simply offensive, indelicate.

Mrs. Baron turned away quite frigidly
and sought her daughter, whom she met
coming softly up the stairs.

“I wish,” she said, “you'd put that
little limb of Satan to bed.” Flora saw
that her mother’s hand, on the balustrade,
trembled.

“Where shall T put her?” she inquired.

“Anywhere! just so you get her cov-
ered up for the night.”

Flora paused, her eyes uneasily seek-
ing her mother’s,

“I'm afraid you're angry with me,
mother,” she said humbly.

But I'm not go-

Not under any
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“With you? Certainly not.”

Flora was puzzled. Her mother had
long ago declared that Mr. Addis must
not be accepted as a visitor. Did she
know that he had just gone? She was
about to enter her mother’s sitting-room
when something prompted her to turn.

“You knew Mr. Addis called, didn’t
you?” she asked.

Mrs. Baron's face flamed again.
“Knew it? Certainly I didn’t know it!
T've told Mrs. Shepard—I don’t intend
that he shall annoy you!”

“QOh, mother! He doesn't! And I
think Mrs. Shepard didn't know, this
time. Bonnie May went to the door and
let him in. She called me down-stairs
without telling me who it was.” Flora
surveyed her mother yearningly, yet with
a kind of gentle courage. “I don't be-
lieve in hiding things from you, mother.
But T was glad to see him.”

Mrs. Baron looked grimly toward her
own door. “She let him in! Very well.
Put her to bed!”

When Flora entered the sitting-room
she found Bonnie May standing in un-
easy contemplation.

“ Mother says I'm to put you to bed,”
said Miss Baron, and she led the anxious
guest away to Victor's room.

“You won't mind my helping you?r”
she pleaded when she had closed the door.

“Helping me?”

“To undress, you know—and to be
tucked in!”

The guest looked at her unresponsively.
“But I've been used to doing that for
myself,” she said.

Flora quickly stooped and took her into
her arms impulsively. “Dear child !” she
cried, her voice tremulous, “let me do it
to-night! T think you'll love it—and T'll
love it, too.”” She drew the perplexed
face almost roughly against her own.

She did not want to be refused. She
hurried into the bathroom and busied
herself; she was singing a little crooning
song. There was also the noise of water
splashing into the tub. She appeared
presently. “The water is ready—for
your bath, you know; and I've left one
of my nighties there for vou.” She
smiled happily. “Of course it will be
too big. TI'll make you some little ones
soon.”

Bonnie May

The seeming perversion of the child
asserted itself again. “I usually take my
bath in the morning,” she said a little
stiffly; but she saw how the glad light
in Miss Baron’s eyes wavered, and she
added quickly, “but it will be all right.”
And she went into the bathroom. When
she reappeared she was smiling radiantly.
She had on Flora’s nightgown, soft and
white, with pink ribbons. She held it
daintily up before her feet and glanced
back at the train that dragged behind.
“Tsn’t it lovely !” she said.

“Tt is, dear,” said Flora.

She had turned the white coverlet and
the sheet down. Now she watched the
child scramble up into the bed. She
wanted to help, but she refrained.

“Would you like me to tell you a
story?’" asked Flora.

Bonnie May looked at her swiftly, in-
credulously. ““No!” she said. Then she
burst out into riotous laughter. “I'm
not an infant,” she explained.

Flora flushed. ‘“Very well,” she said
gently. Yet she lingered in the room a
little while. She put some of Victor’s
masculine decorations out of sight. She
adjusted the blind. She was about to
extinguish the light when she looked
again at the strange guest.

The child’s eyes were fixed upon her
widely, wonderingly.

“You lovely thing ! said Bonnie May.

“Good night, dear!” said Flora. And
then she Lne“ that the child wished to
speak to her, and she went over and
bent above the bed. “What is it, Bonnie
May?" she asked.

The child stared before her in silence
for a moment and then the words came.
“I wished so much that she would love
me!” she said. “T tried so hard . . .”

Flora slipped her hand under the
guest’s head. “T'll tell you a secret,”
she whispered. “If she hadn’t cared for
you she would have been quite polite;
she would have been wonderfully gra-
cious. She was ungracious and unkind
because—because she loves you, dear.
It seems absurd, doesn’t it? But I
know.”

The usual Sunday morning quietude
of the mansion was disturbed somewhat
when the family assembled for breakfast.
An extraordinary event had occurred.



Bonnie May

Mrs. Baron had sat up late the night
before and had made a Dress.

In announcing the fact she had pro-
nounced the word in such a manner that
the use of the capital letter is fully justi-
fied. She displayed the Dress for the
admiration of her son and her daughter
and her husband. And finally she gen-
erously relinquished it to Flora. “You
may give it to her,” she said rather
loftily.

Bonnie May had not yet appeared.

Flora knocked softly on the guest's
door and without waiting went into the
room, displaying the new garment rather
conspicuously.

“What's that?” inquired Bonnie May
dubiously.

“It's a new dress for you.”

“It was never made for me,” affirmed
the child with conviction.

“Indeed, it was. Mother sat up ever
so late last night and made it for you.”

“Well, that, of course, was a matter I
should have been consulted about.”

Bonnie May was now sitting on the
edge of the bed, trying to make the toes
of one foot come in contact with the floor.
Miss Baron sat on a low chair in the
middle of the room, the new dress spread
across her knees.

“Take my word for it,” said Bonnie
May. “It won’t do.”

Miss Baron felt for the moment as if
she could have pounced upon the child
and spanked her. But she noticed how
one curl fell outside her ear, and how the
eves and voice were profoundly earnest,
and how the attitude was eloquent of a
kind of repentance before the fact.

And so she said: *“Won’t you do some-
thing for me that will please me better
than anything else I can think of—some-
thing that will take only a minute?”

Bonnie May looked at her meditatively
—and then began to laugh quite riot-
ously! “You don’t Jook the part!” she
gurgled in justification.

“What part, please?” The question
was put somewhat blankly.

“You're talking like a—oh, a Lady
Clare, and you haven’t even got your
shoes buttoned up!”

Miss Baron slowly regarded her shoes;
then her glance travelled calmly to Bon-
nie May; then she rather dully inspected
the dress that lay across her knees. Her
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countenance had become inscrutable.
She turned away from the guest’s scru-
tiny, and after 2 moment she arose slowly
:Ilncl left the room, carrying the dress with
1er,

She did not stop to define her feelings.
She was wounded, but she felt sharp re-
sentment, and she was thinking rebel-
liously that she was in no degree respon-
sible for Bonnie May. Still . . . her
sense of justice stayed her. She had the
conviction that the child’s remark, if in-
excusably frank, was a fair one. And it
had been made so joyously !

Nevertheless, she meant to go to her
mother with a request to be excused from
any further humiliation as Bonnie May’s
handmaiden. But before she had pro-
ceeded half a dozen steps she began to
fear even greater disaster if Mrs. Baron
should undertake to be the bearer of the
rejected dress.

It would be a victory worth working
for if she could overcome the fastidious
guest's prejudice.

She went to her room and carefully
buttoned her shoes and made other im-
provements in her toilet. Then she went
back to Bonnie May’s presence,

“Twas untidy,” she confessed. “Ihope
you'll excuse me.” She was smoothing
out the new dress. “You see, I only
meant to wear my every-day shoes until
after breakfast and then put on my good
shoes for Sunday-school and church. And
I've been very busy.”

Bonnie May pondered this judicially.
“TIt’s lovely of you to be so nice about
it,"” she finally admitted, * but I'm afraid
Tdon’t get youridea. . ..” She frowned.
“ ‘Every-day shoes’ and ‘Sunday shoes,”"”
she repeated vaguely.

“Well 7" said Flora persuasively.

“Don’t you like to be as good on Sat-
urday as on Sunday?”’

“Why, ves—just as good, certainly.”
Flora was looking bewildered.

“And on Friday, and on other days?"”

“Yes, I think so.”

“Well, why shouldn't you wear your
‘eood’ shoes all the week, then?”

“But people must look nicer on Sun-
days than on other days.”

“I don’t see why. If you only look
nice, T don’t see what's the good. And
if you really are nice, I think the nice
shoes might help all the time.”
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Bonnie May

“What I mean is,” persisted Flora
patiently, “I don't like to work in my
nice shoes.” She brought this out some-
what triumphantly.

“That's funny. That’s the very time
I like to look my Dbest. Nothing is as
important as your work, is it?”

Flora was almost in despair. “T doubt
if I ever thought of it in just that light,”
she admitted. “I'll think it over, if
you'll try the dress on—and if vou don’t
like it, off it comes!"”

“Well, all right.”” (This with a sudden
calm which was not reassuring.)

Flora slipped the dress into place, and
patted it here and there with the air of
one who admires, and viewed it with her
head inclined a little, as women do in such
a situation. It was of gingham, with
very small checks in it. “‘It’s the dearest
thing!"’ she said honestly. *Now come
and see how you look.”

The mirror was a little high. She lift-
ed Bonnie May to a chair.

She was alarmed by what ensued. The
child stared fixedly, with incredulous eyes
in which a great horror grew.

“Oh, Lord!"” she cried, clapping her
hands over her eyes. “Takeitoff! Take
it off I’

“What in the world is the matter?”
demanded Flora.

“She asks me what is the matter ! Oh,
heavens!”’ Bonnie May jumped down
from the chair and turned her back to
the mirror. She was wringing her hands.

“I don’t understand at all!”" exclaimed
Miss Baron hopelessly.

“You might!"” was the emphatic rejoin-
der. “Do you suppose I want to play
that kind of a part—here? It might do
for the little sister of a sewing-machine
girl, or a mountain pink with her hair
in knobs. But it wouldn't do for any-
thing else. If you were only one of the
populace, a costume like that would cause
a scream! If you don't understand it,
take my word forit. Ican’t wearit! I
ask you to take it off |

Miss Baron became very quiet. She be-
came thoughtful, too. Shehad not failed
to catch the drift of these exaggerated
words. There was something prim, some-
thing rudimentary, about the dress. Color
suffused her cheeks; she hung her head.
She felt a forlorn inclination to laugh.

VoL, L1X.—s7
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From a vantage-point behind the child
she began to remove the gingham dress.

It was inappropriate. She had to ad-
mit it. It was a dress for a Gretchen;
for the Cinderella of the kitchen rather
than the princess of the coach and four.
It wasn't becoming at all.

VII
A SUNDAY MORNING

Durinc the morning Baron looked
through all the newspapers in search of
an item relative to a lost child—and
found nothing. And a little later Miss
Baron related to her mother the story of
the rejected dress, and tried to make this
treasonable act seem unimportant.

In the meanwhile the object of all this
solicitous thought was leisurely preparing
to make her appearance. That she had
no fresh raiment to put on was not par-
ticularly disquieting. The fact that it
was Sunday morning made no difference
to her at all. Certainly she needed fresh
linen, but this, she philosophically con-
cluded, would be provided within an-
other day or two. Her shoes were quite
new and neat, and she was by no means
ashamed of the dress which now con-
stituted her complete wardrobe. On a
chair by her bed she made discoveries.
There was a fresh towel; a little package
which obviously contained a tooth-brush;
a box of tooth-powder; and—crowning
gift!—a new hair-ribbon of adorable width
and hue. She tucked these things under
one arm, and with her free hand she
carefully gathered Flora’s long nightgown
away from her feet. Then she started to
the bathroom.

In the hall she paused to be sure that
the way was clear.

Silence reigned, save for the murmur
of voices down-stairs—far, indistinct.

The hall was glorious with indirect
rays of the sun. It had wonderful spa-
ciousness, too. Bonnie May gazed down
the broad stairway, duskily bright and
warm and silent; and her expression was
quite blissful. She turned and looked up
to the landing above—reached by a nar-
rower flight of stairs. It seemed splen-
didly remote; and here the sunlight fell
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in a riotous flood. She released the folds
of the nightgown and “paraded’ to and
fro in the hall, looking back over her
shoulder at the train.

She was executing a regal turn in the
hall when her glance was attracted up-
ward to some moving object on the land-
ing above. A most extraordinary an-
cient man stood there watching her.
Realizing that he had been discovered,
he turned in a kind of a panic and disap-
peared into regions unknown. His mode
of locomotion was quite unusual. If
Bonnie May had been familiar with nau-
tical terms she would have said that he
was tacking as he made his agitated exit.

As for Bonnie May, she scampered into
the bathroom, the flowing train suddenly
gripped in her fingers. Down-stairs they
were listening for her, though they pre-
tended not to be doing so. They heard
her in the bathroom, later they heard
movements in her bedroom. And at
last she was descending the stairs lei-
surely, a care-free song on her lips.

She invaded the dining-roomi. Mr.
Baron had been lingering over his coffee.
The various parts of the morning paper
were all about him.

“Good morning,” was Bonnie May’s
greeting. She nodded brightly. “I hope
I'm not intruding?”’

“Not at all!” Mr. Baron glanced at
her with real friendliness. It had not
occurred to him that her dress was fan-
tastic. What he had noticed was that
her face was positively radiant and that
she spoke as he imagined a duchess might
have done.

“You might like to look at the colored
supplement,” he added, fishing around
through the various sections of the paper
at his feet.

“T thank you, I'm sure; but isn’t it
rather silly?”" She added deferentially:
“Is there a theatrical page?”

Mr. Baron coughed slightly, as he al-
ways did when he was disconcerted.
“There is, T believe,” he said. He
glanced over his shoulder toward a
closed door. “I'm not sure Mrs. Baron
would approve of your looking at the
theatrical department on Sunday,” he
added.

“Really? And you don’t think she’'d
see any harm in looking at the comic
pictures?”

Bonnie May

Mr. Baron removed his glasses and
wiped them carefully. “She would prob-
ably regard the comic pictures as the
lesser of two evils,” he said.

“Well, T never did like to be a piker.
If I'm going into a thing, I like to go in
strong.” She made this statement pleas-
antly.

Mr. Baron put his glasses on somewhat
hurriedly and looked hard at the child.
He perceived that she was looking at him
frankly and with a slight constriction at
her throat, as was always the case when
she felt she must hold her ground against
attack.

“I rather think you’re right,” he said
reassuringly. “I'm not sure I know how
to find the theatrical page. Would you
mind looking?”

But Flora interrupted here. She en-
tered the room with the air of one who
has blessings to bestow.

“You're invited to go to Sunday—

school with us after a while,” she in-
formed the guest.

“You're very kind, I'm sure.
it like?”

What's

“Oh, there are children, and music,
and—"" Flora paused. She wished to

make her statement attractive as well as
truthful.

*“A kind of spectacle?” suggested the
guest,

“Hardly that. But there's somebody
to tell stories. It’s very nice, I think.”

“It certainly sounds good to me. If
they've got any good people, T might like
to get into it, until I find an opening in
my own line.”

Mr. Baron removed his glasses again.
“Flora, would you undertake to tell me
what she means?” he inquired.

Flora pinched her lips and looked at
him with a kind of ripple of joy in her
eves. “Isn’t it plain?”’ she asked. She
went out of the room then and he heard
her laughing somewhere in the distance.

VIIT

A DISAPPOINTING PERFORMANCE

BaAron looked at his watch twice as he
climbed the stairs.

He had been calling on Thornburg,
the manager of the theatre, on a quest
for information relative to Bonnie May.



Bonnie May

But he had learned nothing. Thornburg
knew nothing about the woman who had
brought the child to the theatre, he said.
He suggested that it was a case of deser-
tion. He was politely interested in the
case. He thought it might be very good
for the little waif to remain with a nice
family for a time. He even made an
offer of financial aid (which Baron ig-
nored); but as for information, he had
none to offer.

Yes, the family had had time to return
from church, Baron reflected; but they
had not done so. Mrs. Shepard was busy
in the dining-room, but otherwise the
house was unoccupied. Silence reigned in
the upper region. Thomason, the house-
man, was looking impatiently down from
the upper landing; but Thomason didn’t
count. He was probably hungry. Baron
realized that he, too, was hungry.

He went into the cheerful sitting-room
and looked down upon the street—and
instantly his attitude changed.

There they came! And something
was wrong. Oh, plainly, something was
wrong! Mrs. Baron’s head was held
high; she was pale; her lips were com-
pressed. There was nothing gracious in
her carriage. She was marching. By
her side walked Flora, keeping step with
difficulty. She appeared to be fighting
off all realization of her mother’s state.

Mrs. Shepard was no longer present to
lend her support to Bonnie May. The
faithful servitor had come home im-
mediately after Sunday-school to look
after the dinner; and the child walked
alone, behind her silent elders. Her
whole being radiated defiance. She was
apparently taking in every aspect of the
street, but her casual bearing was ob-
viously studied; the determined effort she
was making was not to be concealed.

Baron hurried down-stairs so that he
might meet them in the hall and engineer
a temporary dispersement. He was af-
fecting a calm and leisurely demeanor
when the door opened and Mrs. Baron,
followed by the others, entered. There
was an ominous silence. Bonnie May
caught sight of Baron and approached
him with only a partial concealment of
eagerness and hurry.

Mrs. Baron and Flora ascended the
stairs; the former leading.the way sternly;
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the latter moving upward with wan cheeks
and bowed head. Baron led the way into
the drawing-room, Bonnie May follow-
ing. He pretended not to see or to ap-
prehend anything extraordinary. “Well,
what do you think of Sunday-school?”
he began gayly.

“I think it's fierce!” This took the
form of an explosion. “It wouldn't do
even for one-night stands !”

Baron felt the need of an admonitory
attitude. ““Bonnie May,” he said, “you
should have discovered that it wasn’t a
play. Itwassomething real. It’sa place
where people go to help each other.”

“They certainly need help all right
enough.” This with a quite unlovely,
jeering laugh.

“I wonder what you mean by that?”

“I suppose I meant the same thing you
meant yourself,”

Baron paused, frowning. “I meant,”
he explained patiently, “that they are
people who want to be as good as they
can and who want to give one another
encouragement,”

The child was conscious of his wish to
be conciliatory. She tried to restrain her-
self. “Well,” she asked, “if they want
to be good, why don’t they just e good?
What's the use of worrying about it?”

“I'm afraid it isn't quite so simple a
matter as all that.”

Bonnie May's wrath arose in spite of
herself. She was recalling certain in-
dignities. “I don't see anything in it
but a bum performance. Do you know
what T think they go there for?”

“That’s what I'm trying to find out.”

“I think they go there to watch each
other—to find out something bad about
each other.”

“Bonnie May !"

“I do! And I've had pretty near
enough, too. You asked me and T told
you. You're all asking me to do things,
and asking me questions; and then if I
don’t agree with you in every way I'm
wrong. That may look all right to you,
but it doesn’t to me. If I've got to take
everything, I mean to be on my way.”

Baron remained silent a full minute.
When he spoke again his voice was per-
suasive, gentle. “I'm anxious to under-
stand your difficulties,” he said. “I'm
anxious to have you understand ours.
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I'm sorry I criticised you. I'm sure you
mean to be fair,”

She looked at him with a light of grati-
tudein her eyes, a quiver of emotion pass-
ing over her face. She had an intense
desire to justify herself—at least to him.

“Do you know what was the first thing
they asked me?”

“Your name, probably.”

“No, Mrs. Shepard told them that.
They asked me if I was a good litile girl!”

“But I don’t see any harm in that.
Why shouldn’t they have asked you?”

“You don’t! Do you suppose that I
was going to tell them that I was?—or
that I wasn’'t? What nonsense! ‘Are
you a good young man’? How does a
question like that sound?”

Baron pondered. “Well—?"" he sug-
gested.

“Well, T wouldn't stand it. I asked
the woman who asked me if she was ‘a
good old woman’—and the frowsy old
thing stared at me just as ugly! She
walked way down into the parquet with-
out looking back. She'd been grinning
when she asked me. I'll bet she won't
grin like that very soon again.”

Baron walked to the window and
looked out dully, to gain time,

How extraordinary the child’s attitude
was! And yet ... He could under-
stand that she might have been the only
child in the troupe with which she trav-
elled, and that her older companions,
weary of mimicry and make-believe when
their work was done, might have em-
ployed very frank, mature speech toward
each other and their young companion.

He turned away from the window with
a sigh. “Won't you take my word for
it, Bonnie May, that these people mean
well, and that one should speak of them
with respect, even if one cannot speak of
them with affection?”

“But they don’t mean well. What's
the use of stalling?” She turned until
her back was toward him, and sat so, her
cheek in her hand and her whole body
eloquent of discouragement,

An instant later she turned toward
him with the first evidence of surrender
she had shown. Her chin quivered and
her eves were filled with misery. “Did
you tell the man where I was, so they can
come for me if they want me?”’ she asked.

Bonnie May

Here spoke the child, Baron thought.
His resentment fled instantly. “Truly
1did,” he assured her. ‘I have been do-
ing everything I could think of to help.
I want you to believe that.”

“QOh, I do; but you all put too much
on me. I want to go back where things
are real ”

“Real, child? The theatre, and plays,
and make-believe every day?”

“Tt’s the only thing that’s real. You'd
know that if you were an artist. It means
what's true—that's what it means. Do
you mean to tell me there’s anything real
in all the pompous putting on here in this
home—the way you hide what you mean
and what yvou believe and what you want?
Here's where the make-believe is—just
a mean make-believe that nothing comes
of. The theatre has a make-believe that
everybody understands, and so it really
isn’t a make-helieve; and something good
and true comes of it.”

Her eyes were flashing. Her hands had
been clasped while she spoke until she
came to the final clause. Then she thrust
her arms forward as if she would grasp
the good and true thing which came of the
make-believe she had defended.

When Baron spoke again his words
came slowly. ‘“Bonnie May,” he said,
“T wish that you and I might try, like
good friends, to understand each other,
and not to say or think anything bitter
or unkind. Maybe there will be things I
can teach you. I'm sure there are things
you can teach me! And the others . . .
I honestly believe that when we all get
better acquainted we'll love one another
truly.”

She hung her head pensively a moment;
and then, suddenly, she laughed heartily,
ecstatically.

: c;‘ Whatisit?” he asked, vaguely troub-
ed.

“TI'm thinking it’s certainly a pretty
kettle of fish I've got into. That's all.”

“You know I don’t understand that.”

“The Sunday-school, I mean, and your
mother, and everything. They put me
in with a lot of children"—this some-
what scornfully—"“and a sort of leading
lady asked us riddles—is that what you
call them? One of them was: ‘How long
did it take to make the world?’ ”

“But that wasn’t a riddle.”




Bonnie May

“Well, whatever it was; and they
caught one smart Alec. She said, ‘Forty
days and forty nights,” and they all
laughed—so you could see it was just a
catch. As if anybody knew! That was
the only fun I could see to the whole per-
formance, and it sounded like Rube fun
at that. One odious little creature looked
at my dress a long time. Then she said:
‘I've got a new dress.” Another looked
at me and sniffed, and sniffed, and
sniffed. She wrinkled her nose and lifted
her lip every time she sniffed. It was like
a kind of signal. Then she said: ‘My
papa has got a big store, and we've got
a horse and buggy.” She sniffed again
and looked just as spiteful! T had to get
back at that one. ‘Don’t cry, little one,’
I said. ‘Wait until it's a pretty day and
I'll come around and take you out in my
automobile.” "’

“But you haven’t any automobile !”

“That,” with great emphasis, “doesn’'t
make any difference. There's no harm in
stringing people of a certain kind.”

“QOh, Bonnie May!” cried Baron re-
proachfully; and with quickly restored
calm he added: “Surely one should tell
the truth!”

“Yes, one should, if two would. But
you can't afford to show your hand to
every Bedelia that gets into your troupe.
No, you can’t,” she repeated defiantly,
reading the pained look in his eyes.

Baron knew that he should have ex-
pressed his disapproval of such a vagrant
philosophy as this; but before he had
time to frame a tactful response the child
continued:

“Then the leading lady turned to me,
thinking up another question. I made
up my mind to be on hand if T had to
sleep in the wings. ‘Why were Adam
and Eve driven out of the garden?’” was
mine. I said: ‘Because they couldn’t
make good!” She looked puzzled, and I
patted her on the knee. ‘You can’t put
over anything on me,” I said. I think
I shouted it. That stopped the whole
show for a minute, and an old character
man up near the stage got up and said:
‘A little less noise, please.” Then your
mother came back.” (Baron had antic-
ipated this detail.) ‘‘She had been tak-
ing the leading part in a little sketch up
in front.”” (“Teaching her class,” Bar-
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on reflected, and smiled wryly in spite
of himself.) “She had got through with
her musical turn.” (Mrs. Baron “lent
ber influence” by playing the organ in
the Sunday-school.) “Well, I don’t
want to talk about her. She told me I
must sit still and listen to what the oth-
ers said. Why—I'd like to know? I
couldn’t agree with her at all. I told her
I was a professional and didn’t expect to
pick up anything from a lot of amateurs.
And then,” she added dejectedly, “the
trouble began.”

Baron groaned.
worst had been told.
was there to follow?

“Your mother,” resumed Bonnie May,
“spoke to the woman who had been ask-
ing questions. She said—so that the
children could hear every word: ‘She’s
a poor little thing who’s had no bringing
up. She’ll have to learn how to be-
have.””

She hung her head at the recollection
of this. For the moment she seemed un-
willing to proceed.

“And what happened then?” Baron
asked persuasively.

“Oh, I was getting—rattled! T told
her that when it came to doing the nasty
stuff, I had seen pupils from the dramatic
schools that looked like head-liners com-
pared with her.”

Baron stiffened. “Goodness!
couldn’t have said that!”

“Yes, I did. And I didn’t have to
wait to hear from any prompter, either.
And she—you know she won't take any-
thing. The way she looked! She said
she was glad to say she didn't have any
idea what I was talking about. Just a
stall, you know. Ob, these good people!
She called Flora and said T was to be
taken into a corner and that I was to sit
there until we went home. And Flora led
me into a corner and the cthers looked
back as if they were afraid of me. They
all sang after a while—a kind of ensemble
affair. Flora held the music over and in-
vited me to sing. T told her musical turns
were not in my line. She just kept on
holding the music for me—honestly, she’s
the dearest thing!—and singing herself.
It was a crime, the noise she made. Tsn't
it awful when people try to sing and
can't? As il they had to. Why do they

He had hoped the
What in the world

You
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do it? T felt like screaming to her to
stop. But she looked as if she might be
dreaming, and I thought if anybody
could dream in that terrible place it
would be a crime to wake them, even if
they did make a noise. They had an in-
termission, and then a man in front de-
livered a monologue . . . oh, me! Talk
about the moving-picture shows! Why,
they're artistic. . . .”

What, Baron wondered, was one to say
to a child who talked in such a fashion?

Nothing—nothing at all. He groaned.
Then, to his great relief, Flora appeared.

“Dinner is ready,” she said, standing
in the doorway. There was a flush on
her cheeks and an odd smile on her lips.

Baron took Bonnie May by the hand—
he could not quite understand the im-
pulse which prompted him to do so—and
led her into the dining-room. He saw
that she bore her face aloft, with a pain-
ful effort at unconcern. He was glad that
she was given a place next to him, with
the elder Baron on her right and Flora
across the table from her.

He was dismayed to note that his
mother was quite beside herself. He had
expected a certain amount of irritation,
of chagrin, but not this ominous, pallid
silence. She avoided her son’s eyes; and
this meant, of course, that her wrath
would sooner or later be visited upon his
head.

He sighed with discouragement. He
realized sadly that his mother’s heaviest
crosses had always come to her from
such trivial causes! She was oddly child-
ish—just as Bonnie May was strangely
unchildlike. Still, she had all the tra-
ditions of propriety, of a rule-made de-
meanor, behind her. Strange that she
could not have risen to the difficulty that
had confronted her, and emerged from
a petty predicament without so much of
loss !

The meal progressed in a constrained
silence. Bonnie May concerned herself
with her napkin; she admired the design
on the china; she appeared to appraise
the dishes with the care of an epicure.
And at last, unfortunately, she spoke:

“Don’t you think, Mr. Baron’—to the
master of the house—*that it is a pretty
custom to converse while at table?”

Mr. Baron coughed. He was keenly

Bonnie May

aware that something had gone wrong;
he was shrewd enough to surmise that
Bonnie May had offended. But he was
in the position of the passenger below
decks who senses an abnormal atmos-
phere yet who is unadvised as to the
nature of the storm.

“T'm afraid I'm not a very reliable
hand at small talk,” he said guardedly.
“T think my idea is that you ought to
talk when you have something to say.”

“Very good!” agreed Bonnie May,
nodding brightly. She patted her lips
daintily with the corner of her napkin.
“Only it seems like chickens eating when
you don’t talk. The noises make you
nervous. I should think anything would
get by, even if you talked about the
weather. Otherwise it seems just like
machinery at work. Rather messy ma-
chinery, too.”

Baron seized an oar. ‘Perhaps when
people are thoughtful, or possibly troub-
led, it is a mark of good taste not to try
to draw them into a conversation.” He
said this airily, as if it could not possibly
apply to the present occasion.

“A very good idea !” admitted Bonnie
May, quite obviously playing the part of
one who makes of conversation a fine art.
“But isn't it also true that people who
are troubled ought to hide it, for the sake
of others, and not be a sort of—well, a
wet blanket?”

The elder Baron’s eyes twinkled in a
small, hidden way, and Flora tried to
smile. There was something quite hope-
fully audacious in the child’s behavior.

But Mrs. Baron stiffened and stared.
“Good gracious !” she exclaimed.

Baron undertook a somewhat sterner
strategy. He felt that he really must not
permit the guest to add to her offenses
against his mother.

“It might be sensible not to talk too
much until a closer acquaintance is
formed,” he suggested with something of
finality in his tone.

But Bonnie May was not to be checked.
“A very good thought, too,” she ad-
mitted; “but you can’t get better ac-
quainted without exchanging ideas—and
of course talking is the only way.”

Baron leaned back in his chair with a
movement resembling a collapse.

“Wouldn’t it be fine if everybody wore
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a badge, or something, so that you would
know just how they wanted to be taken?”
continued the guest. A meticulous en-
thusiasm was becoming apparent. Mrs.
Baron was sitting very erect—a sophisti-
cated, scornful audience, as she seemed
to Bonnie May,

“Absurd !""-was Baron's comment.

“Well, I don't know. You pretty
near know without any badges. You can
tell the—the mixers, and the highbrows.
I mean when they are the real thing—
people worth while. T would know you
for a mixer easy enough. I don’t mean
careless, you know, but willing to loosen
up a little if people went at you in the
right way. And Flora would be a mixer,
too—a nice, friendly mixer, as long as
people behaved.” Here she turned with
a heroic, friendly appeal to Mrs. Baron.
“And Mrs. Baron would be one of the
fine, sure-enough highbrows.”

“T think—" began Mrs. Baron, sudden-
ly possessed of an ominous calm; but the
guest made an earnest plea.

“0Oh, please let me finish " she begged.

“Very well,” said Mrs. Baron; ‘‘you
may—finish.”

“You know I understand about your
part in that entertainment this morning.
Vou don't belong in that crowd. It's
like the queen who kissed the soldier.
She was high enough up to do it and get
away with it.”” She placed her elbows
on the table and heamed upon Mrs.
Baron with a look so sweetly taunting,
and so obviously conciliatory, that the
others dared to hope the very audacity
of it would succeed. “Now,don’t deny,”
she continued, shaking an accusing finger
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at Mrs. Baron, and smiling angelically,
“that vou're just a nice, sure-enough,
first-class highbrow !

It was done with such innocent inten-
tion, and with so much skill, that all the
members of Mrs. Baron's family turned
their faces toward her, smilingly, appeal-
ingly, inquiringly,

But alag! Mrs. Baron failed to rise to
the occasion. She was being ridiculed
by a child —and her children and her
husband were countenancing the outrage.
Her composure wvanished again. She
pushed her chair back from the table
angrily. Her napkin fell to the floor;
she grasped the edge of the fable with
both hands and stared at Bonnie May in
a towering rage.

“You httle wretch!” she cried; “you
impudent, ungrateful little wretch! You
—you brand {rom the burning!”

She hurried from the room. In her
blind anger she bumped her shoulder
against the door as she went out, the
little accident robbing her exit of the
last vestige of dignity.

Bonnie May was horrified, crushed.
She sat, pale and appalled, her eves fixed
on the doorwav through which Mrs.
Baron had vanished.

Then she brought her hands together
sharply and uttered a single word:

“Hoo-ray !”

Every member of the family was elec-
trified. '

“Father!” expostulated Flora.

“Victor!” exclaimed the elder Baron.

And Baron, shaking his head sadly,
murmured:

“Bonnie May! DBonnie May !

e

{To he continued. }
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T happened in Central
Africa—Central Hades,
we called it—anything
can happen in Africa,”’

P\ (@ caid the white-haired

=l young man with the scar
across his cheek,

But maybe I had better begin at the be-
ginning. It was in the smoker of a trans-

continental train, and Buddy Plimpton,
the half-baked son of a millionaire pork-
packer, had just delivered the last word
on the subject of miracles.

“Nobody believes the Bible now.”
Buddy waved his hand airily. “Why,
who believes old Dan'el was thrown into
a den of lions and came out alive?”

No one answered for a minute, but we
were all praying for some one to speak up
and squelch the pest, when the young fel-
low with a livid scar cutting his left cheek
from his mouth to the edge of his white
hair put down his French newspaper and
said quietly: “T do!” He was sitting in
the middle of our crowd, and we all began
to wonder why we hadn't noticed him
before.

“Now, how'd you prove old Dan’el was
thrown into a den of lions and came out
alive; it must have happened before
your time? " sneered Buddy.

“I saw a man do the thing once, and
he's still alive—that is, he’s alive unless
he’s been killed since—fighting in France.
I haven’t seen his name in the lists yet.”
The stranger subsided behind his French
paper, as though the matter was settled,
proved, closed, and he was sorry he had
wasted so much breath on Buddy’s shin-
ing intellect. We made him go on, to stop
Buddy's incessant babble.

“TI'm not much at telling stories; I'm
an engineer,”” he said finally, after we had
urged him sufficiently. “Well, T don’t
care. It happened in Africa. The first
part of the story isn't interesting, and
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you'll believe it. And the last part—
well, that’s different—you’ll say I lied,
and I don’t care, either. Ever hear
of Jack Sweet, who earned the title of
‘Dodger’ in the Yale-Princeton game ten
years agor?’’

“Yale man? Old Dodger—Dodger
Sweet, the fellow who went through a
whole eleven on the kick-off for a touch-
down? I'm a Yale man, and I've heard
the boys tell about 'im lots of times,”
piped up the irrepressible Buddy.
“What’s become of Dodger?"

“If you'll listen a minute I'll tell you;
that’s my story.”” The white-haired man
gave Buddy a sweet smile. “ Dodger and
1 were pals—iraternity mates—yes,Yale.
He was a great scout, and as brave as
they make ’em. I ought to know—we
roughed it together for four years sur-
veying a route through the jungles of
Central Africa for the Cape to Cairo rail-
road that was never built but will be
some day.

 Just why we drifted over to the dark
continent doesn’t matter now. We found
plenty there to test a man's nerve, and
Jack always passed the test with an
A+ grade. We ran into tigers, gorillas,
and cannibals—I could tell you about
those, and you'd believe me, so it isn’t
worth while. You won’t believe this, so
Tl tell it.

“After a man has lived in Central
Hades for four years such civilized diver-
sions as Cairo puts up look mighty tempt-
ing, and when we had the route finished
Jack and T went up there for a long rest.

“Cairo, on the edge of mystery-land”
—the stranger settled back in his seat and
a far-away, wistful look crept into his
eyes—‘that’s where we first met the
Nabob. T remember the morning—one
of those bright, clear Egyptian morn-
ings, with the sun a-boiling down and the
streets like an oven. Jack and I were in
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the breakfast-room of the hotel, taking
our eggs and coffee rather late, as usual,
when a big, brown Egyptian buck came
up to our table, bowing and scraping.

“*Most honorable English sahibs,’ the
buck began to stammer, as though he had
learned it out of a book, speaking in a sort
of pidgeon-French such as they use up in
the interior, ‘his Highness, my master,
the King, desires to see you at the Palais
Grande.’

“‘Just which particular king do you
represent?’ Jack, asked kind of sarcas-
tic—Africa was full of sultans, kings, and
potentates that we had never heard of.

“T couldn’t catch the heathen name the
buck repeated, but Jack commented
diplomatically, ‘Yes, I've heard of him.
We'll look him up.’

“Well, Jack and I were looking for ad-
venture just then, and we got our bellies
full! We went over to the Palais Grandé,
and they showed us into the presence of
the most striking-looking specimen of a
barbarian king I have ever set eyes on.
His skin, where we could see it under his
silk robe and turban, was burned brown
as an Arab’s, but I couldn’t help the sus-
picion, even then, that down under the
tan his skin was white, the same as yours
and mine. He ruled over a block of coun-
try as large as England, up in the Dar
Banar mountains, ten degrees north of the
equator.

““The Nabob—we called him the Nabob
then, and ever afterward—salamed most
solemnly when we came in and spoke in
the same dialect French. ‘Most honor-
able sahibs,’ he says, with a majestic
flourish, ‘I am told you know more about
the great art of machinery than any other
Englishmen in Egypt?’

“¢That’s correct,’ answered Jack.
Jack wasn't overly modest.

“‘Can the sahibs make the bright
lights which burn in the illustrious Khe-
dive’s palace?’ the old fellow asked, kind
of anxious.

“Jack turns to me with alittle whistle
of surprise and says: ‘He means electric
lights. They've just put 'em in, up in the
Khedive’s palace. Let's go. Here’s a
chance to clean up some coin !’

“T wasn't so keen about going, for I'd
heard enough about some of those hali-
savage counties up in the interior to make
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me want to steer clear of them. But Jack
turned to the Nabob and said: ‘We can
—we can make 'em anywhere !’

“‘In my palace, too?’ the old King
persisted; ‘and how much will it cost?’

“Well, we made him give us a little
sketch of his marble shack, and then Jack
set a sum that fairly took my breath
away. It meant as much in clear money
as we had accumulated in four years.
We were considerably surprised when the
old Nabob took up the offer, and we drew
up the papers, signed them then and
there, and promised to be on the ground
in two months.

“Before the first month was up we had
our supplies and were off. The Naboh
sent a caravan to meet us at Khartum—
the steel road was built to Khartum then
—and from there we made our way over
six hundred miles of desert and wilder-
ness with our outfit and supplies packed
on the backs of camels.

“That was how it started.” The
speaker paused reflectively, and suddenly
threw out his hand to take in the whole
crowd. “You Americans, here—you are
the most pig-headed beings in existence !
You don’t helieve there are whites in
Africa—native whites, I mean? No!
But you didn’t believe there were pyg-
mies there till Stanley proved it. You
didn't believe there were blond Eskimos
in Alaska till Stefansson found them.
You don't believe Daniel was thrown into
a den of lions and came out alive! Bah!
You have much to learn! T was that way
—seven years ago !

“Pardon me, gentlemen; frankly, you
get on my nerves! But to proceed—we
found the King, Zimaboa, or something
like that, was his real name, and he was a
royal entertainer. He had true Oriental
ideas of hospitality and somewhat more
than Oriental ideas on how to run a king-
dom. The first day he showed us all over
his great, rambling marble palace and ex-
plained his plans. One of his pet ideas
was to fix up the courtyard in front of the
palace with arc-lights and to ornament
the sculptured fountain, in the centre,
with colored incandescents.

““ And then he took us out to inspect his
hobby—his particular hobby—in a pit
sunk twenty feet below the level of the
courtyard. When we leaned over the iron
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railing, with its jagged points all turning
in, and looked down to see the yellow eyes
and the prodigious jaws of a dozen Abys-
sinian lions, I nearly fainted from the
shock. The beasts were creeping in and
out of their den down in the rocks, their
flanks a-quivering and their tails a-lash-
ing, and looking as though they would
welcome us at the bottom of the pit.

“ ‘How do you like 'em?’ the Nabob
asked me proudly. ‘Bad men and plot-
ters against the state end their wretched
lives in this nice little den. The sahibs
must see one of my executions. It is a
great sight. I have seen few like it.’

“I couldn’t get up much enthusiasm
over the execution proposition, but Jack
seemed to take to it. ‘If I don’t see one
I shall go away heart-broken,” he jab-
bered back in French to the Nabob—poor
old Jack, he saw one more than he wanted
to.

“‘Plotters against the state are nu-
merous these days,’ the old man sighed,
kind of sorrowful, like those pious people
who are always deploring the iniquity of
the rising generation; and then he added
hopefully: ‘And the beasts need a little
change of diet at times.” I didn’t fancy
the expression on the old man’s face any

“more than I did the expression on those
lions’ faces, and I was glad to let the
matter rest there.

“Sweet and I divided the work and
jumped into it. He undertook the con-
struction of the power-house and dam,
while T superintended the wiring of the
palace. The old Nabob was a true Ori-
ental, and that was equivalent to saying
that somewhere in his marble abode he
kept a harem, and Jack and T used to
speculate where he kept the feminine part
of his household; butT couldn’t discover
any signs of them as I worked about the
palace, and for a long time we had no
clew. And then, one day, I got a glimpse
of the fair ones.

“I was standing on a step-ladder in one
of the corridors, showing the blooming
natives how to splice a conduit wire, and
there was something in the air, the smell
of balm or myrrh, or something like that,
which seemed to say ‘ladies near,” when
all of a sudden I heard a little scurry and
a soft, muffled scream. T looked down
and into the two most soulful, most tan-
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talizing brown eyes I have ever seen—or.
ever hope to see. .

“The rest of her face was hidden un-
der a thin veil, but I could tell the skin
was white—yes, olive white. She slipped
away with her attendants before I could
speak and disappeared behind a little
door. T had picked up some of the native
jargon by that time, and I felt much re-
lieved when T heard the servants murmur-
ing salams to the ‘King's daughter’ as
they raised up from the floor. I was glad
when they didn’t say ‘queen,” because I
didn’t like to think those eyes might be-
long to one of the old man's wives.

“Sweet was as curious as a dozen wom-
en at a sewing-circle when I told him
what had happened. He was always
popular with the ladies, Sweet was, and I
well, I never was. He suggested rather
casually, later, that we change places, and
he take a hand at the wiring while T get
some experience at the dam—we were
electrical and civil engineers both. T re-
fused. We had agreed how the work
should be divided, and I couldn’t see the
point of changing.

“Ah, those Orientals—they know how
tolive!” The stranger raised one shaking
hand to the scar on his cheek, and then
held out the hand which trembled like
an aspen leaf. “But Africais hard on the
nerves! I always knew there was danger
in that place, and now I knew which di-
rection it was coming from. I had a—
what do you call it?—‘a hunch’? that I
didn’t want Sweet to meet that girl. He
was peeved when I wouldn't change work
with him, and the next day he went to the
Nabob and got more men to put on his
end of the job.

“I didn’t see the ladies again for several
days, and then one morning they scudded
down the corridor again like a lot of frisky
lambs. T had an idea that the girl—the
King’s daughter, I mean—gave me a look
of recognition as she passed—anyway,
she didn’t scream ! And I saw her rather
frequently after that. Sweet didn’t say
much when I told him of our second meet-
ing, but I could see he was speeding up his
worl.

“And then one day I wired her room.
I recognized it by the perfume that hung
in the air, balm or myrrh, or something
like that. The room faced the great




In the Lions’ Den

courtyard, with a pretty view out of a
fantastic little French window that over-
looked the Oriental garden. There were
giant lobelias outside, ten feet high, and
‘great red gladiolus blooming on six-foot
stalks. There was a little bench out there
under a yew-tree, with a glimpse of the
bubbling fountain farther on. I founda
French novel lying on one of the settees,
and I wondered how she could read it. T
forgot to say anything to Sweet about
the room it was the first thing in our lives
that had ever come between us.

“And then, one night—I met her—in
the garden just outside her room—how
we arranged it doesn't matter. We sat
and talked for an hour, or two, or three;
I don’t know how long. She wanted to
see the world—what girl of seventeen
doesn’t >—and she asked all sorts of ques-
tions. ‘Were the women out there like
her?’ ‘“What did the women do in Paris?’
Paris was the only city in Europe she had
heard of. ‘Were the women allowed to do
just what they pleased?’ and a hundred
others. And then I told her stories of the
world, and how the women lived and
were treated in America, and she listened
with her big brown eyes shining in the
dark. Finally, when I couldn’t stand it
any longer, I asked her to let me take her
out and show her the big, busy, happy
world. But I was too sudden about it,
and she became frightened and slipped
away, and ran into the palace before I
could stop her.

“And all of the time we were rushing
the work. Sweet could use plenty of help,
while T had to do most of the wiring
myself, so when he finished up the dam
and power-house he came up to help me
put the finishing touches on the palace.
We hung a row of lights—hig, brilliant
arc-lights—around the courtyard in a sort
of semicircle and planted a bunch of col-
ored incandescents under the water in the
fountain. The sculpture work on that
fountain was something to make an art-
ist weep, but it looked great when the
lights came dancing through the water,
with the red, green, and blue changing
and glimmering, and flashing like living
things—the old Nabob went wild about it.
It gave him the idea, I think, of having
a great opening night, when the natives
should be shown the new glories of his
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palace, and he didn't lose any time in
arranging the details,

“While we were working in the court-
yard those last few days we could hear
the lions in the pit whining continually,
kind of low and mournful. And the old
Nabob took us into his confidence one
evening, and told us that he was making
the beasts fast for a week so they could ap-
preciate the treat he had in store for them
on the opening night. He grinned an evil
grin, though he tried to look grieved,
when he confessed that he had long sus-
pected treachery in his standing army, but
now he had proved it, and would make a
public example of one of his vounger of-
ficers. I thought Jack seemed pleased
with the news at first—which goes to
show that primitive and civilized man are
the same down under their skins, and
that we haven't changed much since the
days of Daniel and Darius and old Ne-
buchadnezzar,

“1 think the population of the whole
kingdom, pretty much, must have gath-
ered at the palace for that opening night.
You men here, you might not think so
much of it, but it was some scene for Cen-
tral Africa. The old King sat up on his
throne, which we built at the top of the
palace steps at the main entrance. His
wives and his officials were there. And
the girl was there—Sweet and I had been
formally introduced to her a week before,
and she seemed to want to converse when
I came up to her. But I had to leave her
when the Nabob hurried me on to talk to
the chief sword-bearer of his royal army.

“When I looked back T saw Sweet still
talking to the girl, and the Nabob must
have seen him, too, for he motioned to
Jack. Sweet was never a man to heed a
warning when he was talking to a woman,
and the King had to send one of his mes-
sengers back to drag Jack away to enter-
tain his chief cup-bearer or chief some-
thing-or-other. I smiled when T saw
Jack, in a grouch, go swaggering after
the man.

“The performance started with music
produced by a most curious orchestra of
tom-toms and cvmbals. Tt was weird
music—I can hear it yet! That was the
weirdest sight 1 have ever seen—no, [
saw another sight in the same courtyard.
I can see that always!
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“After the music came the dancing
girls—Oriental dancing girls the same as
danced for Mark Antony and Cleopatra
and many another European, to their ev-
erlasting destruction. And while they
danced and sang the lights were turned
on in the fountain, and the audience
stood up and howled with joy and as-
tonishment. And frequently I could hear
a penetrating half snarl and half roar
break in on the singing and the music—it
came from the pit, and it made the cold
chills riot up and down my spinal column.
That was a red-letter night in the social
history of the kingdom of Banar.

“ After the music and the dancing came
the speeches. Jack and T got up and
made a few remarks in appreciation of
-the event, talking in disreputable French
which most of 'em couldn’t understand.
Jack made a great hit as he stood there,
in his white suit, under the bright lights,
and handed out the ‘hot air.” I couldn’t
help but notice how the princess had her
eyes fixed on him and was drinking in
every word he uttered.

“The climax came when the orchestra
broke into a wild, frichtful thing that
sounded like an Irish dirge, and they
brought out the prisoner—the traitor to
his King. He was dressed in black, with
his hands tied behind him, and they
dragged him before the Nabob, fighting
like a mad bull. He was a ferocious-look-
ing creature, but rather voung and hand-
some, too. Icouldn’t get much of his wild
plea for mercy—he talked too fast, and
T was looking elsewhere. But the old
Nabob was a thoroughgoing barbarian
with no finicky notions about the value of
life, and he only shrugged his shoulders
and hustled the fellow on to his doom.

“I could see Jack sitting beside me,
with an expressionless face, and T thought
his conscience must be hurting him as
mine was me. The thought that this part
of the performance might be put on for
our special benefit wasn't very comfort-
ing.

“And the princess sat cowering in her
seat, hiding her eyes from the horrible
sight. T was glad when 1 saw her, for 1
thought that even if her father was a bar-
barian she had a woman's heart. The
old King seemed to be enjoving the scene
immensely, with the same smile on his
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face that must have been on the faces of
those Babylonian politicians, three thou-
sand years ago, when they helped to push
the King's pet into that other lions’ den.

“And while the prisoner talked I
couldn’t help studying the faces around
me. I saw there every tingling human
emotion—amusement, curiosity, fear, hor-
ror—every human emotion but one, and
that one was mercy.

“They dragged the prisoner over to the
railing, and he gave a great shriek as they
lifted him up bodily and heaved him over,
down into the black pit. We heard a
great roar from the depths and another
shriek from the prisoner as he went down,
and then the silence settled down like the
black Egyptian night. At last the orches-
tra struck up the same weird refrain that
had ushered the prisoner in.

“There was more music and more
dancing, but it all seemed flat and taste-
less, after that other. When it was over
we took leave of the queens and the prin-
cess, and I noticed Sweet stop and whisper
something to the princess, and she smiled.
The Nabob noticed it, too, and I saw his
face change. When I took her hand for
the last time she winced and looked away.

“Then came a private dinner in the
palace—such as could be served only in
an Oriental country, with wine and more
dancing women. But through it all 1
couldn’t get out of my head the sight of
that prisoner going down into the jaws of
a dozen waiting lions.

“After the dinner the Nabob paid us
for the job, in gold—all in gold, that glit-
tered in the light of the new tungstens
over the table as he had it weighed out.
He suggested that we leave for Cairo the
next day, with his caravan, which was
going as far as Kordfan. I think the old
man saw trouble brewing and wanted us
out of the way.”

The face of the speaker was working
strangely now as he talked on in an even
montone, and even the bored drummers
were leaning forward in their seats. A
brakeman thrust his head through the
door and shouted: “Waterloo!” The
stranger gave a nervous start. “That
night was my Waterloo!" he said, so low
that only a few of us heard him, and then
he hurried on.

“Where wasI? Oh, yes, after the ban-



LDrazon by 1allace Morgan.

* How du you like 'em? ' the Nabob asked me proudly,”'—Page 486,

Vor. LIX.—58 489



490

quet. When we reached our tents we
divided the gold and hid it. I was glad
the job was finished, but Jack seemed
moody and distracted. 1knew why. He
excused himself soon and dove into his
tent saying he would pack in the morning.

“I sat alone on my cot for some time,
thinking of the beauty of the princess and
the horror of all T had seen that night,
and while T sat there something stalked
in through the doorway and stood hefore
me for hall 2 minute before I could make
up my mind whether I was looking at a
rcal man or a ghost. The apparition
bowed profoundly and announced: ‘The
King desires to see the honorable sahibs in
his palace at once.” Then I woke sud-
denly, and about a hundred different com-
plications shot through my brain while I
got into my coat and slipped into Jack’s
tent to pull himout. But his tent was
empty; his bunk hadn’t been touched!

“The perspiration came oozing out all
over me while I followed the messenger,
trying to figure it all out. T hadn’t
reached any satisfactory conclusion con-
cerning Jack's disappearance when we
reached the Nabob, sitting just as we had
left him, considerably the worse for wine.

“He looked up with a kind of gentle
smile when I entered, and he said, pleas-
antly enough: ‘I have noticed one of the
lights failed to shine during our illustrious
entertainment. As vou are leaving to-
morrow, we had better attend to this
little matter to-night.” Then the corners
of his mouth turned down in a way that
sent the chills cavorting up and down my
spinal column again, and he asked sud-
denly: ‘And where is the sahib’s illustri-
ous partner?’

“It flashed across my mind that the old
fellow knew more about Jack’s where-
abouts than I did myself, and my knees
began to shake so that T was afraid he
must see them, but I managed to blurt
out: ‘Your Majesty, my partner is ill, in
bed. As I wired the lights, I am able to
tell where the trouble lies.’

““Was it my entertainment or the
wine?’ he smiled back suspiciously; and
he added, speaking slowly: ‘I fear he will
be very ill." Then his whole manner
seemed to change, and he said grufily:
‘Come, we will see.” And he led me by
a new route to a distant corner of the
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palace, where he stepped through a small
door and pressed a button—TI had put it
there myself—and the courtyard became
as light as day.

“T was looking up to see the missing
globe—which T couldn't see, because it
wasn't there—so I didn't notice the two
people sitting on the bench beneath the
vew-tree until 1 heard a muffled scream
like I had heard once before. I looked
down to see Jack sitting on the bench,
looking calmly at the Nahob, and the
girl st:inding up, shrinking back from her
father. After what seemed a long time
she went over and put her hand on Jack's
shoulder.

“T glanced at the Nabob's face and it
was black. Suddenly he seemed to find
his voice and let out a stream of curses,
and began to shout orders to a swarm of
servants who trooped out of the palace.
They bound poor Jack and dragged him
away, and then the Nabob turned to his
daughter and began to curse her again,
still speaking in a vernacular I did not
understand. She didn’t show any cow-
ardice then—there was no yellow streak
in that girl; she talked back at first like a
real barbarian and then, when she saw it
was no use, she turned and ran for the
palace with her hands clinched and her
eyes flashing.

“The servants attended to me next,
and when I came to I was in a stuffy
little cage. It was well furnished, but
when I saw the bars across the windows
and tried the door, I knew I was a pris-
oner.

“You may believe me, gentlemen,
when I say I did not sleep that night.
Shining out of the dark, wherever I
turned, T could see three faces: Jack's
and the girl's, and that other prisoner's
face as he went over the railing down to
those hungry lions. They stood like a
guard over me all night.

“It seemed more than a month before
the morning came and a servant brought
me food. I begged the wrinkled old ren-
egade to take me to the Nabob, but he
listened like a stoic and pretended he
did not understand. For four days I was
alone except for the visits of the servant,
and he would give me no news of the out-
side world. And all through the nights I
dreamed of the agony I saw written on



In the Lions’ Den

491

the face of that other prisoner, and heard hysterically, and when she didn't T kept

ringing in my ears his shrieks for mercy.

repeating to mysell, * She's only a barbari-

“On the fourth night—TI think it was an, after all,” and I cursed her in my heart.

the fourth night—the guards came and

tied my hands
behind me
and led me
out to the
courtyard
again. Itwas
all lit up by
those cursed
electric lights,
and it was
crowded with
people, like
the other
night, only
more so. The
guards forced
me down into
a seat in the
middle of the
mob. From
where I sat I
had a good
view of the
Nabob, up on
the same
throne, with
the same
wicked grin
on his face.
His wives
were around
him, and near
them I saw—
the princess.
‘““She was
under one of
the arc-lights,
and her pro-
file was plain.
She seemed
tired, and her
head droop-
ed as though
she had not
slept, but she
kept her eyes
straight ahead

["- ik Wy \ ¥
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“1 looked down and into the two most soulful, most tan-
talizing brown eyes [ have ever seen—or ever
hope to see.”"—Page 486,

“It may be it was only my imagina-

tion, but the
crowd seemed
in more of a
holiday mood
than on the
other night.
They were
like a mob
which has had
a taste of
blood and
thirsts for
more. There
was the same
weird music
and voluptu-
ous dancing
as before, but
I heard no
sound from
that black
pit in the cen-
tre. [ waited,
spellbound,
appalled. Tt
was like sit-
ting down to
watch your
own execu-
tion, and mine
might be in-
cluded in the
evening's en-
tertainment,
for all T knew.

“After the
interminable
music and
dancing was
over they led
Jack out of
the palace.
He was dress-
ed all in black,
as the other
prisoner had
heen, with his

and she looked very calm. T knew what hands bound behind him. He looked pale,

was to happen to my old pal that night,
and I grew angry that she did not show
more regret over a death she had caused.
I wanted to see her break down and sob

but he walked like a king. I couldn’t
help but be proud of my pal as he came
across the courtyard, the handsomest man
in the crowd, going to his death. He
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bowed to the Nabob, and the old heathen
shrugged his shoulders, as usual. T saw
Jack’s eyes travel over the rabble, looking
for me, but he couldn’t see me in all that
horde, and he turned and looked straight
at the princess and bowed again. And
she—well, she seemed to smile, but she
kept looking straight ahead of her, send-
ing him wireless messages with her eyes, I
suppose, and she gave no sign of recogni-
tion, for the old King was watching her.

“And all the time I was thinking I
must save ‘Dodeger’ somehow. He was
my pal. T didn't know what to do, but 1
knew whatever was done must be done
quickly. So I jumped up in the middle
of that pack of cutthroats and made a run
for the Nabob.

“Biff | And T fell down a dozen steps
when one of the villains slashed at me
with the flat side of his sword, only it
wasn't the flat side quite; that’s where
the beggar hit me—"" The speaker drew
a finger along the livid scar that stood out
like a brand on his cheek. “The warm
blood spurting down my neck kind of re-
vived me, while the natives hauled me
back to my seat. It made quite a diver-
sion for a minute, and Jack saw the dis-
turbance, and he looked over and saw me
and smiled, and then I knew that he
knew I had tried to do my duty.

““ Jack looked just as cool as he used to
look at the kick-off in a championship
game, as they led him over toward the
black pit. I couldn’t help wondering
if somehow his great football strength
wouldn’t help him now, and then I re-
membered that his hands were tied.

“He went down into the pit feet fore-
most, and there weren’t any disgraceful
cries like the other prisoner gave as he
went. We heard one throaty, snarly
roar come up, and then it was silent—
silence more horrible than all that had
gone before. Jack went into the lions’
den like a man. He went the way old
Daniel must have gone.”

The stranger paused again and pushed
his trembling fingers through his white
hair, while his eyes—unseeing eyes—
looked out beyond our silent group in the
Pullman smoker. “The rest of that per-
formance iz hazy—all hazy in mind. T
seem to remember that I stood up before
the Nabob when it was over, and he lec-
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tured me on the folly of an Englishman
aspiring to the hand of a princess, and he
told me politely and diplomatically that T
could leave the country in the morning
with his caravan, which was still waiting
o take me as far as Kordfan. T remem-
ber that he said: ‘It would be better if
the honorable sahib does not return to
my country,’ and I told him not to worry
—1I had no desire to return.

“When I reached my tent and all of the
time I was packing that night T could
hear the guard pacing up and down in
front. I{found our gold, Jack’s and mine,
where we had hidden it, and I picked up
all of his things that I thought his folks
might want, my tears splashing down into
his trunk as I packed them. When it
was all finished I lay down on a pile of
blankets to rest, not to sleep; my cheek
was too painful, but I was tired and weak
from the loss of blood. T lay there star-
ing into the mystery of the night till T
heard the camel drivers creep out in the
early morning to fit the animals for the
day’s journey.

“I must have fallen into a doze after
that, for I was dreaming that Jack was
going down into the lions’ den, and the
princess snatched the light veil off her
face and threw it to him, and he caught
one end, and she was swinging him, sus-
pended, just above those lions’ jaws when
I woke up. A guard was standing over
me telling me it was time to start. We
left at daylight, and no one came to see
us off.

“We travelled all the morning till we
came to the edge of the great desert,
where we stopped for mid-day lunch and
our siesta. Just before it was time to
start again, a gypsy, all humped over,
came to the door of my tent and asked to
tell my fortune. I smiled sarcastically at
the absurdity of the idea—my fortune!
The servant was going to send the old
woman away—Africa, like India, is over-
run with the pests; they have open
sesame to every man’s tent, and their
coming and going excites no comment—
when a whim seized me. ‘Show her in,
I called to him; ‘if there can be more
trouble on this trip, I want to know it.’
I had in mind to ask her about the
princess.

“She came in timidly, not like a profes-
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“They dragged the prisoner nver to the railing, and he gave a great shriek as they lifted him up bodily and
heaved him over, down into the black pit"'—Pag ;

sional fakir—I might have noticed that, to look at the palm, hers trembled like
but I didn’'t—while the servant watched mine does now.” The speaker held out
from the door. When she took my hand his unsteady hand again. “ Then she
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looked up into my face and whispered
low: ‘Don’t you know me?’ When I
looked down I thought T was dreaming
again—there were the brown eyes, the
tantalizing eyes, of the princess shining
up at me from a stained gypsy face.

““Don't recognize me,” she begged
softly before 1 could find my voice; and
then she said out loud, for the servant
io hear: * You will have a safe journey.
You are going on a long journey—leaving
Alrica never to return.  You will go away
and—forget I’

“ Yorget—never I I cried out before T
thought of the servant; then I had to fight
to hold my face straight while T turned
and sent him away, I talked to the girl
for an hour, but it was no use—not the
way I meant.

“She listened patiently for a while, and
then she stopped me with a little gesture
of despair. *No, I can’t do that! And
I can't stay here, not now. Please,'—
and my heart jumped when she said that
—* please let me go with your caravan as
far as Kordian—maybe as far as Khartum
—1here T shall enter a convent, if I don’t
find my friend'; and then she corrected
herself and said ‘friends,” and added:
‘And then you'll never see me again.
Please let me go with vou.” She was
begging in delicious French, and T was
almost ready to cry out with joy, but I
had to make a few excuses before I gave
in. Finally, T called the leader of the
caravan and told him in a loud wvoice,
that all could hear, to let ‘this dog of a
gypsy’ travel with us.

“T won't say much of that trip to Kord-
fan—how I tried to talk, and how she
held me off on every possible occasion.
At Kordfan—which is the first city across
the desert—we stopped for a day while
I looked around for some means to push
on to Khartum, and the other caravan
turned back. The princess disappeared
immediately on our arrival, and, though I
searched the town over, I could not find
her, and finally 1 gave up hope of ever
seeing her again. The escapade of the
girl had implicated me, and I was rather
anxious to get away, for T had no desire to
furnish an evening’s entertainment for his
Majesty nor to break the fast of those
dozen Abyssinian lions. Only a few car-
avans were moving at that season, and
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it was about sundown when T at last
secured a passage to Khartum with a
party of wool merchants who were leaving
the following morning. 1 did not fancy
the company of the wool-buyers, but it
was the only outfit which I could find
going out for a week, so I chose the least
of two evils. Just after dark, as I stood
in the public bazar watching the dealers
haggling over a few stray fleeces to com-
plete their load, the girl crept up quietly.
‘My friend did not come,” she said ab-
ruptly, holding out her hands implor-
ingly, ‘and T must—I must go on with
you"

“Now, for a woman—be she king’s
daughter, gypsy, or negress—to travel
with a party of rough wool merchants
and not come to harm was impossible.
It was about as safe as riding in a box-car
with a band of hohoes, and T explained to
the girl how it was, but she kept saying:
‘I must get to Khartum—1 mast get to
Khartum !’

“ “There is one way, and only one,” I
told her at last, with my heart pounding
against my ribs.

“*Tell me, what isit?’ she said eagerly.
‘1 st get to Khartum.’

“'Go as my wife. We can arrange it
quickly. Heathen or Christian ceremony
iz good enough for me. Come, it is the
only way. You can't stay here; your
father may be here any minute. It isn't
safe.” Tknew it was a mean advantage to
take of a helpless girl, to attempt to force
her hand while she was in a hard position
like that, but it was the only thing I
could think of—the only thing I wanted
to think of.

“‘Not that.” And she stepped back,
gasping, and struggling with the problem,
clasping and unclasping her pretty, brown
hands, with her forehead wrinkled into
knots, while I watched her fight it out.
Finally, she said quietly: ‘T can’t do that.
There must be another way—some other
way. Maybe I can hide—here!” And
she looked around and shuddered.

““You'll be caught,’” I insisted. I was
afraid she would stay and I would lose
her.

“‘Isn’t there some other way?’ she
asked pitifully, putting her soft brown
hands into mine.

“ “Then disguise yourself as a boy and
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go as my servant,” I said, as the idea
popped into my head. She looked up,
shocked at the suggestion al first, then
she smiled and ran away.

“When she came back the next morn-
ing, just before we started, T wouldn't
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down on the kick-off and earned the
title of “Dodger,” and she suddenly burst
into a rippling laugh—it was the first
time T had heard her laugh since we left
Kordfan. I never mentioned Jack again.

“So we travelled over the desert for

* There were the brown eyes, the tantalizing eyes, of the princess shining up at me from a stained
gypsy face.'"—Page go4.

have known the girl if it hadn't been for
the oval face and her big brown eyes,
Her hair was clipped short, her skin was
stained a deeper brown, and she wore a
boy's dress. I thanked God then that
she was built slender and lithe like a six-
teen-year-old lad and her figure was such
as would not give her away.

“She had to talk to me on that jour-
ney; she was my servant. We conversed
much, of Europe and America, of theatres
and books, and of men and women.
Sometimes she seemed greatly interested,
and her eyes would shine while I told her
stories of college davs, and then all of a
sudden her interest would seem to flicker
like a candle and die out. I tried not to
mention Jack—I wanted to forget and 1
wanted her to forget, too. But without
thinking, one day, I started to tell her of
Jack’s exploit on the foothall field, when
he went through eleven men for a touch-

fourteen days until we came within sight
of Khartum—she, sad; and I, happy.
When I would wake up at night and re-
member that she was sleeping on guard
just outside my door—well, T didn't care
to remember anything more. I don't
think I wasted much regret over Jack's
fate on that journey.

“As we got near to Khartum her spirits
seemed to rise, and she tripped about the
camp twittering like a bird. When we ar-
rived in the afternoon she disappeared
again, and presently she came back look-
ing tired and weary. The next day and
the next she went away, and—well, vou
understand how it was; 1 followed the
girl to see that no harm came to her.
She knew the town very well, it appeared,
for she hit off up one street and down an-
other until she came to the corner of a
walled convent on the edge of town, where
she stood for an hour, peering out at every
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one who passed. Then I knew where she
had learned to read French. She seemed
much disappointed when she started back
for the hotel.

“When she brought my dinner that
night T made her sit and eat with me, as
she usually did, and T asked her casually
if she had found her friend. She seemed
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to force back the tears and tried to put on
a hopeful look, but all she would say was:
‘He did not come, To-morrow, maybe.’
“When a week had passed I became
anxious to push on to Cairo. The steel
road was built to Khartum then, as I said,
and we could leave any morning. So I be-
gan to urge her again to come with me,
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but she only shook her head and became
more downcast and despondent each day.
And each day I followed her to the
convent to see that no harm came to
her.

“Then one afternoon as she stood in
the shadow of the wall, disguised in her
servant-boy's dress, with a large blanket
thrown about her shoulders to hide her
figure more effectively, 1 saw a great
tanned Arab sheik making his way across
the square. He walked straight to where
the girl stood, but he did not seem to
notice her. She stepped out and pulled
his sleeve. He looked down in amaze-
ment for half a minute, and then he
crushed her in his arms. Their lips met
many times, while a few curious loafers
stood and looked for a moment and then
passed on—men folks embracing each
other is a common sight in the Orient.
When the Arab turned his face full to-
ward me, I nearly cried out and gave my-
self away in my surprise. Under the long
robe, the false beard, and the brown face
I recognized the broad shoulders and
the clear-cut features of Jack Sweet, the
Dodger, delivered from the lions’ den.

“How he had escaped from the beasts
—how he had gotten away from the
palace—how he had made his way over
six hundred miles of desert and wilder-
ness—that didn’t bother me then. I
never wished my pal bad luck—I tried to
save him when he went down into the pit,
but for a few minutes, as I stood there, I
wished to God the beasts had eaten him.
I went back to my room and sat down,
alone,

“When the city was asleep they came
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to me, Jack—the old Jack—Dhig, strong,
and happy, with a light in his eyes that I
used to see there after a gridiron victory,
and the girl, with a light in her eyes that
shines in every happy woman's eyes
once !

“I gave my old pal his share of the
money, we talked a little while, cried
on each other's necks, shook hands, and
parted. I have never seen them since.
They went to Europe—DParis, I believe.
I suppose he's at the front now—that is,
unless—'"  The old young man ran a
trembling hand through his white hair
and picked up his French paper. “My
hair was gray before; it turned white
that night.”

“Omaha!” shouted the conductor.

“I get off here," said the stranger, start-
ing to rise.

Buddy Plimpton—irrepressible Buddy
—seized him by the arm. “But how—
how did your friend escape—from the
lions’ den?”” he begged, in a curious, sub-
dued voice.

“How did he escape? Oh, yes.” The
white-haired man gave a mirthless laugh,
while the scar on his cheek twitched con-
vulsively. “I forgot why I told the story.
He escaped in the same way old Daniel
escaped. An angel was sent to close the
lion’s mouth. The angel in this case was
in the person of the King's daughter.
She bribed the keeper to smuggle into
the lions’ den, back in the rocks, the car-
casses of three freshly killed Abyssinian
beeves and half a dozen fatted lambs two
hours before the execution. A gorged

lion does not relish such a dainty titbit
as a man.”
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JHE first logical reason why
[ cannot allow your claim
on the county for $175 as
bount}_' for these coyote
scuips," said Commissioner
Beldame of Chinkapin,
kindly but with a warning firmness, “is
that the canis latrans frustror has but
fwo ears. These occur on either side of
the median occipital stripe, and not in
series on flanks, haunches, and belly. I
fizure, dad,” he continued, lapsing into a
vernacular more in keeping with his open-
throated blue shirt, “that by rawhiding
little three-cornered notches you've pro-
duced something like seventeen scalps to
the hide. The second logical reason—
ah—I was afraid of that.”

There was a slight commotion across
the deal tables of the commissioner’s of-
fice. Its calming saw shrewd but bibu-
lous old Dad Selby, sitting flat in the dust
of Main Street, abashedly reaching for
the gun he had unwisely drawn and that
had been contemptuously tossed in the
wake of his parabolic career, through the
portals and clear of the walk.

“Manhandling,” commented my host,
Scott Curtiss, poet of the “White Horse”
and author of last year's campaign an-
them for the Chinkapin election, “Way
Over in the Valley of Saline”

“Way over in the Valley of Saline
Way over in the Valley where they grow,
Jesse F. Fredericks will never get there
Don’t you know, don't you know.”

“Manhandling—what's the piece about
the feller that out-heroded Herod P—well
that’s Cuvier Beldame. They call him
the ‘Logical Reason of the Cimarron,’
and I wouldn't be surprised if we sent him
to Congress. You've just seen his weak-
ness, but when that feller come to this
man’s country he was too prissy to say
‘pants.” Now look at him. He'd be good
in Congress. He ain't only cultured.
He's educated almost, and six months
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more in the short-grass country will finish
him."”

T'm the huckleberry that found the
mastodon’s bones at Medicine Lodge.
That was the summer that Cherokee
Strip was opened to settlement, and I
rode up from Comanche Pool range and
wrote a letter about the mastodon to
Harvard. I guess they get a lot of that
kind of literature, but I backed mine up
with a ham-hone’s big as a calf, so they
sent out a scout, and this here Beldame
wasit. He wasn’t exactly a perfessor, but
he was workin’ up to be one and he had
all the privileges and emoluments, as they
say—'bout as thick through the chest as
the jack of dimonds sidewise and about
the same view on life.

There's been too much said about ten-
derfeet. I've lived out here all my life
and I ain't never yet seen one of the story-
book kind—this man's country is good to
a beginner. The only tenderfoot I rec-
ognize is the sucker like that Senator
Dodge that spoke here last night and
said he would put his language in simple
words like we could all understand—
people that slap you in the face to attract
your attention to how much better they is
than you, and I don't reckon they get cud-
dled up to much anywheres. Well, Cuvier
wasn’t like that. His trouble was dif-
ferent. He liked ridin’ out with the boys,
but he liked best ridin’ out with old
Alfalfa Bill's daughter, and everybody
took a’ interest in him and sort of boosted
him along, till he started to tryin’ to in-
troduce the cultured code of an effete civ-
ilization into the modus operandi of a
cow camp, as the feller says, and then we
jest nacherally had to drop him.

I reckon you didn’t know Hellroarin’
Jake Sanchi. People liked Jake because
he was such a liar—but they didn’t like
him too dawgone much. Jake was yellow,
and like a lot of people of that sort he
knowed it and tried to cover it up by
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goin’ to the other extreme and posin’ as a
man-eater. He found out early in the
game that he could lick poor old Swede
Coyle up at Kiowa. Jake lived on that
for nearly three years. Every time he
thought his reputation was wanin' or
somebody’d cast aspersions on his bluff,
he'd ride up to Kiowa and lick Swede
Coyle. Then Swede died of pneumonia
some time between lickin’s and that left
Jake in the air without no foundations,
and he was sort of proddin’ around for

a new one when this Beldame come
along.

And,sure enough, Beldame—Four-Eyes,
they called him then, 'count of his glasses
—comin’ in late to the ranch-house one
night, left his horse standin’ saddled in the
yard, forgot about him, and went to bed.
He was a sort of guest at the place, so
Bradley told Jake to put the horse away.
That was enough for Jake. He mentioned
it right while we was saddlin’ up next
mornin’, and he mentioned it in the bunk-
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house that night, and he mentioned it
nasty and aggravatin® again next day.

“I'm very sorry,” says Beldame; “it
shall not happen again.”

Well, you've seen the work of people
like Jake. He wouldn't let up, and he
wound up by callin’ names.

“1 see,” says Beldame, “that you de-
sire a combat. There is no logical reason
why I should fight you. It would doubt-
less result in my serious injury, and, as I
lay no claim to physical prowess, if you
continue your abuse I shall be compelled
to leave.”

Then Jake slapped him. It bloodied
his nose and jarred him up a little, but
he wiped his face off with a handkerchief
and walked away. Well, there wasn’t no
spunk about that. I know now that he
was just livin® up to his lights, and he
sure didn't seem scared, but it left an
awful raw taste. The boys began to find
that their business didn't seem to carry
them anywhere near where Beldame hap-
pened to be ridin’, and that sort of led to
the state of affairs where they didn't seem
to find nothin’ particular to say when he
conversed with 'em. Then there was the
matter of Old Bill's daughter. T don't
reckon she'd been showin’ him a very
cood time. Sometimes women cotton to
a feller that men won't have much to do
with, but it's usually because he's makin’
a business of somethin’ in the women's
department that men ain’t got much time
for—that is, not two-fisted he-men. And
it ain’t healthy—not for a life hitch.
They’s got to be one woman and one man
in every team, and three-quarters of either
is a sort of bobtail straight. Beldame got
right down-hearted and come and con-
sulted me about it.

“Physical combat,” sayvs he, “isa hark-
back to brutality. To a man who at-
tempts to regulate his life by the dictates
of cold reason it is abhorrent. T pride
myself on that, and T apprehend that it
required more courage to take Sanchi's
abuse than it would to have shot him—
which T could quite readily have done. T
cannot see why the men do not appreciate
my position. That, however, would be
a matter of complete indifference to me
did T not find that it is an attitude
that is not confined to men. I should
be grateful if you could put the matter
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in a light that would appeal to my logi-
cal reason.”

“Son,"” says I, “is there any logical
reason why you care more what Grace
Bradley thinks about your taking a slap
in the face than you care what I think?”

“Sex attraction,” says he, “is an in-
disputable fact.”

“I noticed that when that big bully
slapped you you got all white in the face
and your fists clenched and your Adam’s
apple sort of went up and down.”

“ Animal passion—whichI conclude it is
the duty of a man of intellect to control.”

“You think them two propositions
over,” says I; “and do you like to ride a
horse fast and feel the wind in your face
and the little creep o' danger up and
down vour back ?—do vou like to bite into
a wedge of pie 7—do vou like to come over
a high hilltop where you can see all the
country for miles and miles on a ca’m
day ?—or do you like the smell of a flower?
Why is music beautiful?—and do you
think vour mother is the best woman on
earth?—and don’t you like anything but
what’s got a logical reason? Because, if
vou don’t—get somebody to bury you.
You're dead.”

“You preach paganism,” he says;
“those are the very emotions I consider it
my duty to control. This has been placed
so sharply against my belief that I could
never be happy if T succumbed to it.”

“You'll never be worth figurin’ about
till you do,” 1 told him, and Grace Brad-
ley, she put it in a different way.

“You go and whip Bill Sanchi,” was
her way, and it sounds sort of shockin’ and
gives vou a bad idea of Grace, but she's
a common-sense girl. There was a time
when old Alfalfa Bill could have rid from
the Cimarron to the Salt Fork and never
touched a foot that wasn't his range or
seen a critter that didn't bear his brand,
but he signed too many bad notes, and
the government takin' the Strip Range
away busted him, but you see Grace
had been brought up Eastern style.
She’d sized the thing up too and she
knew what she was talkin’ about. But
Cuvier had a conscience and he told her
the same thing.

“I could never respect myself if T did
a thing that makes so small an appeal
to my intellect for so slight a reason.”



He liked ridin’ out with the boys, but he liked best ridin' out with old Alfalfa Bill's daughter.
—Paze 4ub.

That kind of language wasn't helpful
to buddin’ romance, and 1 reckon Bel-
dame would be potterin’ over old dead
bones to this good day if the Strip hadn’t
opened just the way it did.

It's too bad the government changed
the way of openin’ up new country o
drawin’ lots out of a lottery-bag from the
old one of a big race and first staker gets

the farm. One way gives vou people of
the kind that'll take a gambler's chance—
when there’s nothin' to lose; the other
collects them that'll take a fightin® chance
with nothin’ but the deep blue sea to fall
back into if their holts slip, and that was
the kind of homesteaders that had been
gatherin® on the south Kansas line from
Kiawa to Coffeeville—good people—
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Mayflower people—Sante Fé and Cum-
herland trail people—people who for this
reason or that wasn't just as suceessful as
they might have been in Kansas and
Lowa, and IHinois and Nebraska, and all
the rest of the States, but that had too
much git-up-and-git to sit mopin’ on a
mortgaged farm, and was willin' to take a
new chance on a shoe-string—Americans
with an education in hard knocks—two to
ten kids and not a dollar to bless 'em. It
wasn't no place for the half-haked, and of
course Beldame didn’t have no idea of
mukin' the rush. He went down to the
line to see the last of Grace Bradley, and
he got there just before noon, when the
two-hundred-and-filfty-mile go-line was
crowded for the start of the biggest free-
for-all one-to-sixty-mile horse-race that’s
ever been pulled off in history.

Along-side of old Bradley on Roan
Billv, Grace was sittin’ in a high-wheeled
sulky with the reins taut across the back
of Tantamount, Alfalfa’s 2.04 pacin’
mare, that sniffed the kicked-up dust and
powidered buffalo-grass, the smell of bana-
nas, and lemonade, and lunches in paper
baskets, and recognized the signs of a
county-fair race-meet, and so was lather-
in” under the breast-strap and honin’ to
be ofi.

Out in front was all as peaceful as a
country Sunday, the Promised Land,
swimmin® in the dry, cool air, purple
with richness, and so clear and clean that
the wayv-off trees along the watercourses
looked near up but little—like you was
lookin® through the wrong end of field-
glasses—and not a breathin’ soul in the
breadth of it. It was one of them big
minutes. It was the bornin’' of a State—
but voung Four-Eves, T don't reckon he
saw it. He was standin’ with one foot on
the sulky wheel moonin' at Grace—her
black hair blowin® in her blue eves, and
her cheeks red, and the full of her breast
risin’ and fallin’ with the excitement of it.
Well, sir, at the last minute she seen that
the halter strap was loose and swingin' at
Tantamount's feet.

“TI'll arrange it,” savs Beldame.

“T don’t want it arranged—TI want it
fixed.” So he got in the cart to hold the
horse, and the minute she stepped back
and took the reins the cannons boomed
and something like seventy-five thousand
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people shot across that line with a whoop
and a rumble like—why, they jest nach-
erally couldn’t have been anything like
that noise since them sort of Chinese In-
dians come rollin’ down on Rome.

Beldame's little round hat went sailin’
off into space, and his head snapped back
till it almost went sailin’ after it. He
grabbed Grace around the waist to keep
from fallin’ out, and, sometimes on one
wheel but mostly on none, Tantamount
snaked that high-wheeler out in front of
the ruck of wagons and schooners and
behind only the race-horses and fast
ponies that would beat her on the get-
away, but not a hope on the twenty-mile
pull she was staged for. You see, Grace
wasn't eligible for a farm, but she could
take a town lot and the scheme was that
old Bill would take the farm—he knowed
the country like a pack of cards, and
Grace would get the best corner lot in the
new-made-to-order city.

Well, pretty soon they'd settled down
to the long stride. Ahead of 'em was only
two or three dozen little specks—the
racers like her dad. But 'most a mile be-
hind was the jumble of wagons and bug-
gies and mule-teams and foot-racers and
caravans and people on ponies and burros
and—well, there was ostridges in that
race, and Sanchi said he seen camels, but
nobody else ever did.

But you couldn’t see that—all you
could see was a big, dirty, vellow, bellying
cloud—thick on the ground like a prai-
rie fire, and so long in both directions
that your eye played out before it hit the
end, with streamers and feathers of dust
reachin’ the sky, and out of that curtain
all the shrieks and vells and clatter and
bang and roar of the other place,

“You might hold on by the seat,” says
Grace; “you’d be safer and it wouldn't
give the neighbors so much to talk about.”

Beldame grips the seat.

“They're gaining a little, I think,”
says he, and he was pantin’ when he
said it.

You know where Chinkapin Springs
is.  Well, Old Bill had told Grace to
pull up there. It's the second-best bit
of land in the strip, and the old man
thought that if when he got there he
found somebody was ahead of him for
the Valley Farm he wanted, he’d stake



But he stood up in that cart-bottom like a charioteer and he threw the gad
mto old Tantamount —FPage so5.

at Chinkapin, and even if he had went on
that was the place for Grace to stop and
blow the mare.

When they hit the Springs the old man
had tacked up a note sayin’ he’d gone on,
and Grace told Beldame about it.

“And,” says she, “if you'll take one of
the stakes in the bottom of the cart, write
your name on it and stick it in the ground,

you'll be owner in fee simple of the next
best farm in Oklahoma.”

Beldame got out, You ought to hear
him tell about it—it was part of his cam-
paign speech last fall.

“When my stake bit into the turf,
something seemed to tingle up my arms
and feet. I had never owned land. I
locked at the little stream at my feet,
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cold and clear, and the green acres stretch-
ing away toward the river. Something
hit me—/fard. 1 don’t know if it was a
long line of landholding Saxon forebears
gripping hands with me across the divide
—but it was something. And when [
climbed back into that cart mv mind was
full of just one thing. I was going to stick.
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T wanted to take my place with the people
around me. I belonged here.”

They topped the rise at the bluff where
the river land slopes down to the town two
miles away. Only there wasn't any town
then, just squares pegged out with white
stakes, but there she lay like a tennis-
court snuggling up to the river, and about
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as big in the distance as a pocket-hand-
kerchief spread upon a lawn. But they'd
either stopped too long at Chinkapin, or
they hadn’t come in a straight line. Right
over the top of the ridge on their heels
come the ruck. Then's when Beldame
forgot about logical reason.

““Oh, they’re here,” he gulped —
“they’re right on top of us. Here, let me
drive.” And he didn’t stop to argue it.
He'd never had leathers in his hands be-
fore. But he stood up in that cart-bottom
like a charioteer and he threw the gad into
old Tantamount. She broke her pace and
started down the slope at a dead run. The
willows at the river bed beat a bastinado
on the cart-bottom. They went through
the ford like a snow-plough soaked—
up the rise, down through the town to-
ward the land office, and they hit the
square with a splinter and smash of cart
wheels and a collision with three other
rigs. Grace landed on her face, but with
the stake in her hand, and she stuck it.
Beldame got up out of the dust and come
back to her. The two of them was
squatted on what looked to be the best
lot in Chinkapin.

Well, of course the jumpers and fakirs
was on top of them in thirty seconds Mex.
The first one come right up to Cuvier.

“What are you doin’ on my lot,” says
he. “Istaked this here lot and went into
the land office to register.”

“You did like hell,”” says Beldame, and
I don’t reckon he even knew he’d said it,
but the crowd already linin’ up at the
land-office door hooted, and that {feller
went his way grumblin’. Next come old
Slicker Bill Eldridge. He'd been down
the line buying up every likely lot on the
street. He had a little satchel full of
greasy hills swung to a strap on his
shoulder. He used to be a circus barker
and a crowd was followin’ him admirin’ his
methods. He begun by offerin’ five hun-
dred dollars to ’em to get off and let him
stake, but Grace shook her head and he
bid up, till he was cavortin’ around like a
trained bear, shakin’ a double handful of
money under her nose and claimin’ to
offer her four thousand dollars, which was
big money in these parts. And I reckon
that another bid would have pulled 'em
off, but Grace stood pat. It was too bad.

Then they went into the land office to
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register. The queue was already half a
mile long, and they hadn’t any more’n
got into it than kids come to tell "em their
lot was jumped. Beldame got there first,
and, sure enough, Grace's stake had been
kicked off, and there, standin’ square in
the middle of the lot, hat on the back of
his head, hands on his hips, stood big
Jake Sanchi. When he seen Beldame he
just howled.

“Your lot?" says he; “why, you sim-
perin’ little pinch o' type-lice—you mosey
along off this wickiup or I'll hit you so
hard hell'll smell of bugs and bones for
six months to come.”

Well, to an uninformationed bystander
it looked pitiful. Jake Sanchi could have
broke that lad in two over his knee—and
he come mighty near doin’ it. Beldame
walks over slow and deliberate. First, he
takes off his coat, and he folds that up
and lays it on the ground. The crowd
velled and howled with laughin”. I
didn’t, though. I remembered when the
Chicago Herald and old Fred Lawrence
brought a train-load of Chicago news-
boys out for a week on the old Bar M.
ranch. Some of them kids hadn’t never
seen the ground without pavin’-blocks on
it. Well, there was somethin’ the same
look on their faces that Beldame had on
his. He sort of moistened his lips with his
tongue, and his hands trembled when he
rolled up his shirt-sleeves. He was tryin’
to control hisself all right—but not to
keep from fightin’. Why, that boy was
just konin’ to it like a homesick Swiss.
Then he turns around. He wasn’t no
more than five-foot eight—stooped the
way he was, with that peerin’ sort of a
look from nosin’ into books all his life,
and he didn’t weigh more'n one-twenty
net. He didn't have no idea of fightin’.
But he sort of dug his toes in, and then he
jumped into it—all spraddled out like a
cat landin’. He kicked, bit, punched,
clawed, and of course Jake just leaned
over—caught him by the belt and the full
of the shirt—lifted him up in the air, and
threw him down so hard I thought every
bone in his body was gone. But he lit
runnin’ and runnin’ for Jake. Fora con-
trolled and intellectual man, he was the
fightenist little pinch of chili I've ever met
up with. Most of his shirt was gone, and
he’d cut his forehead on a rock. Some-
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how he broke through Jake's guard and
got in about six punches before Jake
Janded and knocked him wheelin’ clear
across the lot. Back again, and this time
Jake caught him by the throat, and T
reckoned it would all be over, and I was
gettin’ sadly ready to stop it.

You don't like to think about a woman
mixin’ up in a thing like that, do you?
Well, I don’t either, but this here done me
a world of good. Grace pushed through
the crowd, and when she seen what it was
she looked at me reproachful.

“You stand here and let that go on!
There was a spoke of the busted cart
wheel with a piece of hub hangin’ to it, in
her way. She was just like a catamount
goin’ to the rescue of a cub. It wasn't
much of a lick. But it jarred Jake some,
so that he broke loose. I don't reckon
Beldame knowed he had help. He
squared away and caught Jake on the
point of the jaw with a lucky swing, and
down that big vellow bully went on one
knee. Of course Beldame was on him
like a terrier, but T pulled him off.

“Wait till he gets up,” I says, for I
seen that Jake was ready to whimper,
“it’ll do you more good—psyehologically.”
I don’t know where T got that word, but
it appealed to him.

“Thank you,” he says, “I think it
will,”

It sounded right funny, too. His lips
was swelled till they looked like the
crease in a ripe tomato, both eyes was
most shut,"but his face was beamin’ like a
kid's at a Christmas tree, and the minute
Jake got on his feet Beldame was after
him again, but the crowd pulled him off
that time, for Jake was yelpin’ and the
show was over—all but just one thing.
Somebody with an official badge on was
breakin’ through the crowd. T thought
maybe it was a town marshal or some-
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thing, but the marshal was in the front
row hollerin’ his head off. It was a col-
lege-boy sort of chap with corduroy pants
and a little linen hat on the back of hlS
head. On his shoulder he was carryin’
one of these here surveyor’s transits.

“Back from the line, please—back from
the plaza line.”

Then he saw Jake's stake.

“What's this?” And somebody told
him. Jake had sneaked off, but Beldame
was on the job.

“This your lot-claim 2"

Cuvier's lips hurt him to speak but he
nodded.

“Sorry, old chap, but vou’ve staked the
public plaza. I'm just running out the
true line.”

Beldame didn’t care, but the day had
been too much for Grace Bradley and
she began to cry.

“Then we haven’t any lot—or any lot
—or anything.”

She was just sort of naturally gravita-
tin’ toward Beldame with both fists in her
eyes, and he held out his arms to take her.
I reckon there was five hundred people
gathered around by that time, but when
thev're the kind of people them was—
you know—TI've tried to tell you—it’s all
in the family.

“Oh, yeb—we hab, by darlig—we'b
got the farb and we b got each other.”

She was crying on his pinched little
chest, and the crowd of dollarless home-
steaders was cheering until they couldn’t
have heard no more if they’'d said it. But
they didn’t need to say it. Last county
fair, their kaffir-corn, and their alfalfa,
and their oldest baby all took blue rib-
bons, and you've seen what the short-
grass country’s done for Cuvier—yes, I
reckon six months more of it and he’ll be
educated up as a congressional sample of
the land.
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NIMMO'S EYES
By Edwin Arlington Robinson

SINCE you remember Nimmo, and arrive
At such a false and florid and far-drawn
Confusion of odd nonsense, I connive

No longer, though I may have led you on.

So much is told and heard and told again,
So many with his legend are engrossed,
That I, more sorry now than I was then,
May live on to be sorry for his ghost.

We all remember Nimmo, and his eyes,—
How deep they were, and what a velvet light
Came out of them when anger or surprise,
Or laughter, or Francesca, made them bright,

You must remember Nimmo’s eyes, I think,—
And you say not a word of them. Well, well,
I wonder if all history’s worth a wink,
Sometimes, or if my tale is one to tell.

For they began to lose their velvet light;

Their fire grew dead without and small within;
And many of you deplored the needless fight

That somewhere in the dark there must have been.

All fights are needless, when they're not our own,—
But Nimmo and Francesca never fought.
Remember that; and when you are alone,
Remember me—and think what I have thought.

And think of Nimmo's eyes; and if you can,
Remember something in them that was wrong.
A casual thing to ask of any man,

You tell me,—and you laugh? You won’t laugh long.

Now, mind you, I say nothing of what was,
Or never was, or could or could not be:
Bring not suspicion’s candle to the glass
That mirrors a friend’s face to memory.

Of what you see, see all,—but see no more;
For what I show you here will not be there.
The devil has had his way with paint before,
And he’s an artist,—and you needn’t stare.

There was a painter and he painted well:
He'd paint you Daniel in the lions’ den,
Beelzebub, Elaine, or William Tell.

I'm coming back to Nimmo's eyes again.
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The painter put the devil in those eyes,
Unless the devil did, and there he stayed;
And then the lady fled from paradise, )
And there’s your fact. The lady was afraid.

She must have been afraid, or may have heen,
Of evil in their velvet all the while;

But sure as I'm a sinner with a skin,

I'll trust the man as long as he can smile.

I trust him who can smile and then may live
In my heart’s house, where Nimmo is to-day.
God knows if T have more than men forgive
To tell him; but T played, and T shall pay.

I knew him then, and if I know him yet,

I know in him, defeated and estranged,

The calm of men forbidden to forget

The calm of women who have loved and changed.

But there are ways that are beyond our ways,
Or he would not be calm and she be mute,
As one by one their lost and empty days
Pass without even the warmth of a dispute.

God help us all when women think they see,
God save us when they do. I'm fair; but though
I know him only as he looks to me,

I know him,—and I tell Francesca so.

She makes an epic of an episode,

I tell her, and the toil is ruinous;

And I may tell her till T go the road
We find alone, the best and worst of us.

And what of Nimmo? Little would vou ask
Of Nimmo, could you see him as I can,

At his bewildered and unfruitful task

Of being what he always was—a man.

Better forget that I said anything

Of what your tortured memory may disclose;
I know him, and your worst remembering
Would count as much as nothing, I suppose.

Meanwhile, T trust him; for I know his way
Of being Nimmo now as in his youth.

I'm painting here a better man, you say,
Than 1, the painter, and you say the truth.



What Would

-THE POINT OF VIEW -

ON the 23d of April the English-
speaking peoples, on both sides of
the Western Ocean and on all the
shores of all the Seven Seas, will unite in
commemorating the tercentenary of the
death of the greatest figure in the resplen-
dent history of English literature.
We who have his language for our
mother tongue are all subjects of
King Shakspere; and we are all glad to do
him homage, whatever our nationality. His
fame does not belong to the British alone,
it is the precious possession and the glorious
inheritance also of Americans and Cana-
dians and Australians. Indeed, we may go
further and admit that “the lesser breeds
without the law " may be admitted into the
ownership of Shakspere, since his genius,
like that only of Homer and of Goethe,
transcends the boundaries of language and
has won citizenship among those who can-
not read him in his own tongue. Homer
and Shakspere and Goethe belong to the
world, as Dante and Cervantes and Moliére
do not—at least, to the same extent; and
if it were not for the abrupt disruption of
international amity brought about by the
great war, civilization would be united in
the effort to do Shakspere reverence three
centuries after his death.

Even as it is, even though our ears are
deafened by the din of battle, and even
though our minds are absorbed by brooding
on the insistent problems of war and peace,
there will be a truce for a little space, all
too brief, while we lay our many-colored
wreaths upon Shakspere's grave. A chorus
of high-flown laudation will pour from the
throats of all sorts and conditions of men;
and Shakspere will be praised abundantly
and superabundantly for everything that he
did, whether he did it well or ill, and also for
many things that he did not. The straight-
forward speeches which he put into the
mouths of his fellow actors at the Globe
fifteen score years ago will be put under our
modern high-powered microscopes to dis-
cover the hidden secret of his art., The
glowing passion of his tragedies and the rich-
hued sentiment of his comedies will have
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the magic of their manifold colors dissi-
pated by passage through an inappropriate
prism in the vain hope of analyzing the spec-
trum. Speculation will run riot; gossip will
parade its empty futility; chatter will do
its feeble worst to distract attention from
the essential to the trivial; critics and critic-
asters, annotators and commentlators, in-
terpreters and misinterpreters, cach and all
will have their hour;—and then, when all is
said, when the tumult and the shouting dies,
the fame of Shakspere will emerge. unsullied
and serene.

And il he could come back for a little
space, a wanderer from the undiscovered
country from whose bourn no traveller re-
turns, permitted for an hour or a night to re-
visit the glimpses of the moon, what would
he think when he heard the hymn of adula-
tion chanted in tongues unknown to him
and carried over the ocean from far coun-
tries of unrecognizable names? He would
listen to pzans of praise for his poetry, for
his philosophy, for his psychology, and for
his play-writing skill.  He would wonder at
the debate over the dates of his dramas: and
he would smilingly marvel at the motiveless
doubt as to whether he was really the author
of his own works. As he was only human
after all, the incense would be sweet in his
nostrils, even if its savor might be a little
siekly: and as he had been gifted with a
healthy sense of humor when he was alive
and in the flesh, he would not let the unfore-
seen flattery go to his head. A natural
curiosity might lure him into glancing at a
few of the myriad volumes in which he was
bepraised; but they would not detain him
long.

Of all the words that he might read about
himseli, what would cause him the most
startling surprise?  He would be astonished
first of all, of course, that any words at all
should be given after three centuries to
plays written originally to provide parts for
his fellow actors in the Globe Theatre and
to attract audiences Lo that playhouse in the
profits of which he was a sharer. But prob-
ably the one thing which would most com-
pletely awalken his wonder would be the
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spread of his reputation outside of England.
He knew himself to be a right Englishman,
who had lived through the immanent peril
of the Armada, and who had put together
twoscore plays compounded specifically to
tickle the taste of other Elizabethan Eng-
lishmen. How then had it come to pass
that he was held to be not for an age but
for all time?—not for one little island but
for the whole world ?

E are now so firmly convinced that
V V Shakspere is for all time and for all
mankind that we are in danger of
overlooking the fact that he was also an
Elizabethan Englishman, with not a little
of the insularity of the English and with an
abundance of the interest in them-
selves which was characteristic of
the Elizabethans. Indeed, we are
always inclined to disregard the contempo-
rary elements in the works of great writers,
those contemporary elements which are cer-
tain to be temporary. It was significant of
Colonel Roosevelt’s insight and imagination
that in one of the papers collected in the
volume entitled “History as Literature’ he
was moved to point out the unregarded fre-
quency with which the greatest of Italian
poets drew unhesitatingly upon the political
and social celebrities of his own era and of
his own city for illustrations to be utilized
by the side of those which he found in Greek
and Roman history.

Colonel Roosevelt boldly called his essay
“Dante and the Bowery,” and he insisted
on “‘the simplicity with which Dante illus-
trated one of the principles on which he
lays most stress, by the example of a man
who was of consequence only in the history
of the parochial politics of Florence.” This
otherwise forgotten man was Farinata, ‘“a
second-rate faction leader in a faction-rid-
den Italian city of the thirteenth century,
whose deeds have not the slightest impor-
tance aside from what Dante's mention
gives.” And later the American historian
noted that Dante had coupled the name
of Attila with “‘the names of a couple of
local highwaymen who had made travel un-
safe in particular neighborhoods,”—these
two knights of the road being less important
than Jesse James and Billy the Kid; ““ doubt-
less they were far less formidable fighting
men, and their adventures were less striking
and varied.”

The Point of View

Like Dante, Shakspere dared to be his
own contemporary, although as he was a
dramatic poet and not an epic poet, he did
not cite specific persons of his own times, he
cited only specific things, familiar to most
of his hearers then even if unfamiliar to
most of his readers now. Take the char-
acter of Pistol, for example, in the group of
plays in which Falstaff is the chief figure.
To us nowadays, Pistol is not an attractive
personality, either on the stage or in the
study. To the Elizabethans he was prob-
ably very attractive, with his snatches of
quotation and his scraps of parody from the
popular plays of the hour, with his grossly
exaggerated bombast, with his “ humorous”
catchwords. He is the Elizabethan equiva-
lent of one of Mr. George M. Cohan's most
up-to-date parts, pert in manner, vivacious
in speech, expert in repartee, and garlanded
with slang. Perhaps it would be a dis-
cordant note in our tercentenary concerto
to suggest that Shakspere was not only the
Sophocles of his day and the Moliére, he
was also the George M. Cohan; and there
is abundant support for this irreverent sug-
gestion in the “ Comedy of Errors” with the
“sidewalk conversations” of the two Dro-
mios and in the *Taming of a Shrewd” with
its “slapstick”” fun-making.

Shakspere was keenly interested in his
own country and in his own time,—and also
in his own profession as an actor and in his
own profits as one of the managers of a
theatre. So it is that in “Hamlet” of all
plays, in that soul-searching tragedy of an
appeal at once universal and perennial,
Shakspere permitted himself an excursus,
he indulged in a most undramatic digres-
sion, to complain personally about the un-
fair competition of the companies of boy
actors who had cut into the takings at the
door of the Globe Theatre.

Shakspere is for all time, beyond all
question, and the tercentenary celebrations
will prove that this is recognized by us all.
But he is of his own time also, quite as much
at home in the theatrical ““Rialto” of Eliza-
bethan London as Dante was in the Flor-
entine equivalent of the Bowery.

paper stories!. The first one is about
two city children who were discuss-
ing the poem their teacher had asked them
to memorize, Longfellow’s “ The Old Clock

ESTEN, and you shall hear two funny-



The Passing
of the Staircase

"The Point of View

on the Stairs.”” Said the younger: “What's
stairs, anyway?"” And the older child
answered impatiently, “ Why,
don’t you know, Stupid! Stairs
are those things they put into
buildings, to go up and down if the elevator
gets out of order.”

The second story is this well-seasoned
little joke: Blinks says to Jinks: **Whal
would you call our local architecture?”
And Jinks answers: ““ Bungolocal, T guess!”
Now, this used to be a southern California
funny story, but the comic paper that re-
vived it the other day made Blinks and
Jinks two suburbanites, locale anywhere.
Modern conditions make it just as possible
to tell this tale of the New Yorker com-
muting it out to his raw little new suburb
as of the Californian living on his orange
ranch.

These two fables teach us that the time
is coming when stairs will be as extinct as
the dodo. For “bungolocal architecture™
is the architecture of the small town, and
apartment-houses solve the housing prob-
lem in the big cities. Doesn't it look like a
stairless future for America? Truly, “a
good time coming” for housemaids—think
of striking ‘‘stair-cleaning,” that fussiest
and most irksome of jobs, off the list of
daily tasks! The stairless home will be
welcomed by mothers of toddlers and creep-
ers, and by mothers of active ten-year-old
sons, Will there not be a minimum of
bumped heads, and fewer shiny places on
the seats of knickerbockers? And for
every busy housewife there will be rest,
heavenly rest, from that dreadful treadmill
known as “running up and down stairs, all
day long.”

Just for old sake’s sake, however, I do
hope that when the parodists ask, “Where
are the stairs of yesteryear?"” they will
not fail to bring into their query a note of
poignant regret. TFor in saying good-by
to the staircase in the home we are saying
good-by to something that has had its
undisputed place in art and in literature, in
anecdote and in song. It is the coming
generation I am sorry for; we have our
memories, but they can only draw on their
imaginations to know what a stair would
look like. I remember once interrupting
a fairy-tale to ask ““What’s a drawbridge? "
and getting so imperfect an idea from the
definition vouchsafed me that the first real

o1l

drawbridge T saw in after years of travel
was a perfect revelation. 1t is more than
possible that, Afty years from now, the an-
swer to Everychild's question, *What are
stairs 7" will quite fail to visualize them for
him.  With his school either a bungalow or
a roof garden, and his nursery equally flat
or soaring, he will be hard put to it, poor
little chap, to see anything funny in the
fate of the Mother Goose outlaw, the old
man who wouldn't say his prayers, or in
Father William's exasperated ultimatum
to the tiresome young man: “Be off, or
I'll kick you down-stairs!”  And how per-
fectly pointless he would find this verse in
a pleasant rhymed tale beloved by me in
my childhood!

1 always have thought it a very great pity
That they do not teach children in London to fy,
For the stairs are as winding and long as my ditty,
And the nursery’s aficays the nearest the sky!”

I can see the Walter Crane illustration
that accompanied this profound piece of
philosophy—the steep, winding stairway,
up which toils nurse, baby in her arms,
and little Jessie clinging to her hand, while
an adventurous two-year-old scrambles on
ahead as fast as he can ereep. What will
my Everychild of the future see in that pic-
ture, I wonder! Will he think it a curious
kind of circus performance, * featuring” an
infant acrobat?

Some one carrying a little child up-stairs
to bed . . . what story does that remind
me of 7 Who is the author who has made
an unforgettable picture of a little boy in
his sister’s arms, and she is singing to him.

Who but Dickens? Don't you re-
member this—from ‘‘Dombey and Son’'?

“She was toiling up the great, wide, va-
cant staircase, with Paul in her arms; his
head was lying on her shoulder, one of his
arms thrown negligently round her neck.
So they went, toiling up, she singing all the
way, and Paul sometimes crooning out
a feeble accompaniment. Mr. Dombey
looked after them until they reached the
top of the staircase—not without halting
to rest by the way—and passed out of
his sight; and then he sull stood gazing
upward, until the dull rays of the moon,
glimmering in a melancholy manner through
the dim skylight, sent him back to his own
room, "’

Let me stop these speculations of mine



On Conceit

512

about Everychild and his stairless future
to say how glad I am that to my generation
a staircase was as familiar a sight as a win-
dow or a door.  For I have a picture in my
mind of Florence and Paul toiling up that
“great, wide, vacant staircase,” and I know
perfectly well that if my nursery had been
just across the hall in a ten-story apart-
ment or a rambling bungalow, if going to
bed had not meant step after step to be re-
luctantly climbed, my brain could never
conjure up that picture to-day. I am glad
T can visualize the stairway at Castlewood,
down which came Mistress Beatrix Es-
mond to greet her cousin Harry, in her
“scarlet stockings with silver clocks,” her
taper in her slim white hand, T am glad
1 learned to recite ‘‘Somewhat Back from
the Village Street,” and all the rest of the
dear old poems, without having to ask
“What's stairs, anyway?” And 1 can’t
help being a little bit sorry that they are ap-
parently “going out.” There is no poetry
in an elevator (only that awful sinking feel-
ing when it makes a poor landing), and in
the staircase of the old-fashioned home
there was the poetry of tender sentiment,
just as much as the prose of the daily dust-
ing around the rails. ‘A staircase with a
past” you would be justified in calling
mine, if you could see how the banisters
need painting, and how worn the carpet is.
Never mind! Commiserate me if you like
for having a staircase with a past, but
while you are about it, don’t forget to con-
gratulate me for having ““a past with a
staircase!”

man were to thank God for his van-

ity among the other comforts of life,”
said Benjamin Franklin. Long ago, before
I knew that Franklin had mentioned it, I
became convinced of this fact, and I have
chosen my comrades accordingly.
1f I could avoid it I should never
take a jaunt with other than a conceited
companion. Not the bombastic man, nor
the garrulous, the anecdotal, nor yet the
self-centred—Tfar be it from me to choose one
of these; my comrade should possess an in-
gredient of vanity in his nature large enough
to keep him sweet. He should not be
wasted by obstinate questionings concerning
his own worth in a vexatious world, or de-
pressed by a consciousness of his defects, or

L IT would not be altogether absurd if a

The Point of View

sensitive to the attacks of random criticism.
He should not be quick to take offense, nor
fearful lest he be unequal to every emer-
gency. He should not be dependent upon
my favor, for his own heart lends him ap-
proval; he will not be hurt by my criticism,
for he is confident, even though he acknowl-
edge his mistake, that he did what he could
at the moment. He need never grow gaunt
from soul hunger; “the desire of the moth
for the star” he knows not. Fortified hy a
sense that his own life is worth living, he
rests at ease from himself. Here lies his
comfort and mine. Who would not choose
a comrade that can forget himself ?

Just here comes the difficulty. My com-
panion’s conceit must be the salt of his na-
ture, its flavor, by no means its essence.
Conceit may easily be his undoing. No
Egoist, with a capital E, for me. Like fire
and electricity, conceit may be at once the
light of a man'’s life and his executioner. It
is, I suppose, because of its dangerousness
that conceit has become so unpopular. Con-
ceit arises naturally enough from the de-
sire for praise that is one of the universal
traits of our nature. ‘'See what I can do!
Watch me!"” demands the small boy, and
we Olympians frown; we teach the boy to
turn his just desire for praiseinto cant, make
him self-conscious. He must veil his seli-
approval with false modesty; he must not be
natural and express pleasure at his own con-
duct. Thus he turns to the world for criti-
cism—a world so niggardly with its praises.
And the boy loses at one moment both his
independence of soul and his happiness. I
am convinced that nine-tenths of the unhap-
piness of men and women arises from a lack
of conceit.

As T think over my conceited companions
I remember one that was a dog. Safest of
all was he, deprived as he was of the power
of speech. The difficulty about most com-
panions is in their talk, and the conceited
man is more often than not a talker. For
the talker, there is but one saving grace,
humor, and to the conceited man perfect
humor is denied. Who with any degree of
humor can look upon himself and approve?
Therefore, in choosing your companion, look
for silence as well as conceit. The smile
that suggests well-being, the peace of serene
self-forgetfulness must shine from his face.
Let him be a talker if he must; but, if pos-
sible, let him be a silent man.
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JAPANESE PRINTS

Witk illustrations from the collection of the author

I
I:\TE fruits though Japanese prints are

of the great tradition of Asian art,
they preserve, to an extent sufficiently
striking for Western minds, the ancient
Asian canon of ideality
as distinguished from real- ————
ism. One may even at
first sight view them with
an aggrieved feeling that
no man should pretend to
be an artist if he draws the
human figure as inaccu-
rately as do these design-
ers, But eventually one
realizes that to draw the
human figure accurately
was the very last thing
these artists cared about.
And gradually the wisdom
of Asia may come to us,
and we shall understand |
that it is the spiritual im- |
pact of reality on the |
artist's emotion, not his |
scientific observation of
reality, that is his chosen
and proper theme.
It is this unrealistic |
quality which relates Jap- [

T il |

dow opening upon incidents of human ex-
perience.  As I have said elsewhere, the
childish mind loves pictures that tell a
story; but the more sophisticated intel-
ligence goes 1o a work of art for those ele-
ments which lie far beyond the region of
episodic narration—clements that are allied
to the principles of geometry, the excur-
sions of pure music, the
visions of religious faith.
|
II

Not least successful
among Japanese print-
designers, in this attempt
at the expression of pat-
terned perfection, were
those earliest men who,
working in the one hundred
yvears preceding 1764, have
been given the name of the
Primitives. In the print
| by Shigenaga here repro-
duced may be seen such
qualities of rhythmic com-
position, of sweep and flow
and sway, as were never
surpassed in later times.
The figure is simplified be-
yond all trace of realism;
it is purely a motif of move-
ment—the shadow of a

anese prints not only to
the Primitives of Greecce
and Italy and Egypt, but
also to even the most reck-
less modern adventurers in futuristic paint-
ing: in common, they aim at the production
of forms which shall convey not the facts of
life but emotions awakened by life, and ab-
stract conceptions that exist in a region a
little apart from the main channel of ordi-
nary living. The figure of a woman, as
treated by any of these artists, is not merely
the memory of a possible object of desire or
devotion; it is also the embodiment of im-
personal formal meanings—relations of line
and mass, harmonies and rhythms, antith-
eses and echoes—that have no direct win-
Vor. LIX.—6o0

Shigenaga,
Young man with fan,

dream of form projected by
the luminous spirit of the
artist against the wall of
space. All the important
designers of this cpoch were actuated by
similar aims. Moronobu, Masanobu, Ki-
yonobu, and Kwaigetsudd are names that
recall designs of vast, towering, monumen-
tal figures whose swirling garments and
strangely poised heads evoke memories of
some great fugue, not of humanity.

The Primitives worked at first in black
and white only; then it became the custom
to color the prints by hand; and it was not
until about 1742 that the true color-print
was produced. Tt required a still further
interval of development before Harunobu,
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in the vear 1964, issued the first print in
which an unlimited number of colors could
be employed.

Harunobu stands out as one of the most
unfailingly delightful artists of the whole
school. His delicate girl figures have not

\«Q}JW
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Harunobu.
Woman and girl before a screen.

the broad, decorative strength of the Primi-
tives; but for subtlety of poise, for sweet-
ness of motion, they are unequalled. His
aristocratic distinction of feeling is manifest
in the refinement of every line; and in color
he was not only the pioneer, but perhaps
also the unsurpassed master. The fragile,
fluttering figures of his women seem crea-
tures of a charming dream-world; like the
women of Botticelli, they poise in an at-
mosphere of more rarefied loveliness than
anything we know in reality.

“0 little winds, her little hands
In time with tunes [rom faery-lands
Are moving; and her bended head
Knows nothing of the long years sped
Since heaven more near to earth was hung,
And gods lived, and the world was young.”

A new era began in 1780, when that most
superb designer Kivonaga became the cen-
tral figure. Kiyonaga marks the apex of
the technical development of this art and

The Field of Art

perhaps the apex of its spiritual significance.
Freed from the mechanical limitations of
the Primitives, and seeing visions of greater
scope and nobility than Haruncbu, he cre-
ated such Olympian figures as remind one of
nothing so much as of faint memories of the
Greek gods. It is hard to do him justice
by illustration in the small space here avail-
able; his triptychs are his most important
works, and they cannot profitably be re-
produced in such miniature as would be
necessary. But the pillar-print here shown
conveys some notion of the lordly bearing
of his figures, their serene impersonality
and commanding tran-
quillity. He pushed the
tendency toward natural-
ism as far as it can wisely
be pushed; his designs are
interpretations of the real
forms of actual men and
women, but interpreta-
tions in which reality is
dominated by the magnif-
icent imagination of the
artist. Kiyonaga saw na-
ture with clear eyes; and
on the solid foundation of
observed fact he reared
the noble structure of his
vision of life—a vision in
which the world is peopled
by a large-limbed, superb,
and gracious race such as
the human race is not but
ought to be.

In the years following
Kiyonaga's retirement, in
1790, there arose a new
group of artists who, head-
ed by such men as the bril-
liant Utamaro and the sar-
donic Sharaku, produced
designs in which the most
subtle and versatile origi-
nality was accompanied
by the first hints of a com-
ing decadence. Realism
on the one hand, and un-
bridled fantastic eccen-
tricities on the other, be-
came marked; and the
overstrung and satiated
temper of a new age began
to manifest itself in figures whose slender,
sinuous languor and weary, sensuous provo-

Kiyonaga.
Woman under

umbrella.
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cativeness had an almost pathological sig-
nificance. There is something feverish anid
perverse aboul many of these end-of-the-
century designs.  True, the utmost expres-
siveness, the utmeost beauty, still marked
them: the actor by Sharaku which is here
reproduced has a savage intensity of ironic
characterization and a splendor of design
that are matchless.  Also the print by Uta-
maro here shown can hardly Te said to
have been surpassed by any carlier work.
It is the flawless expression of the mortal
body's longing for a mare than mortal per-
fection of happiness; the soul’s ulter weari-
ness looks out from it.  But the morbid
loveliness here so admirably mastered wasa
perilous soil from which Lo expect Turther
and vigorous growths.

So history proved. Upon the death of
Utamaro, in 1806, the art disintegrated.
Speaking generally, no fine figure-prints
were produced after that year. And, it
may be noted, it is almost exclusively the
prints of this following decadent period that
are known to the tourist and the general
public. They are garish and degenerate
products, crude in color and meaningless in
form; they can serve only to obscure the
greatness of the earlier masters, But, cu-
riously enough, the period between 1806
and 1358 gave us the finest of all landscape-
prints, as though a
fresh and vigorous
branch had suddenly
shot up from the trunk
of a decaying tree.

Hokusai and Hiro-
shige are the two
names with whom this
renaissance of land-
scape must chiefly be
associated. Because
of their enormous pro-
ductiveness and com-
paratively late date,
their work is better
known in the West
than that of any other
artists—a fact which
gives them an undue
importance in Western
minds. Hokusai, in
particular, has been
grossly overrated by
persons unfamiliar
with his predecessors.

Sharaku,
Portrait of an actor.

sSome Westerners still believe Hokusai 1o
mark the supreme pinnacle of all Chinese
and  Japanese art—a view which would
strike a Japanese connoisseur absolutely
dumb with
astonish-
ment and
pity. Nev-
eritheless,
in spite of
much triv-
ital work
that Hoku-
s |1il_'1, ]ﬁ.‘:
real great-
ness is oon
occasion in-
disputable
in his rare
and majes-
tic design,
here repro-
duced, of a
Chinese

poet and
his two !
. di Uamnara
¥ EJLlng e Woman seated on edze of
cl pl es be- veranda,

side the

thundering cataract of Luh, he rises to an
citraordinary height. His contemporary,
Hiroshige, is the easi-
est of all Japanese
artists for the foreign
mind to understand
and enjoy. His land-
scapes are vivid and
decorative expressions
of lyric moods; he does
not attempt to de-
scribe a scene literally,
but gives us, by means
of a few subtly cho-
sen and significantly
arranged details,
the emotion which the
scene awakens in him.
His renderings of light
and atmosphere, of
rain and snow, are
justly famous. Asa
whale, his prints must
stand beside the “Li-
ber Studiorum’ of
Turner; they consti-
tute perhaps the most



Sl
complete and  splendid  landscape record
that any land has ever hud,

I

“Prrvts” one has to call these works;
yet the name is unfortunate, since it sug-
gests g hard, mechanical
process of creation.  As a
matter of fact, it would be
more accurate Lo call them
“wood-block paintings.”
They were produced Tram
a series of engraved cherry
plates, one plate being pro-
vided for cach of the colors
employed; to these plates
the appropriate pigments
were applied by means of a
brush and carefully shaded
as the requirements of the
picture demanded; and, [i-
nally, a sheet of soft absorh-
ent paper was accurately
impressed by hand on each
of the plates successively.
Three men thus collabora-
ted to produce each picture
—the artist, who designed
the original drawing from
which the plates were made,
and who was the responsi-
ble and important member
of the trio; the engraver,
who cut the wood-blocks;
and the printer or colorist, who tinted the
blocks and impressed the sheets,  Striking
differences exist between different copies of
the same print, due solely 1o differences in
printing. Late and careless impressions
serve only lo belie de-
signs which in deli-
cately printed impres-
sions are of the most
surpassing beauty.
Hiroshige's work, es-
pecially, sullers from
this misfortune, and,
though poor examples
of his prints are
numerous, the really
good ones are of ex-
cessive rarity.

Hikusar
The poet Li Peh

Miroshige
The Kisvkaido Road at Okute,

The IMield of Art

The [ascination of Japanese prints has
of recent years attracted many students
and collectors.  These should know that
the supreme treasures in this field are not
casy Lo obtain—not very easy even to
sce.  They are to be acquired only by the
combined command of considerable money,
considerable good luck, and
a large equipment of his-
torical knowledge and w@s-
thetic discrimination. The
ordinary Japanese print of
commerce is generally with-
out value; acquaintance
with the finer examples soon
leads its owner to throw it
away, It hasno relation to
the great Japanese prints
whose deserved fame sheds,
for the unwary tourist and
collector. a fictitious glam-
our over all the rubbish of
Japan.

There exist, however, in
America collections of Jap-
anese prints which can be
compared in importance
only to the Italian paintings
in the Louvre or the Greek
sculptures in the British
Museum. This is fortu-
nate; for within our life-
times the masterpieces of
this art will be as unpro-
curable as fine Greek
sculptures are to-day; and we shall need
them. It is not unreasonable to imagine
that there will come a time when we shall
find ourselves turning to the arts of the
East, as Goethe turned to the classical
antique, for an in-
spiration and libera-
tion that is possible
only from contact
with an art whose
foundations are based
on deep perceptions of
formal order, and not
on the shifting sands
of realism or senti-
mentality.

ArTHUR D). FIckE.
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“PREPAREDNESS,”

MILITARY AND

ECONOMIC
BY ALEXANDER DANA NOYES

Financial Editor of the New York Evening Fost

HE extraordinary situation which,
with-the prolongation of the war,

has arisen throughout the world; the
increasing jeopardy to which (as at
the similar juncture of the Napoleonic
wars) the rights of neutral

Crises,
Financial  states and people are sub-
and e Jected; the rising emphasis

and bitterness which mark,
on the one hand, the feelings of the hel-
ligerents toward one another, and, on
the other hand, the sympathies of neu-
trals—all these have found expression
in the financial as in the political inci-
dents of the day. Tt is reasonably safe
to say that nowhere have they influ-
enced news and tinged controversy as
in the United States. Our State De-
partment’s attitude, the momentary
clash of the President with Congress,
the tense public excitement over the
battle news from Verdun, and the
recourse to public meetings convened
to urge one policy or another, clearly
enough reflect these aspects of the
situation. So, also, the repeated agita-
tion and disorder on the Stock Ex-
change have reflected them; it has been
a very different picture, since the year
began, from the unbounded confidence
of last autumn, when the eyes of Wall
Street were fixed almost exclusively on
this country’s own prosperity. The
spread of the political and popular
movement for ‘‘preparedness” was a
natural outcome of the surrounding in-
fluences.

OR the sudden vogue of the “mili-
tary preparedness” propaganda,
there seem, in the view of the ordinary
calm observer, to be several different

causes. One, and undoubtedly the

most convincing, is the be-

lief that for actual defensive Ihe
Emotional

purposes,our land forcesare  Element

not such as to admit either
of immediate effective resistance or
of rapid expansion into an armament
which would be effective. This con-
sideration, to be sure, is of itself no
more true to-day than it was ten years
ago, or a quarter of a century ago.
Particular incidents of the European
war, however, have instilled into the
minds of many people the further idea
that things may happen in this world
of ours whose occurrence we supposed,
as recently as the middle of 1914, to be
wholly inconceivable. This could not
fail to be a powerful secondary influ-
ence in the “preparedness’ discussion.
Yet no one can have missed the third
influence: the presence in the United
States (and elsewhere throughout the
world) of an emotional hysteria, engen-
dered in very infectious form by the
controversies of the war. It has not
been easy for any individual to keep
himself in hand, so to speak, during
this clash of strong emotions—which,
as a matter of fact, could not possibly
be avoided, even in the every-day con-
versation of the office, the club, or the
dining-table. Coming on top of the
517
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actual events of the present war, this
violence of feeling, and the inevitable
resultant extravagance of inference,
have rendered peculiarly difficult the
sane and sober discussion of problems
of national defense.

N many respects, it is these same
three influences which have more
recently aroused discussion over what
has received the imitative title of *‘ec-
onomic preparedness’’—meaning the

Economic  adjustment of our financial
Prepared-  machinery and business
Severely ~ methods to whatever con-
Practical

ditions may be expected to
prevail after the war. Fortunately for
the usefulness of the discussion, it has
not been conducted on the emotional
pitch which frequently characterizes
the “military preparedness’ propa-
ganda. In the field of world-politics,
the unexpected events which have oc-
curred since the war began might be
construed into a ground for misgiving
as to our own country’s position. But
the unexpected fnancial events have
all been such as to reassure the Ameri-
can mind. Beyond even this, the
questions with which the economic
problem has to deal are severely prac-
tical, and have to be judged by prac-
tical experience—in which they differ
considerably from discussions based
on the hypothetical possibility of in-
vasion of the United States by the
German army.

For one instance, the very familiar
and very much overworked assertion
that, at the end of the war, the United
States will be left without a friend in
the world, does not greatly impress the
practical financial mind. The man of
some experience in affairs, whether at
home or internationally, does not ex-
pect that a neutral state, lifted to high
individual prosperity by the incidents

The Financial World

of a foreign war, will be regarded with
the kindest of feelings by belligerent
nations struggling under the burden
of the conflict. Though it is not the
neutral’s fault, he is certainly gaining
where they are losing. The practical
man remembers, if he is familiar with
history, that France and England
looked with by no means unconcealed
irritation at the ‘business boom” in
this country during the early years of
the Napoleonic wars, and that the
Continent had much the same feeling
in regard to England during 1870 and
1871. But the notion that, whatever
may be the individual sympathies of
our people in the European war, every
one of the European belligerents hates
the United States, and will be its
enemy hereafter because our govern-
ment, as a government, has not de-
parted from its neutrality and openly
favored one side or the other, is hardly
such as will appeal to the sober finan-
cial mind.

TILL, it is a curious fact that the

practical business man, who re-
jects out of hand the forecast of an
isolated and f{riendless post-bellum
America, begins his own “prepared-
ness” discussion with the

. . . The

talk of possible invasion. ¢ Economic
What he means, however, Invasion”
is the “dumping” of low- _—
priced European merchandise in this
country when the war is over; the
“flooding of the American market”
with competitive goods; the “econom-
ic invasion.” Now, invasion of this
sort is not a new source of misgiving,
even in the minds of statesmen. A
quarter of a century ago, not only
America but Europe was anxiously dis-
cussing a prospective invasion by Asi-
atic merchandise. When England and
the Continent then talked of the “yel-

(Continued on page so, following)
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Why We Send You
| These Booklets

Men have been surprised to find that our booklet on
“Business Stationery’” is really about business stationery |
and not a vehicle for a selling talk on Old Hampshire
Bond stationery. |

Another booklet, “Why Your Form Letters Do Not '
- Pay,”” is a genuine and serious inquiry into the subject of
' making form letters more profitable.  In this book we do
not pretend or hint that Old Hampshire Bond is the key
that unlocks the door to Success.

Why do we send out these booklets?

| Because we know that the only man who is likely to buy OIld

‘ Hampshire Bond is the man who knows the cash value of the differ-
ence hetween a good letter and a poor letter.

| Letters today have about the same standing that advertising had

[ thirty vears ago.  Only a few firms are alive to the tremendous sell-

| 3 ing foree that the right kind of letters can exert.

When business men give to their letters a fraction of the considera-
tion they now give to their advertising, we will not have to tell them
why they should use Old Hampshire Bond Stationery,  They will
know why,

In addition to the small booklet on “‘Business
Stationery,” or the larger booklet, “Why Your
Form Letters Do Not Pay,” we will send you,
at vour request, a portfolio showing specimen
sheets of Old Hampshire Bond Stationery.

HAMPSHIRE PAPER COMPANY

| SOUTH HADLEY FALLS, MASS.
The only paper makers in the world making
" AN bond paper exclusively

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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Victor Records have familiarized millions
with the masterpieces of music

They are presented in all their grandeur
by the world's greatest artists whose ex-
quisite renditions are the standard by
which the artists’ actual performances
are judged.

A comparatively few years ago the soul-
stirring arias and concerted numbers that
have immortalized the names of the great
composers were hidden mysteries with
only an occasional opportunity, at rare
intervals, to hear and become familiar
with them.

Today millions of people are familiar
with them through the wonderful achieve-
ments of the Victor. The Victor Records
of these musical treasures have revealed
their sublime beauty to music-lovers in
every part of the world.

They are noteworthy achievements in
the art of recording that have established
Victor supremacy on a basis of great things
actually accomplished.

Any Victor dealer in any city in the world will
gladly play any music you wish to hear and demon-
strate to you the various styles of the Victor and
Victrola—$10 to $400.

Victor Talking Machine Co., Camden, N. J, U.S5. A.

Berliner Gramophone Co., Montreal, Canadian Distributors
lmportant warning. Victor Records can be safely and satisfactorily played only with

Victor Needles or Tungs-tone Stylus on Victors or Victrolas,

Victor Records

cannot be safely playved on machines with jeweled or other reproducing points,

= e | e e o f e || s [
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The Famous Sextet from Lucia

| s f e ] v e et e { - |

by Tetrazzini, Caruso, Amato, Journet, Jacoby, Bada (96201)

T —T—T—Te—f—T—]

New Victor Records demonstrated at all dealers on the 28th of each month
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The lens of the Ansco Vest-Pocket
Speedex is fast enough to catch the
swift flight of a pigeon or scenes
in which speed dominates. The
Speedex 1s a marvel because super-
efficiency has been condensed into a
camera small and light enough to be
easily carried in the pocket. Itisa joy
to handle. You can change the focus,

Anscd Vest-Pocket the speed of the shutter and the size
ﬁ’;f;f;ﬁf%iﬂh}fef'gjt‘; of its opening instantly and accurately
34 inches. Equipped while viewing the image in the finder.
with Goerz Celor or
Zeiss Tessar Lens, F 4.5, % = z
$55. Other Anscos,$2up. Y our dealer will gladly demonstrate it to
you as well as the superiorities of Ansca
Speedex Film and Cyko Paper. Catalog
from your dealer or us free upon request,
Write us for specimen picture,
The Sign of the
Ansco Dealer

ANSCO COMPANY: BINGHAMTON, NEW YORK

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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OODYEAR Cord Tires are stand-

ard equipment on the Locomobile.

Building but Four Cars a Day, it be-
hooves the Locomobile Company to
see that the tires reflect the high char-
acter of its product; and that they
enhance the satisfaction of Locomo-
bile ownership.

Studied from any angle, this endorse-
ment must mean that the Goodyear
Cord is the tire of tires for your own
fine car.

Greatly oversize; comfort cor-
respondingly increased. No-
Hook and @. D. Clincher
All-Weather and Ribbed Treads
For Gasoline Cars and Electrics

The Goodyear Tire & Rubber Company
AKRON, OHIO

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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Put a KODAK
in your Pocket.

Have it ready for the unexpected that always happens.
There’s a size for the vest as well as the coat. Kodak,
you know, means photography with the bother left out.

Catalog al your dealer's, ov by mail.

EASTMAN KODAK CO., Rocwester, N. Y., The Kodak City.
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Cave Life or Civilization

Civilized man is distinguished from the
cave man by his habit of co-operation.

The cave man lived for and by himself;
independent of others, but always in
danger from natural laws.

To the extent that we assist one another,
dividing up the tasks, we increase our
capacity for production, and attain the
advantages of civilization.

We may sometimes disregard our de-
pendence on others. But suppose the
farmer, for example, undertook to live
strictly by his own efforts. He might eke
out an existence, but it would not be a
civilized existence nor would it satisfy him.

He needs better food and clothes and
shelter and implements than he could
provide unassisted. He requires a market
for his surplus products, and the means
of transportation and exchange.

He should not forget who makes his

One Policy

One System

clothes, his shoes, his tools, his vehicles and
his tableware, or who mines his metals, or
who provides his pepperand salt, his books
and papers, or who furnishes the ready
means of transportation and exchange
whereby his myriad wants are supplied.

Neither should he forget that the more he
assists others the more they can assist him.

Take the telephone specialists of the
Bell System: the more efficient they are,
the more effectively the farmer and every
other human factor of civilization can
provide for their own needs and comforts.

Or take our government, entrusted with
the task of regulating, controlling and pro-
tecting a hundred million people. It is to
the advantage of everyone that the govern-
ment shall be so efficient in its special task
that all of us may perform our duties under
the most favorable conditions. Interde-
pendence means civilized existence.

AMERICAN TELEPHONE AND TELEGRAPH COMPANY
AND ASSOCIATED COMPANIES

Universal Service
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H-dl

I '0 lift the singer’s spirit on the outspread wings of its own
glories, to carry it into unexplored beauties of the spiritland
—such is the province of the Steinway.

To support the singer's voice with reassuring strength and
unfaltering truth, to inspire it to new efforts, to ecstatic heights
and stirring depths before undreamed of —this is the Steinway's
mission. In the fulfillment of which it has never failed a
singer since the days when its concert life began.

Every great musical artist that has ever enchanted an audience
has paid tribute to the Steinway, through its continued use and
by open commendation. The Steinway’s unassailable position
throughout the world gives it claim to your consideration before
you choose an instrument for your home. Its cost is but little
higher than ordinary pianos and terms are made convenient.

Wreite for illustrated literalure about the

STEINWAY

STEINWAY & SONS, STEINWAY HALL
107-109 EAST FOURTEENTH STREET, NEW YORK
Subway Express Station at the Door

:’"ll*"-ll-l!—tl—lI—!i-—ll-ll*ll-‘ll-Il-li-ll'-'lI*Il-ll-L'll-!l-li—il'-ll"_'ii*limil-ll-l_l?ll*Il-ll—!i-lI-lI'-iI—II-II-II—II-N-II—IE‘-"'Il-ll-ll-ll—‘r.
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l.et the Kaster card
carry the message that
lends the personal touch
of friendship:

Your photograph.

iy

>

There’s a photographer in your fozon.

Eastman Kodak Company, Rochester, N. Y.
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CONSTIPATION IN
" CHILDREN

Diirector of Gon
House

“Fooan O you realize how often the foundations of

D ill health are laid in early childhood—by

the neglect of parents who fail to guard

their children from the dangers of the constipa-
tion habit? :

Sandtatbon anl
Health,

Children should not be given catharticsand strong
purges. They weaken the natural processes of
evacuation and are dangerously habit-forming.

A far safer and saner means of securing normal
bowel movements is the use of Nujol, which em-
inent physicians both in this country and abroad
are now prescribing.

Nujol is not a laxative, but acts in effect as a
mechanical lubricant, preventing the contents of

the intestines from becoming hard, and so pro-
moting healthy and regular bowel activity.

Most druggists carry Nujol, which is sold only in pint bottles

packed in cartons bearing the Nujol trademark. If your
druggist does not carry Nujol, accept no substitute.
We will send a pint bottle prepaid to any point in
the United States on receipt of 75c—money order
Oor stamps.

Write for booklet, “ The Rational Treatment of Constipation.”
Address Dept. 8.

STANDARD OIL COMPANY

(New Jersey)
Bayonne New Jersey
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“Not the name of a thing, but the mark of a service®’

Depend on any lamp
marked MAZDA

THE MEANING OF MAZDA—MAZDA is the trademark of a world-wide service to certain lamp manu-
facturers. Its purpose is to collect and m_hct smenuhc and practical information concerniag progress and
deﬂliopmems in the art of i uring and to distribute this information to the

es entitled 10 receive this qer\nce I\E‘AZDA Service is centered in the Research Laboratories of
ﬂ:e neral Electric Company at Schenectady. Themark MAZDA can aqg:ar only on lamps which meet
the standards of MAZDA Service. Itis thus an assurance of quality. is trademark is the property
of the General Electric Company.

@ RESEARCH LABORATORIES OF GENERAL ELECTRIC COMPANY

4625
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Model E—60 Horse-power

$1350:8:

EIGHT CYLINDER

A“Demonstration’’on paper which every King
dealer can make a fact. The five great essentials of
performance and design reach superlative degrees
in this big powerful successor to our pioneer Eight

FLEXIBILITY—INSTANT “"GET-AWAY"

With seven passengers can be throttled
down on *“high” to two miles per hour. A
touch upon the accelerator and the car is
away at a racing speed.
ACCELERATION—HIGH SPEED

From two to sixty miles an hour without
gear changing, vibration, or noise, Gathers
speed with amazing rapidity. Engine gives
nearly 3000 R.P. M.

HILL CLIMBING ON “HIGH"
Has climbed Lookout Mountain and
Genesee Peak, Colorado, and the famous
three-mile Uniontown, Pa., hill entirely in
high gear, fully loaded.

EASE OF OPERATION—COMFORT
Theideal car forwomenwho drive because of
little gear shifting—and that little made easy.
Long Cantilever springs of King design
give all-day trips an “easy-chair” comfort.

King Motor Car Company Detroit
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Klaxons Cut

Through

Noise of

'Speeders” in Big
Cotton Mill

DO you know what a “‘speeder’” is?
According to an official of the
American Thread Company, it is the
noisiest type of machinery used in
cotton weaving.

There is a room in this Company’s
plant 200 feet long by 60 feet wide in
which these ‘“‘speeders’ are located.
The noise is so loud that you can't
hear a man shout at the top of his
voice—when he is standing so close
that you can touch him.

A short time ago they put in a
large gong. Twenty-five feet away
it could not be heard.

They then installed a Klaxon auto-
mobile horn— with the result that it
can be heard all over the room!

They have since equipped the
entire plant with Klaxons
them are used to signal operators,

29 of

and to start and stop machinery.

They are the same Klaxons that
are in use today on more than 600,000
automobiles. In fact, the use of auto-
mobile Klaxons is so general that the
word has come to mean *‘auto horn’’—
and many horns that are not Klaxons
are sold as Klaxons to unsuspecting
motorists. The way to be sure is to
look for—and find—the Klaxon name-
plate.

There is a Klaxon for every kind
and size of automobile —for trucks,
motor-cycles, and motor-boats, from
the Hand Klaxonet at $4 to the large
Klaxon at $20

Klaxons are made only by the Lovell-
McConnell Mfg. Co., Newark, N. J.

LIFT THE HOOD AND SEE IF THE
HORN ON YOUR CAR BEARS THE
KLAXON NAME-PLATE.

j o i

jen [1<] A XOIN| o

tnn: nn-: REGISTERED o
PAT'D MAR. 31 1908 Y 251900 = MAY 3,101
LOVELL- Mt CONNELL MFG. €O,

iR MEWARK, NI U.§.A,

Z
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BAKE your

BEECH-NUT
BACON

BEecH-NuT PackinG Co.
CANAJOHARIE, N. Y.
Makers of
Beech - Nut Peanut Butter; Beech-Nut
Tomato Catsup; Beech-Nut Chili Sauce;
Beech- Nut Oscar's Sauce; Beech-Nut
Mustard; Beech-INut Jams, Jellies and Mar-
malades; Beech-Nut Confections — Chewing
Gum and Mints. ASK YOUR DEALER

“ Mickey, them queens wants ye fer to caddy for "em again. It must be yer fatal beauty.”




SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 45

RROI”
COLLARS

have the domestic satin
Iaundfy 7ﬁm'sh that is
the gua izy mar j the

=

{gher Jorr'cec{ collar

2 FOR 25 CENTS

ARROW SHIRTS

are made in metropo[itan
styles o g{gpendabfe ast.

cotor Jaorics

$132 UPWARDS
CLUETT. PEABODY @ CO.INC., Makers
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ROYALS COULD SAVE AMERICAN
BUSINESS $10,000,000 YEARLY

The American business man pays $20,000,000 a yecar for
wear and tear on typewriters,

And there is no more reason for a typewriter Wearing out
in two years than for a watch.

The ROYAL has proved that.

Of course, there 75 wear.

But the ROYAL is built to meet it.

—with simplicity of design—which reduces wearing
parts 14 to 14 and restricts wear to a few parts
easily replaced at small cost.

—with highest quality of material—steel and drop forg-
ings and other metals treated by the best processes
known.

—with highest standards of workmanship.

The ROYAL is conspicuous for beauty of printing, ease
of touch and speed.

It gives twice the years of service,
It reduces typewriter depreciation 30 to 60 per cent.
That is why Big Business everywhere is adopting the

ROYAL.

It is worth your while to know more about the ROY AL. Write or
teleplione our nearest branch office for a demonstration.

Write for "'Facts
About the Trade-
out'—a book which
does not mince words
in telling the story of
the typewriter. We
want to place 3 copy
in your hamds. A
postal will bring it
free.

ROYAL TYPEWRITER
COMPANY, INC.
123 Royal Typewriter Building
364 Broadway New York

Branches and Agencies
the World Over

ROYAL
MASTER MODEL NO. 10
PRICE $100
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on Potteries C
sofCh racfer

The fixtures in this
bathroom if made
of best quality
enameled metal
would cost $180,00.

The same fixtures
made of China and
Porcelain including
Si-wel-clo closet, cost
$215.00, Beauty and
utility permanent,

OU can put into your bathroom, fixtures much cheaper
than The Trenton Potteries Co. closet, lavatories and
bath tubs which are vitreous china or solid porcelain.

| But you will never be proud of cheap fixtures, and sooner or
later they will have to be replaced.

Now, if you are going to put in first class fixtures, did you
know that china and porcelain would cost you only about 10 to
20 per cent more than good enameled metal fixtures?

If you want a fine bathroom, don’t put The Trenton Potteries
Co. fixtures out of your mind as too expensive, because com-
pared to the better grades of enameled metal fixtures, vitreous
china and porcelain are not expensive at all,

Not only is the cost of installation the same — but the dura-
bility of pottery, the fact that it does not absorb grease, does
not stain and will not crack or peel, makes it in nearly
every case the sounder investment. Your architect
or plumber can verify this, but better still

Write for our Booklet M-24
‘‘Bathrooms of Character’’

i e s e A e I e e

THE TRENTON POTTERIES CO., Trenton, N. J.
Largest Makers of Sanitary Pottery in U. 5. A.
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Havoline 011 Goes
To College

The long disputed question of supremacy
among lubricants has atlast been settled!

AVOLINE OIL went to
H Purdue University and it

graduated fi7sf among the
twelve leading lubricants of the
world. It earned the highest per-
centage in every quality by which
fuel efficiency is measured. It
led in wearing qualities—in mi-
nimizing frictional loss and in
heat resisting powers. In uniform
quality in all temperatures, Havo-
line Oil was conceded jfirst place.

The verdict is conclusive: Science places
Havoline Qil first and foremost among the
leading lubricants as the world’s standard
of quality.

“It Makes A Difference”’

Despite its prowven superiority, Havoline Oil
costs no more than the next best. If the
lubricant you are using is not the bests, you
are not protecting your car investment.

Everywhere a car can go Havoline is
sold. See that the Havoline sign is over
the garage, general
store oI grocery
where you stop for
oil or supplies.

Hvite for boodlet *' Havoline
Ol Goes To College.’
INDIAN REFINING CO.
Dept. € New York

The Grip
in the Knobs

The knobs on the ‘Nobby’
Tread “bite’” the road-surface
like a file on metal.

The traction is so intense that
it is next to impossible for the
tread to slip or skid.

It is the angle, thickness,
toughness, resiliency of the
knobs that make ‘Nobby’ Treads
the surest of anti-skids— ‘“‘the
Aristocrats of the Road."”

While ‘Nobby’ Tread sales
have increased phenomenally,
adjustments (on the basis of five
thousand miles) have gone down
to an almost unwritably small
fraction of the total sales.

United States Tire Company

‘Nobby?’ ¢Chain’ ¢Usco’

‘Royal Cord’ ‘Plain’

“INDIVIDUALIZED TIRES”

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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3000 years ago—
and tonight

The Moon that shone on Cleopatra
maynow illuminate a different type
of woman, yet now, as in the preat
Ezyptian's day, Palm and Olive

their crude natural state, modern
women enjoy preater luxury.

Science has combined these famous
oils,prized for3000yearsas Nature's

oils are the great toilet requisites.
g While then a queen, with all her

l power, must needs accept them in

PALMOLIVE SOAP

The Palmolive Line now also includes Palmolive Sham-
poo, Cream, Powder, VanishingCream, TalcumPowder
and Shaving Stick, The Shampoo, two Creams and
Powder are each fifty cents; the Talcum and Shaving
Stick each twenty-five cents. If your dealer cannot
supply vou, write, enclosing price of article desired.

B. J. JOHNSON SOAP COMPANY, Inc.
| = 4 Milwaukee, Wisconsin
| Canadian Factory: 155-157 GeorgeStreet, Toronto, Ont.

freatest cleansing agents, into a firm
fragrant cake of mild creamy lather _
known the world over as ‘
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Ul 1111 -
Cap;nghl Har: Scbal(n:: & Marx

Clothes for all men:

YOU older men appreciate and want smart style i 1n
clothes as much as younger men; you ought to be=
s well dressed at fifty as the young fellow of twenty. =
t's easy; we're making the clothes for you.

Send your name for the Spring Style Book
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at dood places
you dont need to
mention the name

Jusf askfor
the best cigarette

[
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Natco
Hollow Tile
Residence with
stucco ffnf'.i-ﬁ.

HAUGAARD, Architect,

The Clang of the Engines

hoarse shouts—the sound of running feet. You awake with astart, terror grip-
ping at your heart, big with the image of the laddie in his crib at the other
end of the hall. And then you remember that you have built throughout of

NATCO-HOLLOW-TILEz

and vou know it is a time for sympathy, notfear. Yes, it was the beautiful new house across the road
—whose owner was paying a heavy penalty just for lack of foresight.

Easily and economically he could have built of fire-proof Natco. His house would have been as

beautiful as the one above, and as safe. Natco 18 a material for all buildings, even the least exnensive.

" Its quality accounts for its wide use in great skvscrapers and structures where only the best is tolerated.
But 1ts economy of construction makes 1t available for the most inexpensive types of buildings—and for
your home, where safety and comfort come first.

The wise man who thinks of building finds out about Natco. It is more than a fire-proof, sound-
proof and temperature-proof modern material which lends itself wonderfully to beautiful construction.

It is a service—free to all architects, builders, engineers—and to you. Send today for the book
I “Natco Houses” —enclosing ten cents in stamps or coin.

Note the air cefls ; the extra strong
palented "'web " inside the file;
the outside surface with deep dove-
tail scaring which provides streng
mechanical bond for the stucco.

Natco saves thousands of lives and millions of dollars every year. Let it save and serve you.

NATIONAL FIRE-PRIDFING - COMPANY

310 FEDERAL STREET PITTSBURGH, PA.
23 Factories Throughout the United States. Also at Hamilton, Ontario, Canada.
—— e — -
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HARRISON
GIPANITE
COMPANY

W PISTINCTIVE

@ Whatever your
ideas of size, archi-
tecture or cost—our
*Portfolio A" will
assist you in decid~
ing upon the type of
memorial best suited q Portfolio will be
to your specific pur- | sent promptly on
pose. equest,

q The
artistic quality of
Harrison Memoni-
B als has been estab-

superior

lished and undis-
puted for 61 years,

o

Representatives in the larger cities.

A beginning with infinite possibilities.

The
Tower of Babel

¢ The Tower of Babel was
the first building after the
flood. §YThat 1t was a
failure 1s common gossip.
Y There occurred the same
diversity of opinion and
the same disputes that take
place today when a build-
ing operation is undertaken
in the ordinary way, with
a responsibility divided by
many antagonistic Inter-
ests. 9 If you contemplate
building, The Hoggson
Magazine will be found
helpful, interesting and en-
tertaining. 9 It contains
splendidly illustrated arti-
cles on country homes, city
residences, gardens,
churches and libraries.
¢ Specimen copy twenty-
five cents. One dollar per
year.

The

HOGGSON
MAGAZINE

Published in the interest of harmony,
eflicicncy and ecconomy in building.

485 Fifth Avenue, New York
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' |
THE FINANCIAL WORLD

low peril,” they did not at all mean
immigration from China and Japan,
but products of Chinese and Japanese
manufacture. It was less than two
decades ago when the Minister of
Foreign Affairs in a European cabinet,
addressing the legislative body, de-
clared that “ European nations must
close their ranks and fight shoulder to
shoulder” if ““the vital interests of the
European people are not to be gravely
compromised,” and by nothing less
than the threatened invasion of Amer-
ican manufactures.

The fright to which Count Golu-
chowski's speech gave expression—at
a time when American manufacturers,
emerging from the panic of 1893, were
setting forth to discover in the export
trade an outlet which the depressed
home market did not offer—disap-
peared when reviving prosperity in the
United States itself relieved the pres-
sure. A few months, and the “ Amer-
ican peril” was as completely forgot-
ten as the ““yellow peril,” and the fact
may not be without bearing on the
present controversy. Still, the inci-
dent suggests some analogy. The pres-
ent belligerent states of Europe will
at least repeat, after the war, the case
of a depressed home market, and the
United States will repeat the case of
an inviting objective point for export
trade. Is it our business, then, to
begin by raising an additional pro-
tective tariff against the post-bellum
“European invasion’ ?

The question might be argued on
the basis of this country’s ambition to
retain its present place as the central
money market of the world. On that

ground alone, the proposal to begin
50

(Continued from page 514)

our career in economic primacy by
protecting our own markets against
competing foreign nations is a bit
anomalous. London’s economic pri-
macy of our day was built up on the
absolute free trade policy of England.
There are those who believe that the
exigencies of war expenditure are al-
ready driving England to the familiar
“revenue tariff with incidental pro-
tection,” and our own national ex-
perience teaches that such a tariff is
a stepping-stone to a protective tariff
with incidental revenue. Hypothetic-
ally, and as a pure matter of economic
strategy, one might suppose that the
sceptre of world-finance might most
surely be grasped by seizing also the
weapon with which England won it.

CONOMIC policies are not settled

nowadays, however, by general
principles. The question must still be
answered, whether America will not,
be “flooded with cheap European
merchandise” after. the il .
war, and to answer it we Be Flooded
have no precedent to guide W¥ith Cheap
us. Itis true that, iiuthe R
year when the long Napoleonic conflict
in Europe came to an end, this coun-
try’s merchandise imports rose to
$113,000,000, as against $12,900,000
the year before; and that the next
year they broke all precedent. But the
United States had itself been at war
with a European power, from 1812 to
the end of 1814. The sudden inrush
of imported European merchandise,
on return of peace, was not then
described as an industrial calamity,
but as trade revival. The goods were
sorely needed. Nevertheless, Eng-
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land undoubtedly began then to un-
dersell the outside producing world.
Why will not both England and conti-
nental Europe, when this war ends,
set to work at the same task in order
to relieve their own economic burden?
The first answer is, that the par-
ticular conditions which prevailed in
the aftermath of Waterloo can hardly
be duplicated. In the dozen years
after 1815, the economic history of
Europe was a tale of production with
labor at starvation wages. Tooke,
the economic historian of the period,
describes the interval from 1814 to
1816 as one of “losses and failures
among the agricultural and commer-
cial and manufacturing and mining
and shipping and building interests,
which marked that period as one of
most extensive suffering and distress.”
Readers of ““Tom Brown” will remem-
ber the narrative of the English parish
“which had risen into a large town
during the war, and upon which the
hard years which followed had fallen
with a fearful weight”; ‘‘masters re-
ducing their establishments, the fear-
ful struggle between the employers
and men; the lowering of wages.”
The hard times in Europe will fol-
low this war as they followed that of
a century ago; but cheap European
labor, which is necessarily the basis
of the “economic invasion,” is not a
similar probability. The present war
will end with the Labor Party holding
the balance in Parliament, and to a
great extent dictating wages. A re-
cent symposium of views of practical
German business men, collected at
Berlin, drew forth the unanimous pre-
diction that, to enable the people to
meet the heavy taxes imposed for war
expenses, wages of labor must be either
maintained or advanced, in spite of
the fact that they are now unprece-
dentedly high. But arise in labor cost
(Continued on page 52)
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“Lazy Dollars”

Dollars are curiously like men.
Put them to WCIl'l{.. and they Wl_u
earn an income to support wou,
Keep them idle, and tl:ey- wll
earn notl'l;.ng.
The amount of work tﬁey do
and the amount of 1ncome they
earn depend on you. If you lct
your dollars live lazy lives, they
l earn you t]:m:e or Tour per
cent But, if you choose, yvou
can make them earn you a much
better yield without overwork-
ing them—that 13, without sac=
rificing safety in any degree.
A.ncl it surcly 1s wortl: whﬂe
to make vour dollars work as
hard for you as you worked
'for t]:lem.. ancl earn

5 to 6%

First Mortgage Serial Real Es-
tate Bonds atford you a perfectly
safe investment, that will keep
yvour money at work earning
the best rate consistent with
; aafety. The soundness of these
bonds 1s best l'n&icatecl l)y the
record of this House, 34 years
without a dollar loss to any
client.
The bonds are secured by the
best class O‘f newly 1mprover1
well located city propertles, an
are 1ssued in convenient denomi=-
nations—$1,000,$500 and $100.
If you are interested in safe in-
vestments, write today for the
Straus Investors Magazmc and

for Booklet No. D-678.
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(Continued from page 51)

does not pave the way to the “dump-
ing” of low-priced competitive mer-
chandise. And, in fact, one European
industrial community, that of France,
has already sent an expert commission
to this country, for the purpose of
studying the best means of obtaining
from the United States, after the war,
the huge supply of materials needed for
reconstruction of the devastated war
belt.

T is characteristic of the discussion
of “preparedness” in practical fi-
nancial circles that a good part of it
rests on the question how the United
States should be prepared, not for the
dangers to our national
g:;tt“’k’s prosperity which may fol-
Opportunity low this European war, but
for the possibilities of new
economic achievement. Financial ex-
perts—even those who discountenance
the idea that New York has perma-
nently unseated London from financial
leadership—will usually concede that,
granting proper use of our present op-
portunities, New York may become
for all time the financial centre of the
Western hemisphere.

London has always heretofore been
the banker for South America (not to
mention Canada) as distinctly as for
India, South Africa, or Australasia.
The New York merchant trading
with Valparaiso or Buenos Ayres had
to arrange his remittances of funds
through Lombard Street. This state
of affairs existed, not alone because
England’s trade with the great South
American republics, in the last full
year of peace, was nearly double ours,
but because those communities came
habitually to London to raise mon-
ey. Their trade operations, conducted
with whatever foreign markets, were
financed on short loans through South
American branches of English banks.

The goods themselves were for the
most part carried in English ships.
Financial necessities of governments
and corporations on that continent
were met through sale of their new
securities in London; to the extent,«
even in the three years of unsettled
European finance which preceded the
outhreak of the war, of $150,000,000
to $230,000,000 annually. In all that
time, loans by our own financial mar-
kets to the South American communi-
ties were wholly negligible, and ‘“ trade
acceptances’ against South American
consignments of merchandise were
never discounted on Wall Street.

AN New York take up London’s

task in these respects, and there-

by acquire the office of central money

market for South America? Our own

position in regard to these outlying
foreign markets has been

considerably changed al- g:sﬁ:r for
ready by the war. While America

England’s trade of 1g14

with these South American states
showed a total decrease of 10 to 50
per cent from the year before, with the
decrease last year considerably larger,
our own country’s exports to them
rose in 1915 nearly to the highest re-
corded figure, and our imports ex-
ceeded by $89,000,000, or 38 per cent,
the largest previous total. The New
York market has subscribed in the
past twelve months to $358,000,000
obligations of one South American
state—the Argentine Republic—all of
which, in other years, would have gone
to London.

In the new business of discounting
foreign trade acceptances—a primary
function of a central money market—
the Federal Reserve Board has esti-
mated that fully $100,000,000 was out-
standing for the account of American
banks at the close of 1913, as against

(Continued on page 54)
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60 Investments ||
For $100, $500 and Larger

Amounts

First Mortgage Bonds on Chicago Real
Estate Improved with Modern Buildings

Abundant security in established |
localities.  Constantly
margin of security.

Increasing
Large income.
After fifty years’ successful ex-
perience in handling investments
upon Chicago property we recom- I
mend these in the strongest terms
to investors requiring safety and at-
tractive yield.

Ask for Circular 5C

I Peabody;
Houghteling & Co.

10 So. La Salle St., Chicago

| (Established 1865)

ARE YOU GOING
ABROAD?

WE CAN FURNISH

Life and Accident

Insurance

Write for information describing our Service

SAMUELS, CORNWALL & STEVENS
84 William St., N. Y.

LLOYDS, NEW YORK
Samuels, Cornwall & Stevens, Attorneys

In many homes throughout the land the first
of the month has been transformed from a

dreary bill-day to a cheerful

Pruvential Day

The National Pay-day

All because the bread-winners in these homes |
. |
had learned about and realized the value of ‘

Monthly Income Insurance. Have you?

Write Dept 10

THE PRUDENTIAL
Insurance Company of America
Incorporated under the laws of the
State of New Jersey

Home Orrice

Newark, NEw Jersey |
1

ForresT F. DRvDEN
FPrecdaent

Include

in your investments a generous
proportion of first mortgages. For
many years this Company has in-
vested for its own account in first
mortgages on improved income-
producing real estate and offers
them in amounts of $1,000 and
upward to investors to net 5%.

Average property valuation
2'/;times amount of mortgage.

Hllustrated and explanalory booklet
MS 142 sent upon request

United States
Mortgage & Trust Company
New York

Capital and Surplus $6,000,000
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$1,000

If you can buy ten
shares of stock, you can
buy one $1,000 bond or
ten $100 bonds.

Often, the bonds will
better suit your pur-
pose than the stock.

Send for Bond List 172

JohnMuir &(o.

SpECIALISTS IN

Odd Lots

Members New York Stock Exchange
MAIN OFFICE, 61 BROADWAY, N.Y.

More than a
Million Dollars
Paid to Investors

as interest earnings through this company. In thirty
years of operation the BELCHER Two-Fold Security
Mortgage l'Ii:au has a record of not a dollar lost an investor,
Inguiries gladly answered with dispatch.

0o/ Central Texas
OFarm Mortgages

W. C. BELCHER LAND MORTGAGE CO.
Established 1885 Fort Worth, Texas

Good Investments in

Public Utility

Preferred Stocks
yielding 5% to 8%
and enhancement possibilities of
Common Stocks
Outlined in our

CURRENT LETTER *S”

Copy sent on request

VilliamsTroth&Colemm

Inoesiment Secuvities

60 WALL ST, NEW YORK

{Continued from page 52)
practically nothing at all a year before;
and a very large part of the business
must have been done for neutral mar-
kets to the south of us. This has in
turn been followed by very general use
of “dollar exchange” in conducting
commercial operations between the
United States and South America—
meaning that settlement of such trade
indebtedness through drafts on Lon-
don, and in terms of sterling exchange,
has for the time at least been aban-
doned, in favor of settlement through
drafts on New York banks in terms
of American currency. Establishment
by our banks of branches in these
foreign communities (after England’s
fashion), and the enlarging of trade
relations through active commercial
agencies on the spot, are already in the
field of practical undertakings.

HE much-discussed question of
new American shipping lines is
another matter. At the moment, ships
are in such inadequate supply, and
command such unheard-of prices to
prospective owners, as to
make the creation of new The Problem
o . . of American
ocean freight lines a vir- Shipping
tual impossibility. Yet, on
the other hand, plans for the longer fu-
ture at once encounter the uncertain-
ties which, as every experienced ship-
master is aware, must surround such
an enterprise, if undertaken when
Germany’s blockaded merchant fleet
is re-entering the ocean highway, and
when the 25 per cent or more of Eng-
lish steamers, withdrawn from the
merchant service for military trans-
port duties, are released. Beyond
even this, there remains the uncer-
tainty regarding continuance of these
new relations when the war is over
and London is again in the field of
international finance.
(Continued on page 56)
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The Zinc Concentrating Company
Capital $3,000,000
Par Value $10—Full Paid and Non-Assessable

The Zinc Concentrating Company has purchased and owns
all the patents, rights and contracts relating to the “ Campbell
System of Magnetic Separation of Zinc, Iron-Sulphide Ores.”
This process has been developed by actual use commercially
until today it is admitted by scientists and metallurgists to be
one of the most important developments in the treatment of
zing, iron-sulphide ores, ranking, in relation to those ores, with
the oil flotation process in handling such ores.

OFFICERS AND DIRECTORS

L. N. GODFREY - - President and Director
Treasurer, L. N. Godfrey Lumber Co., Boston, Mass.

AUGUSTUS T. CLARK - - Treasurer and Director

Treasurer, The American Circular Loom Co., Boston, Mass.

D. L. GOFF

= ) = - - Director
President, D. Goff & Sons, Pawtucket, R. 1.
President, Royal Weaving Co., Pawtucket, R, L.

JAMES B. ETHERINGTON - - Director
President of The Campbell Magnetic Zine Co.

M. B. RYAN - - - - -  Director
Capitalist, Bridgeport, Conn.

The affairs of the Company are in the hands of Voting Trustees,
which will insure the continuance of the above management

The Zinc Concentrating Company owns fundamental pat-
ents covering the Etherington-Singer Non-Oxidizing Roaster
and the Campbell Zinc-Iron Separator. These patents control
the “ Campbell System,” which is the only one giving satisfac-
tory results to the producers of zinc, iron-sulphide ores. This
process is producing the highest known recovery of metallic
values at the lowest operating costs. In order to furnish the
Company with additional capital required by increasing business
we have purchased a large block of its stock, a considerable
portion of which has already been placed with our customers
and friends of the management.

We offer for subscription the unsold portion at $3.75 per share (Par Value $10)

Applications to list this stock on the New York and Boston Curb
Markets will be made by the Company.
Prospectus and detailed information can be had upon application to

C. R. BERGMANN & COMPANY

INVESTMENT SECURITIES

66 BROADWAY - - - NEW YORK CITY
Telephones, Rector, 1340-1311

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINI_:_:.
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$100,000,000

in CoPPER DIVIDENDS

4] These are the aggregate dividends that a
conservative authority estimates will be paid
to copper sharcholders during 1916.

Q As a hundred million dollars in dividends is
out of line with present prices of copper stocks,
a big readjustment must take place in the
market valuation of copper securities.

q And it is universally figured we are on the
threshold of this readjustment—that this is
the psychological moment to invest in copper
shares —that within the next sixty days we
are to witness a period of extreme market
activity in these stocks.

€ A statistical book on the coppers will be ent upon

request without charge. Ask for 12-SC, including
booklet explaining

“The Twenty Payment Plan”

SSLATTERY®(

Inwvestment /ecurities

(Established 1908)
40 Exchange Place New York

I
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THE STREET BOND HOUSE

TaxFree f & First Lien
BONDS

ISSUED BY
Cities of California

FOR THE
Improvement of Streets

First Lien on real estate assessed for 5 to 10 times
the bonds. taking precedence over mortgages,
judgments, and all private liens; superior to mori-
gages as a lien and as to the amount of real estate
securily; issued under a Siate Act, and validity
approved by best’legal authority,

lssuedin STANDARDIZED form. Denominations:
$100, $500, $1000, or multiples. Interest pay-
able Aprl 2 and October 2: prinapal 1920,
1921, 1922, 1923, at the Berkeley Bank of Sav-
ings and Trust Co., Berkeley, California; National
Bank of Commerce, New York City.
COLLECTED THROUGH ANY BANK

Write for Circular 5. 5, and prices

Qakland Street Improvement
Bond Co. .

Syndicate Building, Oakland, California
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THE STREET BOND HOUSE
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(Continued from page 54)

Whether England will or will not
be able, in the decade after the war is
over, to resume her old-time invest-
ment of capital in these foreign com-
munities is one matter of pure conjec-
ture. Whether our own country will
have the requisite spare resources for
the purpose, in the face of Europe’s
large demand for capital in the post-
bellum readjustment, is another. To
what extent South American securities
will in the long run appeal to the
American investor, if the needs of his
own country’s undertakings increase
along with the country’s increasing
prosperity, is not the least of the per-
plexing considerations. They mean, in
all probability, that our financial and
commercial relations with the neutral
outside world will continue to be de-
veloped chiefly on the tentative and
experimental lines which have been
pursued already, rather than through
any novel and spectacular programme
of development.

HE truth of the matter is, that
deliberate preparation cannot be
made by rule of thumb for a set of
conditions which nobody can exactly
predict. One may risk the conjecture
that even Preparedness in the way of
military armament could not be ar-
ranged under just such circumstances,
without some dash of theatrical extrav-
agance. The case of the $50,000,000
corporation, organized to promote ex-
pansion of this country’s foreign trade,
is quite in point. The proposal, when
it was made last autumn, was greeted
with enthusiasm; the stock of the new
concern was subscribed at once by im-
portant capitalists. But its officers
have since then been chiefly occupied
in wondering what it was best for
them to do next.
The reason for that perplexity lay in

(Continued on page 58)
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Most people think of automobile insurance as an old form of protection
adapted to a modern invention. As a matter of fact, the self-propelled vehicle
isolder than most forms of insurance. A Frenchman drove a steam carriage
in the days of Marie Antoinette. An Englishman was arrested for joy-riding
in 1802. 1In 1815 the directors of the Hartford Fire Insurance Company
were amazed to see a steam locomotive snorting through the streets. We
are not told whether they ever considered this strange contraption from an
insurance standpoint. But we do know that almost before the motor car
had ceased to be an experiment the Hartford Fire Insurance Company
was offering automobile policies. Today you can insure yourself from
every risk of a motor car through the complete

INSURANCE SERVICE
TWO HARTFORDS

Any agent of the Hartford Fire Insurance  Representatives of the Hartford Accident
Company, acting in conjunction with the & Indemnity Company, acting in conjunc-
Hartford Accident & Indemnity Company, tion with the Hartford Fire Insurance Com-
can sell you complete protection from loss  pany, sell the same complete automobile
to yourself or car through fire, collision, protection, as well as all other modern
theft and personal liability. forms of bonding and casualty insurance.

The tave companies, betaveen them, avrite practically every form of insurance but fife insurance
Check on the coupon below any form of insurance in

which you may be interested. Mail it to us and we
will send you full information.

Hartford Fire Insurance Co.

Hartford Accident & Indemnity Co.
Hartford, Conn.

COUPON—CHECK—TEAR OFF—MAIL

Hartford Fire Insurance Company, (Service Department B.4) 125 Trumbull Street, Hartford, Conn.

Gentlemen :—Please send information on the kind of insurance checked to the name and address written on margin of coupen.

Fire Motor Cyele Tornado Sprinkler Leakage
Accident Burglary Hail Marine

Health E mployer's Liability Golfer’s Policy Breeders and Exhibitors
Auto Liability W orkmen's Compensation Parcel Post Teaming

A uto Collision Bonding Rent | Sal esmen's Samples
Auto Theft Elevator Merchandise in Transit | Registered Mail

Auto Fire Plate Glass Live Stock Transit | Use and Occupancy
Baggage Race Horse Live Stock Explosion

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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(Continued from page 56)

the facts, already stated, that the more
obvious steps in the way of prepara-
tion were already being undertaken
by banking and mercantile interests
individually concerned. It will natu-
rally be remarked that England’s cap-
ture of the leadership in world-finance
was the result of gradual and persistent
adaptation of tangible means to a visi-
ble end, along the line of least eco-
nomic resistance. But our own line
of least resistance is apparently yet to
be discovered.

It is possible that the really strong-
est need for economic preparedness
e on the part of the Uni'ted
Mobilization States at the present time
of is, so to speak, the mobil-
Resources . . . o e

izing of its existing re-
sources for the work of efficiency al-
ready most familiar to us. There are,
for instance, many indications that
one effect of the economic disturbances
of this war has been to clear up the
public mind on the proper relations of
government and incorporated com-
panies. The country has passed
through two very distinct phases of
that problem in the past three or four
decades. The period in which the
corporations either controlled the gov-
ernment, or acted in complete indiffer-
ence to it, came first. The period in
which the government turned angrily on
the corporations, and restrained their
excesses by drastic statutes, followed.

ACH process was carried for a
time beyond the bounds of reason;
action and reaction were equally dis-
turbing, and in a contrary direction.
We are emerging from the

g’;:ahﬁg‘t“ second period, in which
ments restraint of corporate

activities through prosecu-
tion in the courts was carried so far as
manifestly to defeat itself. At two
culminating proposals, seriously urged

by well-meaning men—one for dis-
solving trade combinations into so mi-
nute component parts as to deprive
them of efficiency, and the other for
inflicting penal sentences on individ-
uals, because they had violated a law
against trade combinations, on whose
scope and meaning the courts them-
selves had until very lately failed to
agree—the plain-thinking public mind
revolted.

It has revolted also against the cha-
otic regulation of railwayrates through
the conflicting orders of a national
commission and of the commissions
of forty-eight States. The fact that
all these matters are being taken in
hand for intelligent readjustment is a
sign of instinctive preparation for the
new economic conditions ahead of us.
Both parties to the aggressive con-
troversy of the past dozen years have
learned something from it, and are
better able than they were in 19o1 or
1906 to harmonize honest corporate
efficiency with intelligent government
regulation.

In the larger field of preparation for
such economic strain, whether of finan-
cial expansion or financial reaction, as
may be our lot on return of peace in
Europe, the country has at least the
machinery of its new banking system,
with its as yet untried facilities of
mobilized credit. It may turn out
that, after all, the Federal Reserve
Statute of December, 1913, was the
real stroke of “‘economic preparedness”
for the conditions destined to be cre-
ated by the war which broke out seven
months later. But, as Mr. Kipling
used to say, that is another story.

Oregon Wnshinﬁton Iiahe Farm Mortdades

made with our own funds after rigid examination; on
diversified, highly productive Pac. N. W. farms ;.:nly‘ 1%
These sound securities (farm values 3 for 1) net you

mitene” CRONAN Zozicacsconias

= R

All Publishers Lowest
Quick delivery to all parts of the world, Order from

All Subjects  Prices
THE INTERNATIONAL BOOK COMPANY - 1328 Broadway, New York
Catalogue of EXPORT TRADE BOOKS mailed free.
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Willitbe You?
One of these seven
will beskilled

or hurt this year |

-

One of these seven will be killed or hurt this year.,
That is what accident does each year. When the ac-
cident is coming, or how, you cannot tell. It may beonly
a serateh from a rusty nail, or it may be a wrecked train.,

But when it does come, what will you do? What will
your wife do? Be prepared— )

A TNA-IZE

3 centsadayis all it need cost you if you are ina “ Preferred”
occupation. 3 cents a day brings $1,250 to $3,250 in case of death
by accident: $5 to $10 weekly income for disability due to accidental
injuries plus $1,000 to $3,000 for loss of two limbs or eyes; or the
income plus $500 to $1,500 for loss of one hand, foot or eye, or $250
for death from any cause. You can make these amounts as much
bigger as you like by paying more than three cents daily. (§50
added to above payments for death if you insure while
under 40 years of age.)

Send the coupon now and be safe in time.

Send this eoupon and find out how to protect yourself,
your wife and your children from the accident that]urks
around the corner; from the expense that may use up
your income. It costs you nothing to send it and it may
be the most important thing you ever did in your life.
Send it today.

ZETNA LIFE INSURANCE COMPANY
Drawer 1341 HARTFORD, CONN.

The largest company in the world writing Life,
Accident, Health and Liability Insurance,
Ageney opportunities for all
Casualty and Bonding lines.

An Ftna agent has a na=
tional advertising cam-
paign working for
him all the time,

T
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On the

Remington
and Nowhere Else

Here are two facts about the Remington
which every typewriter buyer should know:

1. The Remington Column Selector adds
25 per cent. to the letter writing speed of the
typist. This is not a claim or an estimate. It
is a definite fact—proved and established by
any number of comparative tests.

Adds 25 per cent. to the speed
Adds nothing to the price

No other

The Column Selector is a Remington feature exclusively.
machine has it—or anything like it.
Oh, yes, other machines have devices which look like it, with the five keys, etc. It is easy for a salesman, who

knows the supreme merit of this Remington feature, to call them “ column selector™ keys. But there is no
other device on any other typewriter which can do what the Remington Column Selector does.

The Remington Column Selector is the only true ““express service” with no stop-to-

feature on any typewriter which permits in-
stantaneous setting of the carriage at any
desired point on the line.

It is the only feature which provides this set-
ting by either forward or backward movement.

stop movement in reaching any writing
point.

And these are the features which make the
25 per cent. speed gain.

Let us show you the real and only Column

It is the only feature which provides Selector—on the Model 10 Remington.

REMINGTON TYPEWRITER COMPANY

(Incorporated)

327 Broadway, New York City

ABLE IDEAS WANTED. Man-
ufacturers want Owen Patents.
Send for 3 free books; inventions
wanted, etc. T help you market your invention mthouLt,hdn,L.

RICHARD B. OWEN, 135 Owen Bldg., Washington, D.C.

WILL ADVANCE EXPENSE

woman with fair education and good references.
Staple line, (Old-established firm.

G. M. NICHOLS, Philadelphia, Pa., Pepper Building

EARLY everybody has heard of the Keeley Treatment for
liquor and drug using, but we want you to Ausw about

it. Write today to any of the Keeley Institutes listed below.
You’'ll be impressed with the facts concerning this original, scientific,
rational treatment. Nearly 400,000 successful cases.

[T

PA

Our Hand Books on Patents, Trade-Marks, etc., sent free.
Patents procured through Munn &
Co. receive free notice in the SCIENTIFIC AMERICAN.,

| MUNN & CO. &% ‘%‘%‘%“'{'\'ﬂ!—,]ﬁ'ﬁgmﬂ b.c

70 years' experience.

AND PAY STRAIGHT
weekly salary of
$18.00 to man or
No canvassing.

For information write lo following Keeley Institutes :
Buffale, N. Y., Lexington, Mass. Portland, Me Seattle, Wash.

709 Niagara St.  Los Angeles, Cal., Philadelphia, Pa.. Waukesha, Wis.
Columbus, Ohio 2400 W. Pico 5t. 812 N. Broad 5t.  Mexico City, Mexico
Crab Orchard, Ky. Marion, Ind. Pittsburg, Pa., London, Englan

lll Oklahoma City,Okla. 4246 Fifth Ave. Kanzas City, Mo,
in ‘\rk‘ Plainfield, Ind. Salt Lake City, Utah 1919 E. 31st St.
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il distinctive, modern, and artistic
: a'fpearance of your home, as well as
its health and comfort, will be increased by the use of

WILSON

VENETIAN AWNINGS AND BLINDS

Insure maximum Summer coolness; are quickly and
easily adjusted to meet every desire for light and
shade and air; permanently attractive and far superior
to the old-fashioned fabric awnings and shades which
fray and fade in rain and sun, flop in the wind, col-
lect dust, prevent free circulation of air, have no
control over light, and do not keep out the heat.

Ask your Architect. Wilson Venetian Awnings and Blinds
have been specified for the mos: notable homes of the country
for more than 40 years.

A porch or piazza equipped with Wilson Venetian Blinds
may be converted into an ideal sleeping room at night.

Write today for illustrated and deseriptive booklet,“Wilson
Venetian Awnings and Blinds.”—Address nearest office.

THE J. G. WILSON CORP.
8 West 40th Street New York

Branches in Newy Orleans, American Sheet Metal Pitts-
burgh, H. H. Charles; Denver, Colorado Bldrs. L Hi
Myrick: Seartle, S. W. R. Dally and (albraith B 4
Chicago, H. E. Dodge & Co; Oklahoma Ciry, 5. H. Hans

T

& Co.,

1 Minneapolis,

tineon, Heeh BEldrs ¢
Co.; San Francisco and Los Angeles, U, S. Metal Products Co.; Arlanta, J. M. Van
 Harlingen; Bosron, E. A, Baker; and Nerfolk, Va., The J. G, Wilson Corp.

SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER il

WILSON

“Something for Every Building”

Hygienic Wardrobes

Rolling Partitions

Swing Sliding Doorsand Shutters |
Round House Doors [
Corrugated Steel Rolling Doors
Automatic Rolling Doors

Write for booklet covering the Wilson
Product in which you are interested.

=
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From a phetegraph made caprcially for SYSTEM
RESIDENT FARRELL of the U. 8. Steel Corpora-
tion greeting President Johnson of the Baldwin
Locomotive Works at the recent Foreign Trade Con-
vention. Speaking of SysteEM, the Magazine of Busi-
ness, as 4 monthly convention of business methods of
progressive concerns, Mr. Johnson writes, *“I have gol-
ten ideas which are suggestive and interesting.”

From a photoyraph mady expecially for SYSTEM

THIS is Charles A. Whelan, one of the dynamic part-

ners who made of a small Syracuse cigar stand the
['nited Cigar Stores Company of today. ““The topics
of which SysteEM treats,” Mr. Whelan says, “cannot
be left out of successful business. I read it at home
but often take its enlightening suggestions to my office.”

From a photograph made capecially for SYSTEM

HILE waiting to see Mr. John G. Shedd, President

of Marshall Field & Company,” writes a System

subscriber, “I noticed that SysTtEMm was the one and

only magazine on his desk.” Another business man

reports that “On a recent tour of America’s distributing

centers, System was favorably discussed by many of
the chief executives of large department stores.”

From o photegraph made especially for SYSTEM

FREDERIC W. UPHAM'S success as President of

The Consumers Company, he attributes, in part,
to “our willingness to exchange business methods with
other concerns. Time spent in contributing to Sys-
TEM,” Mr. Upham says, “is well repaid by the valua-
ble ideas we get from its pages, ourselves.”

WILL YOU READ THE MARCH ISSUE OF SYSTEM?

USINESS men throughout the country are planning to increase sales, collect money,
cut costs, buy, meet competition and increase their personal efficiency with the new,
unusual business ideas packed into the March number of System, the Magazine of

Business. Prominent among contributors are President Farrell of the U. S. Steel Corpor-
ation, President Runnells of the Pullman Company, President Shonts of the Interborough
Rapid Transit Co., Ex-Senator Burton and President Kelsey of the Title Guarantee and
Trust Co. Nineteen complete articles—six departments packed with short cuts—graphic
illustrations—hundreds of business ideas, plans, policies—in this big March issue and all
by men who know. If not a regular reader, decrease your expenses, increase your sales
and multiply your profits by getting a copy of March System today.
IF YOUR NEWSDEALER IS SOLD OUT, WRITE YOUR NAME AND ADDRESS
M BELOW, AND MAIL WITH 10 TWO-CENT STAMPS TO THE PUBLISHERS,
THE MAGAZINE OF BUSINESS A . SHAW COMPANY, CHICAGO OR NEW YORK OR, IF ABROAD, LONDON

(IR T RN ALY TA LV TR PN P AR T 1}
it = — e S
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L . 'l How Dad Broke Up the
Corner Gang

Carom or Pocket Billiards played at
home gives boys a manly way to let loose
their 40-horse energy., J! keeps them off

i the sireet!
‘}%5 ; In homes that have the “Baby Grand,”

the parents write us it's so/ved the boy
problem,

Why don't you learn to be a robust boy
or girlagain? One Brunswick Home Table
brings 33 royal games—and each one

makes grown-ups feel a year younger!

N BRUNSWICK

BOBBY SAYS: 173 9"
“T'm not often
Troubled with ‘scaredness,” ! Baby Grand

But—U—betchu I ! ;s
B’lieve in Preparedness.” "Grand,” “Convertible’’ and

MarGARET G. Havs, -: “Quick Demountable”

Home Billiard Tables

This family of Brunswick Tables lead the
world because they are scientifically built.

Fast, ever-level billiard beds, famous Mon-
arch cushions —life, speed and accuracy!
Stzesandstyviesto (i all homes, vepardless of room.

$27 Up—Pay 10c a Day

“Grand’ and "' Baby Grand' Brunswicks are
made of genuine San Domingo mahogany.

“Quick Demountable” Brunswicks can be
set up anywhere in a jiffy and easily taken
down after play.

“Convertible” Brunswicks are handsome
library and dining tables that give you grown-
up carom and pocket billiards, too.

30-Day Trial—Balls, Ete., FREE

High-Class Playing Outfit included without
extra cost—Balls, Cues, Rack, Markers, Ex-
pert Book of 33 Games, etc.

Color photos, low prices, easy terms and
home trial offer all shown in our handsome
book—""Billiards—The Home Magnet.” It's
FREE! Send this Free Coupon TODAY—

— — — — — N W, W— — — ——

| This Brings Billiard Book Free

|

The Brunswick-Balke-Collender Co. I
“Dept.32X 623-633 S. Wabash Ave., Chicago

Send free postpaid your color-photo book I

R s M ¢“Billiards —The Home Magnet”

' and te!! about your home trial offer,

Lany.—T see by your references you have worked
at four different places in the last month.
Mam.—That goes t' show, mum, what a demand | | dddresscoccmnices cooaammmaa e (523)!
there is fer me.

I INBINE cimpimmmmsnne sanmsane oo sm s s oo s pm e e a s
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For Sore Muscles

Sprains, Cuts, Bruises

here is an antiseptic germicide lin-
iment—one that is healing, cool-
ing and soothing. Absorbine, Jr.,
is more than a germicide, more than a
liniment—it is bofh. It means prompt
relief from aches and pains; keeps
little cuts and bruises from becoming
more serious. It is especially good
for children’s hurts because it is so
harmless and safe to use—made of

pure herbs and contains no acids or
minerals,

AbsorbineJt

THE ANTISEPTIC LINIMENT

I it MEG U S FARGIE

T

is needed daily in and about the home

—for the numerous little hurts that
come through work in the kitchen and
about the house, the stable, the garage
and the grounds. Use and prescribe
Absorbine, Jr., wherever a high-grade
liniment or germicide is indicated.

To reduce inflammatory conditions—sprains,
wrenches, painful, swollen veins or glands.
To reduce bursal enlarge-
ments and infiltrations.
Absorbine, Jr., is a discu-
tient and resolvent.
To allay pain anywhere—
its anodyne effect is prompt
and permanent.
To spray the throat if sore
ot infected—a 107 or 2094
solution of Absorbine, Jr.,
is healing and soothing and
will destroy bacteria.
To heal cuts, bruises, sores
and ulcers.
Absorbine, Jr., is concen-
trated, requiring only a few
drops at an application.
$1.00 a bottle
at most druggists or postpaid
A Liberal Trial Bottle will be

senl pnat—
paid to your address upon receipt
of 1oc in stamps. Send for trial
bottle or procure regular size from
your druggist today.

W. F. YOUNG, P. D. F.
255 Temple Street, Springfield, Mass,
Iﬁll||||||||||l||l1||||||IIIII1|IIIHIIIiII!IIIIIIIIIIIIHIII'HI||||||||1||||IIIII!iIII'IIIIIII'IIIII||||f|||||f|||1||f||[||In"

T mnn—————————w"

=

“Melican man velly smart, Melican clothes velly

foolish.”

Q. E. D.!

Tae Lapv.—What?
lucky, Mr. Dubb?

Duss.—Why, no.
family !

You don’t think thirteen un-

I was the thirteenth in my

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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The Burden of

SRRV T | Addressing

Sectional Bookcases - ! ROy
i = ; by this little $45.00 Automatic Addressor,
BI.IIZf 1o Efldu?' and the iavaluable s On any list of ten

| advantape of direct thousand names or
communication with less serves every
custamers, patrons, purpose of address-
agerids, wmenbers, and mg with as ]Itl’fLLL
prospects brought ribbon-print
\\Ililln reach of written addres
Banker, Broker, any #150.00 Motor
Manufacturer,Public f\ddrt_-d-mg \[.u.]ll]'l"

One—Tenth
Cost & Time

of pen or type-
writer.

Magic Name

LOBE-WERNICKE is the Service
magic name that represents Merchant,

an idea and an ideal Club, ete..
It stands for the iden of sectional con- on small ag
struction—hy which Globe-Wernicke wellaslarpe
H wnal Bookcases grow as their own:

mailinglists

$45.00

Wernicke Tookcases are |
of o

nod woods, stur B .

T S $150.00

s’ libraries grow.

Il stands F-r the ideal of craftsman.
like construction —by which Globe- Demanstration
or Calalog

FREE

[

p< icd style and built to
endure.

a ¥
Best Books."

Cincinnati
Products on sale by more
than 2000 Agents and
Branch Stores. % g Montague Mailing Machinery Co.

”}"“"“‘"’" Chattanooga, Tenn., and 279 Broadway, New York
Eranches in Principal Citirs
Pioneers in hand and ribbon-print Addressing Machines, and makers of
hand, foot and motor Addressors for every purpose and size
list from one hundred to one million names.

“Say, Jerry, how d'ye suppose Oi cud locate an ould uncle of moine that wint to

Australia? ” ) ) ,
“(0i hear tell of a Committee on Foreign Relations at Washin'ton. Why don’t ye

writz to thim? "

In answering ad\-fcrtisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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for Whooping Cough,
Spasmodic Croup,
Asthma, SoreThroat,

Coughs, Bronchitis,
Colds, Catarrh.

Don't fail to use Cresolene for the distressing, and
often fatal, affections for which it is recommended.

It is a simple, safe, effective and drugless treatment,

Vaporized Cresolene stops the paroxysms of Whoop-
ing Cough and relieves Spasmodic Croup at once.

It is a doon to sufferers from asthma.

The air carrying the antiseptic vapor, inspired with
every breath, makes breathing easy, soothes the sore
throat, and stops the cough, assuring restful nights.

Cresolene relieves the bronchial complications of
Scarlet Fever and Measles and is a valuable aid in
the treatment of Diphtheria.

Cresolene’s best recommendation is its 36 years of
successful use. Send us postal for Descriptive Booklet.

“Used while you sleep™

For Sale by Druggists
Try Cresolene Antiseptic Throat Tablets for the irritated throat,

composed of slippery elm bark, Heorice, sugar and Cresolense.  They
can’t harm you, OF your druggist or from ws 10c. in stamps.

THE VAPO-CRESOLENE CO., 62 Cortlandt St., New York
or Leeming-Miles Building, Montreal, Canada

MODERN
AUCTION

IN TEN LESSONS
By Grace G. Montgomery

The completely up-to-date authority
on Auction, giving recent interest-
ing changes in the game, which have
been made necessary by the elimi-
nation of the informatory spade and
the acquisition of the new bidding
values. An ideal treatment of the
game—clear, brief, and authoritative.

$1.25 net
CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS

e ey

Keeps little hurts from be-
coming hig and dangerous.
Uege it promptly as the safest
meansagainzt infection. Men,
women aud children should
learn to use Dioxogen every
time they receive any injury
that breaks the skin,  You
can  judge for yourself as
trial hottle will be sent
free on request, or ask for
Dioxogen by name at any
drig store,

The Oakland Chemical Co.,

10 Astor Place, N, Y.

“ The natural history class.”

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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That Room You
Are Planning

—not too many pictures, just
the ones you like to have
around you; a comfortable
room, a livable room, pos-
sessing the individuality of
your own good taste and the
whole bathed and softened
by the mellow, harmonious
glow shed forth so restfully
from the delicately tinted,
exquisitely wrought S & A
fixures. The model here
shown is of a particularly
graceful design,

<-) c-> (—}

SN

Wired complete for two

Ask to cee No. 3213 li . i i i
Finish, Antique Gold gh[S beauufu]ly ﬁnwhed n
Length, 36 inches Antique Gold—

Width, 20 inches
Wired complete for two
igve $ra0 $10.80
Order from your dealer. I he cannot furnish we will supply

you direct.
MAIL ORDERS FILLED

Hundreds of other artistic designs in brackets, fixtures, and por-
tables on display in our showrooms.
Call and inspect them at your convenience.

WriteToday for Helpful Catalog A. Freeon Request

SHAPIRO & ARONSON
20 Warren Street - - -+ NEW YORK CITY

Why Willie’s father couldn’t find the hot-water bag.

THE FIELD OF ART

OILS - ETCHINGS - PRINTS
INTERIOR DECORATIONS

YAMANAKA ér COMPANY
254 Fifth Avenue, New York
DEALERS IN ORIENTAL ART CBJECTS

GORHAM GALLERIES
SCULPTURE BY AMERICAN ARTISTS

THE GORHAM COMPANY
Fifth Avenue at Thirty-Sixth Streer, New York City

= retained—or perhaps a favorite photo-

DIKRAN G. KELEKIAN
WORKS OF ART

Rare Rugs. Potteries, Texiiles, Embroideries, Tapestries,
Manuseripts, and Greek and Roman Antquities

709 Fifth Avenue, New York

BRADLEY STUDIOS

Have you a daguerrectype of any of
our ancestors which you would like
%i)nished in a modern style, making it per-
manent with s quaint original charm

graph or an oil-painting damaged by fire
and water which you wish restored ?

Consultus, as we have made a study
= of and are experts at this art,

= 435 Fifth Avenue MNew York

MOTHER.

There's one thing I just bet you,
I'm sure as I can be,

My darling mother—she once was
A little boy like me.

Though now she's a hig lady,
With “ put-up " hair and curls,

I'm mighty sure she never was
One of those horrid girls.

MarGareET G. Havs.

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE



it SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

e

Over fifteen yenrs of faithful serviee i3 no un-
common veenrd for Dissell's Carpet Sweeper; our
files contain many letters telling of sweepers in use
for even twenty wrs amd more. Think of the
brooms that would have been worn out and thrown
away in those long years; think of the bark-aches
andweariness saved: the gain in comtort; the actnal
raving of money. It's no exaggeration to say that
Trissell's does the worl of 40 or 30 brooms—the dust-
less, eficient, thorough

A
R
A
A
!
f
d
!
BISSELLS ;
R
R
A
A
.
1

Carpet Sweeper

Wow this cleaning stand by has a companion in Rissalls
Taewnnt Sweeper thit is ensy’ to operate; that coiptics from
the vear of the dusthag, withent eoiling the hands; thot in
every dletuil offers the general wechanioel swpecivrity guar
1 by the name Biesell's,
it Wacwnm WMachine for general cleaning, the Carpet
fﬂrduil\-‘\ eping—
aamtnry f_frclent Bigsett o -mrmarr 1,

WVacuum Sweeper,

{arpr: kumn o and
Cleaners {with ond It b Ll to £0.0K, Hlklll‘ljl
higher in the Wes uth and (,anarlm Sold by dealers every-
where. Booklet on reguest {233)

BISSELL CARPET SWEEPER CO.

Largest and Oldest Exclusive Manufacturers of Carpet
Sweeping Devices in the World

Dept. 163, Grand Rapids, Mich.

| Made in Canada, too I

D D D 5 - B oD < 5D o i+ 3 M » D v D « XD - YD o NI - D o Ml « XD - DD « TID + ED |

Free Trial

PIEDMONT RED CEDAR CHESTS
Your cheice of 100 styles of the fa-
mous Piedmont genvine Southern 1
Cedar Chests. 16 days' free trial.
We pay the freight. A Piedmont pro-
tects furs, woolens and plumes from
New Catalog maoths, dust and damp, Distinct
Reduced Prica ively heautiful, Finest gilt to any woman

Write today for big new catalog with ro-
duced prices. Posipalid frec.

Piedmont Red Cedar Chest Co., Dept. A, Siatesville,N. C.

LATHES

For Gunsmiths, Tool Makers,
Kxperimental and Hepalr Work, ete,

Lathe Catalogue Free.

W.F. &Jno. BarnesCo.

528 Ruby 5t., Rockford, 111

* Painting a picture of the golf course? "
“Yes; do you like it?
“You haven't got the air blue enough.”

“Ts this the largest size you've got ? "
*Yes, unless you want to try on the hat-box.”

In answéring advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE



Find out about
the GLACIER 4cfore

YouSpend YourRefrigerator Money

Send for the wonderful free Glacier Book—
a Nature-story of the frozen North and greatest

resentation of refrigerator facts ever written.

earn why the Glacier Refrigerator keeps food
cold, clean, sanitary. Why the solid one-piece
white porcelain lining and ten walls keep out
heat and keep in cold. See how easily cleaned.

Approved by Good Housekeeping Institute.
100 styles. We pay freight.

GET THE BOOK

The Glacier Book tells how to protect health
by storing food in circulating fresh air.  Get it
BEFORE you spend that refrigerator money.
The Glacier Book tells you why the Glacier is
YOUR kind of a refrigerator—full of hard-fisted
truths.  Write today. It will PAY you WELL.

Northern Refrigerator Co.
773 Crofton Ave. Grand Rapids, Mich.

SCRIBENER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 65

Not the

" to please a lady.

*weigh

: OSTERNOOR

e

Mattress $15. up

When kindly night brings perfect rest,
The world is full of beauty in the morning.

If your dealer can't supply, do not accept
a substitute, but send us 315, for a full-size -
Ostermoor, express prepaid. Money back 1f
not satmﬁed after 30 days’ trial.’

A postal brings 144-page bock of mattresses,
springs, cushions, etc.. “with
9% _~ many samples of ticking.
: . OSTERMOOR & COMPANY
116 Elizabeth St.  New Yark -

Canadian Agency: Alagka Feather & |
& Down Co., Lul., Montreal

}.I

—-|I||

yarter

i
Heetie ‘ |
¢/ FIRST CHOICE

f
Men the World Over
Sor more tha

Thirtg Years
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FFICIENCY built the Panama
Canal where inefficiency failed.
Efficiency enables the General to make
one third of all roll roofing made in
America. Efficiency takes every ad-
vantage offered by men, money,
mills and machinery, and turns them
to account in the manufacture of

Certain-teed
Roofing

The General’s efficiency comes from hav-
ing enormous mills, perfectly equipped and
favorably located for efficient manufactur-
g and distribution. Enormous volume
and vast stores of raw materials purchased
to the best advantage, make possible the
lower cost due to continuous operation.

Certain-teed roofing is made of the finest
quality roofing felt, thoroughly saturated
with the General’s own blend of soft as-
phalts. It is then coated with a harder
blend of asphalts, which keeps the inner
saturation soft, and prevents the drying
out so destructive to ordinary roofing.
Certain-teed roofing is guaranteed for s,
10 or 15 years, according to ply, but it
will last longer. z
There is a type of Certain-teed for every
kind of building, with flat or pitched roofs,
from the largest sky scraper to the small-
est structure.

Certain-teed is sold by responsible dealers
all over the world, at reasonable prices.

General Roofing Manufacturing Company

Weorld's Largest Manufacturers of Roofing
and Building FPapers.

|| New York City Chicago Philadelphia
St. Lonis Boston Cleveland
Pittsburgh Detroit San Francisco
Cincinnati New Orleans Los Angeles
=] Minneapolis Kansas City  Seattle
= Indianapolis  Atlanta Richmond
Houston London Sydney

. Copyright, 1916, General Roofing Mfg. Co.

!

“ By Jove, with all these fireworks I ought to
enjoy myself.”

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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Bobblnk & Atkins

Nurserymen - Florists - Planters

Wortn's Cuorcest Nunseny axp GrEENTOUSE

Propuers — Grows 18 America

New Hybrid Giant Flowering Marshimallow

SPECIAL OFFER: For One Dollar we will mail three
of these wonderful new hardy flowering plants. I
flowers vary.in color from white and light pink L1|L
richest crimson and measure from eight to twelve inches
in diameter, They grow from five to cight feet tall, and
will grow everywhere, blooming from July until late
autumn, )

We grow, hardy, old-fs ed plants, trees, shrubs,
Rhododendrons and many other fascinating plants to
make grounds and gardens beautiful.

Hrite for Tilustrated Catalag Nao. So.

Rutherford, New Jersey

FARR'S ¢
HARDY PLANTS

Edition of 1915-16

way the merits of nearly 500
varieties of Iris (inclading
my own Wyomissing Seedlings),
Delphiniums, Hardy Chrysanthe-
mums, Anemones, Asters, with
accurate descriptions of over soo0
varieties of Peonies—the largest
collection in America. The new
Roses (Hybrid Perpetuals, Hybrid
Teas, Sweet Briers, Rugosas)
and the finer Shrubs, especially Le-
maoine’s new Double and Single
Lilacs, Philadelphus, and Deutzias,
are alsoincluded in thislist. Twenty-
four pages of illustration, with
twelye in all of nature’s colors and
tints. If you do not have a copy of the 1pr5-16
edition, write for it,

BERTRAND H. FARR
WYOMISSING NURSERIES
132 Garfield Avenue - Wyomissing, Pennsylvania

PRESENTS in an unusual

PLANNING THE GARDEN. Sy many have asked me to help

them plan their gardens that [ have found it necessary to form
a special department in charge of a skilful landscape designer
and plantsman. T will be glad to assist you in any way de-
sired, whether by off-hand suggestions or by advice, which
will be cheerfully given without charge. For the preparation
of detailed plans a charge will be made.

CUBISH.
“Tell me again that I have a planc face and I'll

break every cube in vour body.’

nrmnn;_' [L o

ages; four colorantd

= plates. Sp 1

leparing ~rl|.\0h.dtui
inas, Dahlias, Roses and |

rh seed to pro
indred_plants
Lireer’s Garde

with eac I| o I er.

HENRY A. DREER
714-16 Chestnut 5t., Philadelphia, Pa.
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Where Shall I
M

Foxazoay fiwand Lake Tovaway in

Sp end

Vaca’uon?

o L of the Sy

Courtesy of the Senthern Railuway Company

USTRAL]

Summer thera now |

WALDORF SEATTLE

Voyage deligheful via Honolala and Smmmt.
Splendid 10,000 ton, twin-serew American steamers every 21
e from San Francisco (April 11, Moy 2, 23, Juce 18, ete.. Eeturn st
r[ags $387.50: 2nd class, #2255 mcxudmg’ (,hma and Japan 1st class $5753

S to Honolulu, $65.  Folders free. W, E, BURNETT, 17 Battery

One of the finest hotels in the Northwest.

300
rooms. $1.00 a day and up—European plan. Ex-
cellent dining room. Write fr.r literature regarding

Pluce, New York, or OCEANIC 8, 8, €0,, 609 Market the Northwest. . DoucLas, Mgr

DN EY SHORT LINE

=

/This Book "2

It would be difficult to

find a more delightful spot
fo take a vacation than at the
Homestead. No other resort offers so
many advantages at such areasonable price.

Virginia Hot Springs

Situated 2500 feet above sea level. Seldom is there a hot day. No
mosquitoes, humidity er dampness, so customary inmountain resorts,
ere isa more jdeal summer elimate than is to be found at Bar Harbor,
Newport, or the White Mountains. n all year Eesily accessible.

The Famous Healing Waters

MNaturally heated—104% —outrivaling as a cure the celebrated spas of Europe
—the Spout Bath—famous for Rheumatism, Gout and Nervous Diseases, Mod-
em and complete Bath Equipment, Swedish Gymnastics, Massage and Hot Air
T reatments— E]’\ysu_mns of international renutahun—'Expenenced attendants,

The Homestead Book

hic description of the Homestead and its surround:nes in natural
fD e 2 sporty golf courses, 7 perfect ¢ &3 tennis courts sn other in-
rooms—excellent cuisine—incomparable drinking
water—attractive ballroom— nq:matmg drives—interesting trails and bridle paths—200
saddle and driving horses—perfect equipment and service. T his book should be read by
everyone looking for an id’eaf')summr resort, We will gladly send you & copy upon request.

H. ALBERT, Resident Manager, Hot Springs, Va.
EBooking Offices:—Ritz-Carlton Hotels, New York, Philadelphia

A lifelike photogra
colors—with views o
teresting features. It tells of the 500

Averade
Temperature

About 74°
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WHERE SHALL I SPEND MY VACATION ? [}

‘The ORE. . sy ATLANTIC OITY,NJ.
A 1S ' > UNIQUE FEATURES:
/ ity =] The vast Marble Exchange-
UG Ty B o i gfnﬂkegd \Klﬂ} Flt%w?r? 51'1err
;R[PRGDF i B 0 eftered Anqles.the Forecourt,
H i g [ Fountain of Fate,Cloister Garde
RESORTHOTELNTHE WORLD - ROl B et e Sl 8 1) Restaurant,Submarine Gril
e i i 1 1 o ( * Rose Hall,Library Tower,
EE.S.F:L?FP?_;‘?}M_EE":_A 0 T b= i il ke i s s Belvedere and Three
MAGNITUDE AND CHEERFULNESS mscebe et unte b glace e 00020 el ""‘“B'o'i.,‘:ﬁw;‘lﬁ“aﬂ'g
D.SWHITE Prest, JWMOTTMgr. = g rors g oia | ot R el e 2 the Ocean.
— NEW YORK B NEW JERSEY | T HEALTH RESORTS

TR A COIN | Galen Hall, 47LANTIC CITE 8.0 -
A Hotel q 8 #
Why Pay Excessive Hotel Rates? JIGEEERRES Stesl building. Always

open, always ready, always Lusy. Table

" _ CLENDENING ligc\:;.].rogrskt. and atten(la.ncﬁ.nllrpassed.
___ f| Seloct, homelike. economical. | = g

Suita & Send for a Copy
of poarlor, bedroem, private hath for Guule to all rc§orts:
two persons, $2.00 daily per suite. ]l].u?l’l‘_a[ed in 2 eol-
Write forBoaklet H., with man of city. ors; big feature arti-

¢less hotel informa-

Saratoga Springs Medical Sanitarium N GoR: 10 <ts. 2 copy. =

Spime. bathe. clit s ; A n AsbaryFark N.J 5 =
eV e, Nerite DrH. ¥ Bangut. | MASSACHUSETTS | e
Steuben Sanitavium g A HOTEL PURITAN]| | BATTLE CREEK

Everr known advantage to chronie Inva-
lids, be

¥ 4 A Mecca for health seekers.  Over 1,000
autiful surroundings; every form of diffe tive baths and re-

Commenwealth Ave. Boston
THE DISTINCTIVE BOSTON HOUSE

physical treatment: electricity, bydrother- 7, Globe Trotters call the Puritan one of nowned diet system, reducing and fatten-
apy, ete. Pure air, pure food, pure water. y b, the most homelike hotels in the worid. ing diets scientifically regulated, thirty-
Perfecthygiene, Mod. rates, Write for bklt. AP-Costello ‘.f"“f Inquiries gladly answered three specializing physicians, 300 trained

%ﬁ'wr pOnIIen mated nurses, restful tropial garden, colossal
—— B by ibefea” Fecreation gymnasium, Swimming poals.
PG e swrs] | 9CONSet Buﬁage Club " Nemtuerer Naser natural

@EHWE Vm’ GUIDES (O0KING-COMFORTABLE CAMPS | | C'pen June 15th.” Fine location. Execellent | ing Ehmaleajg;st the place for rest and

MAINE

FOR NEN & WONEN-SEMD A0S FoR ILLS.| | enisine. Surf bathing. Golf. Tennis. # health buil . .
BUDKT0 PASSENGER TRAFFIC MGR.| | and up. Booklet. Address Isaac Hills. Send for free booklet, " The Simple Life tr a
- = Nutshell"and illsstrated prospectus.

THE SANITARIUM,

BANSIR & ARDOSTOOK R % BANGDA HE GHICAGO ILL.
INTERVALE-WHITE MTS. N.H. _gmwme

INTERVALE HOUSE. == A Surmer Howe OF Re-
FINEMENT AND REST WITH AMUSEMENT ALL [MPROVERENTS
GRAND SCENERY, CamruacE & Ganast Liveries, Fine Roaos Al
SPORTS, ORCHESTRA, ExcuienT TABLE  Bocklel H.5Munsert.

Kaiserhof

DIGBY NOVA SCOTIA CHICAGO =42
LOUR LODGE =g | 450 Rooms-51.50 Up |~ MOUNT CLEMENS MICH.
Golf, Tennls, Boating, Pathing, Fishing, 300 Baths | —
Garage, Write for baoklet, Centrally Located - = Health & Pleasure Resort

PARK HOTEL Fi(eze:

with the famous Min
eral Baths for the
relief of Rheumatism.
Hotel & Baths under one "<
raof, Open all year-Bovklet

SEATTLE WASH.

HOTEL BUTLER @7 |

Cafe without peer. Center of things, Taxi fare 2he. |
Rooms $1.00 up: with bath §2 00up. Home comforts
to the travelsr. A CHESHIRE MITCHELL. Mgr,

One Block from (

LasSalle Station.
Post Office &
Board of Trade
Write for Folder No A

Hazer.—Gladys was afraid the girls wouldn't
see her engagement ring.

MaeerL.—Well, did they?

HazeL.—Oh, yes, six of them recognized it!

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MACAZ]NE )
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G GIEN SPRINGS 5%

A Mineral Springs HEALTH RORT and HOTEL known as
THE AMERICAN NAUHEIM

Beautiful location in private 1\.1r|\ with miles of accurately graded walks for Ocrtel hill climbing exercises, ranging in altitude
from 750 to 1100 feet. Five minutes’ walk from Watkins Glen. Midway between the Great Lakes and the Hudson on the
Southern Tiers, all macadam route. Sporty Goli Course, Clock Golf, Tennis, Motoring, Boating, Music, Dancing,

THE BATHS are directly comnected with the kotel and are complete in all appointments for Hydrotherapy,
Electrotherapy and Mechanotherapy.
THE RADIUM EMANATION FROM BRINE SPRING No. 1 AVERAGES 68 MACHE
UNITS PER LITER OF WATER AND IS DUE TO RADIUM SALT IN SOLUTION.

Our lllustrated Booklets and Latest Reports on our Mineral Springs will be Mailed on Request.
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T'wo excursions sailing from
Seattle June 14th and 15th to Fort
Jukon, on the Yukon River, within

the Arctic Circle. Your only oppor-
tunity to see the matchless glory of
the Midnight Sun on this Continent.

Other Trips Throughout the Summer

Frequent Sailings, High Class Service,
Special Rates. Early reservations nec-
essary. Write today for Free Booklets.
HERMAN WEIG, C. P. A.  A. F. ZIPF, T. M.
121 W. Washingten Si. B10 Alazha Bldg.
Chicago Seatile, Wash.

WHITE PASS & YUKON ROUTE

POMPEIAN

“My goodness gracious! Mercy me !
OLIVE OIL

I think it is a perfect sin/
No wonder dolly suffered so
ALWAYS FRESH With * pin-di-citis —here’s the PIN |
THE STANDARD IMPORTED OLIVE OIL MarcareT G. Havs.

. The Ideal
Food - Drink
\for All Ages
Y4 Nourishing
2l Digestible
At Hotels The Diet for
Restaurants — - ; I Sl NFéI]-}Tl{% aEl
Fountains Ask for “HORLICK’S” or you may get a substitute. INVALIDS

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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“Quaint New Orleans’

Enjoy the beauty and romance of this lovely city of |||
thSyth n you t{pt s }.

Sunny California
SOUTHERN PACIFIC STEAMSHIPS
“MORGAN LINE”

New Yo k and New Or lean
Connection

w Orleans with the fam

SUNSET LIMITED o Extra Fare

Los Angeles San Diego San Francisco
For informa!ion, write L. H. NUTTING, General Passenger Agent

NNNNNNN
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LD DOMINION LINE

Até? Short Sea Trip to “‘; N
the Sunny South ¥ \=/ 2

N 666 miles of refreshing ocean travel and
|14 days’ accommodation at the brilliant

3 Hotel Chamberlin
Old PointComfort.Va.

Including all 3

$2() Hotel and Steamer Expenses F
£
+

= 5
Lded

Skt b ettt L L L T

00 e

Try an ocean swim in the Chamberlin's immense
sunlit Pompeian Sea Pool.
Sailing every weekday, 3 P.M., from Pier 25 +
North River, New York.
Send for free illustrated booklet No. 40.

N J. J. BROWN, Gen'l Pass. Agt. 4o
ﬁ" W.L.WOODROW, Traf. Mgr. ._‘"’“@_

-
2.3 . % o
N &
i TEE &2
b X
2

CHALFONTE ALWAYS OPEN
ATLANTIC CITY ON THE BEACH

o THE LEEDS COMPANY.
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0ld Point Comfort
V?'rg nia. -
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NO European “Cure” surpasses and few compare with
this luxurious American Resort Hotel—so wonder-
fully situated in the midst of a haptpy combination of land

and sea diversions, and accessible from every point in the
United States.

From North and South, East and West, gather the
uests of the Hotel Chamberlin to “Take ‘The Cure.’”
lectric, Nauheim and Radio Baths are prescribed for

some—others get well by using Nature’s remedies alone—
the Sea, the Sun, the Salt Sands.

Golf, Tennis, Riding and Motoring await the devotees
of these sports.

The Cuisine of Hotel Chamberlin is famous—the finest
sea-foods in the world are found in the waters around Old
Point Comfort. _

But perhaps the most fascinating side of all is the
Social Life, for here the Army, the Navy and
Society mingle as nowhere else on this

continent,

For illustrated booklets
apply at all Tourist
Bureaus or T'ransporta-
tion Offices, or address

GEO. F. ADAMS

Manager
FORTRESS MONROE, VA.,
New York OFricE:
Tae Berrua RurrFner HoTEL
Bureav, McAvein HoteL,
any of Coox’s Tours,
Or
“Asx Mgr. FosTeEr”
AT ANY OF HIS
TraveL OFFICES

In answering ad\_r-ertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE



74 SCRIENER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

Coming Numbers of Life

Easter Number: A large double numler,
price 25 cents, for sale everywhere

Tucsday, April Fourth

Shakespeare Number: Price, as usnal, ten
cents, for sale everywhere

Tuesday, April Lightecnth

Garden of Eden Number : Price ten cents,
for sale everywhere and devoted to

our first parents Tuesday, April Twenly-fisth

Don’t Number : This numler is a great secret
which positively will not be divulged
until Tuesdap, May Sccond

Obey That Impulse

5
< X0
‘203‘?.."‘

258

[
<
B

o

¥

X 7
&

¢ ¥
&

o
e,
Y 9‘0

€2

Subscription Rates Are:

One Year Special Trial Offer
Domestic, $5 Three Months, $1
Canadian, $5.52 Canadian, $1.13
Foreign, $6.04 Foreign, $1.26

(Open only to new names)

LiFe, 54 West 31st Street
New York

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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People who use “A. B. A.” Cheques

—and why

HE banker uses ' A.B.A."" Cheques

and recommends them to his cus-

tomers because he knows all about
them — knows of the elaborate, world-
wide banking arrange-
ments made for their
acceptance,and of the
soundness of the plan
~ behind these Travel-
44 ers’ Cheques of the

" American Bankers
T Association, which
. has a membership of
% 15,000 banks and
bankers.
The banker knows
that thousands of
the principal banks in the United States
and Canada, as well as in other parts of
the world, are issuing these Cheques
because they are the safest and handiest
form of travel and emergency ‘‘money."”
He also knows that they are cashed by
50,000 banks throughout the world,
besides being universally accepted in all
countries in payment of expenses and
service.

The busy cor-
poration official
always carries a
few “A.B. A.”
Cheques in
order that he
may never be
without emer-
gency funds,
evenifheshould
neglect to draw
money from
the bank. For
yvearshehasbeen
using ‘A, B. A.” Cheques in his ex-
tensive travels throughout the world,
and has always found them as good as
gold, and very convenient.

The enthusiastic moterist, who makes
frequent long trips with his family,
carries ‘‘A. B. A.” Cheques instead of

. cash,because
B he knows
I that they are
safe — being
unavailable
(if he has
not counter-
signed them)
to anyone
who might
steal or find
them, and
because he
has learned
that "A. B. A.”” Cheques are readily
accepted at hotels, public garages, auto-
mobile supply shops, etc.

The traveling salesman insists that
his house supply him with “A. B. A.”
Cheques instead of drafts or treasurer’s
checks,

He has found by actual experience
that ““A. B. A.”” Cheques are wel-
comed by hotel :
people and others
who deal with
travelers,and that
it is not consid-
ered a favor by
them to cash an
“A.B.A.” Cheque
or to accept it in
payment of a bill,
whereas drafts,
cashier’s checks
and treasurer’s
checks are not welcomed, because of the
uncertainty as to identification, genuine-
ness, funds in bank, etc.

“A.B. A.” Cheques do not have to
be cashed, but may be usedlike currency
to pay bills, and they require no identifi-
cation except the counter-signature of
the owner.

Get them at your bank, or write
Bankers Trust Company, New York,
for booklet and information as to where
they may be had in your vicinity.

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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ruth = Crade

: \"\__ By Bishop Warren A, Candler, Chancellor of Emory University, Atlanta

WHEN a seller and a buyer
have made a trade, based on
truth, both have obtained a ben-
efit, and the community to which
they belong has heen henefited
insofar as their interests affect the
welfare of the community. Each
has parted with that which the other
needed, and in turn hag obtained from
hi¢ fellow-man what he himself needed.
Honest exchanges, therefore, enhance
values.

But trades based on untruth damage all
concerned. They approach dangerously
near to theft.

By advertising, buyers and sellers are
brought together, and truthful advertising
promotes the welfare of the commercial
world; it is,in fact, a part of the wealth-
producing forces of the world. But un-
truthful advertising is a fraud and the
fosterer of fraud. It partakes of the na-
ture of the crime of getting money, or
goods, under false pretenses. The me-
dium of advertising, whatever its nature,
which lends its columns to such advertis-
ing, accepts a bribe to become accessory
to the same crime.

It is a far-reaching reform proposed by
the Associated Advertising Clubs of the
World in the motto * Truth.” Such a
sentiment must act like a health-laden
current on the trade winds. Its influence
will extend far beyond the limits of ad-
vertising, and stimulate honesty in all the
processes and transactions of commerce.

The patron saints of the commercial world
ought not to be Ananias and Sapphira.
Lying spirits cannot guide safely the mer-
chantmen of the world. The argosies of
trade must sail by the pole-star of truth.
Otherwise they will be wrecked.

You knowe this trade-mark throneh
National Feriodical Advertising
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“This is one of a series

to_‘Ad;erﬁ&e I.'A_‘c_!vertls‘l_n

st ,’._

Lo

Clubs of the WWorld (h

ters,

A written for buyers like yourself,
== Drawing by Chas. Daniel Frep Co., Chisago. Plate by Mound City Eng. Co., St. Louis

g8, by the Associated Ad
). Write for interesting booklet,

®o

~
vertising |
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CKLE of

The Keystone Comedies

1s particularly enthusiastic
about the PARIS GARTERS
that are made with the 200%
stretch Ridgeweave elastic.
He finds that this new elastic
feels so very comfortable he
forgets he's Wearing garters.

Mr. Arbuckle wears No. 1565, Sllk
at 50¢ per pafr. No. 1520. Lfsle.
retails at 25¢. Look for the name on

the back of the shield when you ]:auy.

A. Stein & Co.
Makers

NCW York'

PARIS

CI:icago

GARTERS

No metal
can touch you

Youare never ata 1oss to “know
what to do” when you own
an **0ld Town Canoe, '
There Iz never-ending
pleasure in paddling
around cool, shady
stream or lake. *'Old
Town Canoes' are
staunch and service-
able—the favorite of
woodsmen. Price $30
up. 4000 canoes ready
to ship, Easy to buy
from dealer orfactory,
Write for catalog and
get ready for the first
days of summer.

OLD TOWN CANOE COMPANY
584 Fourth 8t., 01d Town, Malne, U.8,A.

@/de%wn(&zw

@ Off for the Week-End

Note the ~ L
Convenient
| Slide- T
Back e
Construclion i_»f -
“Cool as
a Breeze”

ER.E is not mere-
ly a Union Suit,
but rather the goal of all
union suits, It unites the
highest conception of
Comfort with the Man-
hattan standard of quality.

MANSCO
UNDERWEAR.

fabrics are specially woven in our own
mills in the inimitable Manhatan way.
So MANSCO patterns are exclusively
MANHATTAN.

| Made by the
Makersof

SHIRTS

Union Suits or Two-Piece Gar-
ments are made in such skin-soft
materials as nainsooks, silky
mull, linen, Solway silks, etc.

UNION SUITS., - 3100 up
ATHLETIC SHIRTS A5 up
= KMNEE DRAWERS . .. .65 up

Seld at the Besz Stores

Send for Style Pamphlets
of Mansco Underwear and
Manhattan Shirts to Dept. N

IheManhattan Shirt Co.
89 Madison Ave., New York

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE
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MOTT'S PLUMBING

il

o

Not a sound §
beyond the

bath-room

Motts QUIET ACTION Closets

HY install a noisy closet? Mott’s Quiet
Action Closets effectively silence the rush—
swish—hiss and gurgle of the flushing operation.

For fifteen years Mott's SILENTIS — the
pioneer quiet action closet—has been furnished for
the finest homes throughout America.

Matt's 112 page
“Bathroom Book,"'
Jull of practical in-
formation, shoavs
floor plans of 26 model
bathrooms,and gives
hints on tiling and
decoration. Send 4c
peitage,

Mott’s SILENTUM insures the feature of
quietness, and costs no more than an ordinary
closet of a dependable grade.

Both the SILENTIS and SILENTUM are described and
priced in our booklet, “Mott’s Quiet Action Closets,”” which
will be mailed upon request.

THE J. L. MOTT IRON WORKS, Fifth Ave. and 17th St., NEW YORK

1828 Eighty-eight years of Supremacy 1916
1Hostan . 41 Pearl St., Cor. Franklin Cleveland 846 Leader-News Bldg. New Orleans 622640 Baronne St.
Pittshurgh . u . Peoples Huilding tDetroit . . Penobscot Bldg. Dienyer . . 1834 Blake 5t.
$Chicago . . 104 5. Michigan Ave, 1Des Moines . . 205-211 W. Court Ave. t5an Francisco 135 Kearney St.
Minneapolis .« . Builders" Exchange tToledo g - 430-434 Huron St 15t, Louis . . . Century Bldg.
Atlantay + Peters Bldg., 7 Peachtres St. Fortland, t'Jre.,S‘r{c-wroonls. Sherlock Bldg, Kansas City . . N.¥. Liie Bldg.

4Philadelphia .
Peattle -

. [00& Filbert St,
. 406 White Building

tWashington, D €, . Waoodward Bldg,

tMontreal, Can.,
Columbia, 5. C.. Showrooms, 1533 Main St.

San Antonio

134 Bleury 5t.
431 Main Ave.

tShowrooms equipped with model bathrosms.

M
Ll

H'!TIIIJIHHHHH[JIIIIHHJIT]IHIHHIHIH.IHHH'&
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.
He wanted to make sure < 5o
the Varnish was Valspar!

E had seen our advertisements Thus our friend thoroughly satisfed
picturing a man pouring boil- himself on two points—
ing water on a Valsparred table so he First, that our advertising claims for
decided to make the same test on his own  Valpar are true, and

newly varnished foor. 3 Second, that he got
VALENTINE'S Valspar Varnish on his

floor as ordered.

This little scene actu-
ally took place.

The Vamish That Won't Tum White | And so, this man, like

S - many others who have

ST:;EE startled—but they survived the tested Valspar, decided then and there
o to use nothing else when varnish was

And so did the floor, for it really was needed.

Valsparred.

The family was very

Valspar may be had from most good
Therefore, even the boiling water paint and varnish dealers. You will
could not spot it white or harm it in  kuow where to buy it by the large posters
the slightest. in the dealers’ windows.

}h:_:t’sl;j : why Vla]sparred floors are TO Special Trial Offer

EolEd ) Can .C ean them YEUESIDL Send us ten cents in stamps and we will forward
wash them with hot water—even hot . . .1l can of Valspar, enough to finish 2 small
soapy water. chair or table.

VALENTINE & COMPANY, 455 FOURTH AVE., N. Y.

Largest Mannfactuvers of High-Grade Varnishes in the World

New York  Chicago W. P. FULLER & CO.
Boston Toronto i VALFENTSIH ES MARE San Francisco and principal
London  Amsterdam EsTABLISHED 1832 Pacific Coast Cities

L 0 O

Copyright 1916 by Valentine & Contpany
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When Our Land Is Filled
With Game

FEW years ago America was the greatest

pame country in the world. Qur woods,

our fields, our water-ways, were teeming
with game birds. Wild turkeys, quail, grouse,
ducks, were familiar sights—to the sportsman; on
the table; and in city markets.

These conditions should again prevail. They
may successfully be brought about through game
farming.

Game farming does not necessarily require a larpe
amount of land and involves little expense in time
and money. The work in itself is intensely interest-
ing and affords both profit and pleasure to those who
indulge 1n it.

lts res'mrahor\ is im-

Results from Game Farming

portant becanse domes- V2, /70 i - 7 . ‘
tic turkeys aredeci- * & q;,/- :::’"_‘/:j_f- In the first place game birds of many kinds com-
mated by audisease fe w/é;-—-'_‘t‘ mand high prices in city markets. Their eggs are
from which the wllcl. = ~

varichris 78 eagerly sought by breeders. Secondly, if you are

fond of hunting, the birds you raise will provide ex-
cellent sport and food. Or if you prefer, and if you
own large acreage, you may lease the privilege of
hunting over your land. This does not mean that
the sport of hunting, so far as the general public is
concerned, will be restricted. On the contrary it
will be increased; for game raised for sporting pur-
poses cannot be closely confined in any given area.

If you are interested in game farming from any standpoint,
you should write for a booklet which takes up the subject in
a broad way and gives much interesting and valuable informa-
tion regarding it.

The book is called ‘“Game Farming for Profit and Pleas-
ure.”> It is well worth reading. Write for a copy. Use
the coupon below.

the\'\\\
Field

Game Breeding Department, Room 141
ULES POWDER CO,
Wilmington, Delaware
Manufacturers of Explosives; Infallible and *“E.C.*"

Smokeless Shotgun Powders; L. & R. Orange Extra
Black Sporting Powder; Dynamite for farming.

onth
market i [I Game Breeding Department, Room 141
Hercules Powder C v, Wilmingt Del.
Gentlemen s —Please send me a copy of Game Farmin: for Profit and Pleasure. I am interested in game breeding from

the standpoint Of - oo el e S R L I T T T LR
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IRE eats at the very vitals of our economic structure. It has
been estimated that the buildings annually destroyed by fire in
this country would line both sides of a thoroughfare extending from
Chicago to New York. Every week an average of 1,800 building
structures are burned up or partly consumed. The annual fire loss
averages $2.45 per inhabitant. In France, Germany, Switzerland,
Italy, Austria and Denmark, it averages but 33c¢; and the insurance
and fire-fighting cost abroad is a mere fraction of our own.

Why This Great Waste ©  The Small Extra Cost

The enormous fire waste in this country The idea that the cost of reinforced con-
is largely due to the combustibility of our crete construction is excessive, is a popular
buildings. QOut of an estimated total of misconception, which dates back to the
12,000,000 structures, only about 8,000 early days of fireproofing. As a matter of
are fireproof, or onein 1,500. Hence, that fact, in all industrial and commerecial build-
one building must be really fireproof to ings of any size, the extra cost of fireproof
stand the heat of burning fire traps about it.  monolithic concrete construction is incon-
And that means concrete. No other ma- siderable.

terial within the limits of moderate cost can

so easily be moulded, on alarge scale, into ]Less Expensﬁve in .&he Eﬁd
a fire barrier.

DT

D

SANENNANUAN VAU AREAN ARV EAN AN R SN

SRR AR AR

When you consider the hich maintenance
Concrete Under Fire cost, the insurance premiums and the

vermin-and dirt-fighting expense of less
Reinforced concrete buildings have stood durable construction, your concrete build-
fire tests repeatedly and they have stood ingis Cheapest'in the end. The extra ini_tial Z
conflagration tests. In Baltimore and San cost, if any, is returned in economies,
Francisco they alone withstood prolonged which later pay permanent dividends upon
exposure to terrific heat; everything else the investment. Concrete endures.
crumbled. In the Edison fire at Orange, Weather has no effect upon it. It is rat-
N. J., the fire resistance of concrete was and vermin-proof. The satisfaction of
so well proven that all Edison buildings in  knowing that life and property are safe
future will be built of concrete. Instances from fire loss, that business cannot be
almost without number might be cited to  seriously interrupted by fire, that the pro-
prove the incombustibility of concrete, its  perty itself is permanent, clean, light, sani-
fire-stop effectiveness and the protection it tary and modern—is worth more to an
affords to the contents of abuilding exposed  owner than can be figured in dollars and
to fire on all sides. cents.

C A 224-page illustrated book—*‘Factories and
N R E I Warehouses of Concrete’’—uwill be sent free of
charge to prospective builders of factories and ware-

FOR PERMANEN CE houses who will wrile to us on their lellerheads.

O

SN

NN

7
é z
*
PORTLAND CEMENT ASSOCIATION ?
2 111 West Washington Street, Chicago é
2 western Life Buildin, 116 New Montgom Street Commerce Buildin Z
é Beowik Da:lu. '{:efxn? Mine e-:.':an Fr::cis:;y : mKansas City * é
Z
i :

7
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\HE great American eye-opener is an Ivory Soap

bath. A quick massage from head to toe with the

mild, bubbling, copious Ivory lather, a plunge into
clear, cold water, a brisk rub-down and one enjoys that
feeling of exhilarating cleanness which gives mind and
body a running start in the day's work and play.

IVORY SOAP . |%) . = 9947 PURE |

IT FLOATS

Factories at Ivorydale, Obio; Port Ivory, NewYork; Kansar City, Kansas; Hamilton, Canada




ff"’TﬁWa-Q,aality PIANOS
and PLAYER PIANOS

The Kranich & Bach makes its appeal to people
whose musical tastes are above the average—people
who appreciate real tonal beauty—people whose
business intelligence teaches them that cheapness
of price means disappointing weakness of construc-
tion, transitory tonal qualities and false economy
—people who know that only in the substantial,
artistic construction of the Kranich & Bach, can
they get the permanent worth which they seek.
‘Obtainable anywhere—write for catalog

KRANICH & BACH, 235 E. 23d St., New York

Player Grand Piano—supreme in

artistic playing possibilities—the

only player grand piano without

evidence of self-playing mechan-
\ ism when played manually.

$1,250

{F.o.b.N.Y.)

kb bl
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- Consider the Lilies of the Field,
| How They Grow’’

72

N v : :

The life of the lily is but a few
transient hours. The life of man
is “three score yeats and ten.”

But to live his life in its fulness,
man--like the lily —must be nour-_
ished by those same vital elements
which Nature provides for nour-
ishing every living thing; and these
include the valuable mineral phos-
phates’ so often lacking in the .
usual dietary.

Grape-Nuts food is rich in
these wonderful elements. It has
delicious  taste, is made of the
entire nutrition of whole wheat
and barley, and from youth to old
age, builds and rebuilds body and
brain in beautiful harmony with
Nature's perfect plan,

“There’s a Reason” for Grape-Nuts
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