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W H I C H DO YOU L I K E 
BEST IN THIS NUMBER? 

VV E R Y often it is a problem to know what to say next. The adver
tisers who use our advertising section have important sales stories 
to tell you—but how can they best get your serious attention ? 

In their efforts to get the best results they go to the best artists and 
ask them to illustrate their advertisements—they ask men and women 
who are familiar with the product or the business to write the text 
mat ter so tha t it will interest you, and still they are not satisfied. 

We would like to know what you think about the advertising 
pages in this May number. We will be grateful for any suggestions 
tha t you may be generous enough to offer. You will recall tha t we 
offered substantial compensation for the best criticisms of the adver
tising in the April S C R I B N E R . You have the same opportunity with 
this, the May S C R I B N E R . 

After you have studied the advertisements in this May S C R I B N E R 
—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 tha t we receive, we will send you, 
without cost to vou, a 

$54.00 set of the works of Charles Dickens, Tavistock 
Edition. 36 Vols. Bound in Cloth 

For the second and third and fourth best criticisms, we will send a set of 
Booth Tarkington, 6 Vols. $12.00 
F. Hopkinson Smith, 6 Vols. $12.00 
John Fox, Jr., 6 Vols. $12.00 

CAUTION: 1st — In arriving at your choice, consider the small advertisements as well as the large ones. 
2d — Be sure to send in your list of six with your 100-word suggestions. 
3d — Be sure to send in your suggestions before the 15th of May, 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 March Advertising 
Because nine of the criticisms were of high order and worthy of recognition 

six additional awards have been made 

First Award J. LEO C H A P M A N Ottumwa, Iowa Pierce-Arrow $50.00 Set of Rudyard Kipl ing 's Works 
Second Award GILBERT S. PATTILLO Gloucester, Mass. Royal Baking Powder $12.00 Set of John Fox's Works 
Third Award 1<)HN F . BASS, |R. Hoosick, N. Y. Pebeco Tooth Paste $12.00 Set of F . Hopkinson Smith's Works 
Honorable Mention M. W. POOL New York, N. Y. Tiffany & Co. " T h e Crown of Life," by Gordon Arthur Smith 
Honorable Mention C. C. JENCKS Kalkaska, Mich. Pall Mall Cigarettes " N a n of Music Mounta in , " by Frank H. Spearman 
Honorable Mention H E N R Y T. P E R R Y New York. N. Y. Pierce-Arrow " W h y War , " by Frederic C. Howe 
Honorable Mention K. Y. FEHNER Washington, D. C. Liquid Granite . " The Real Man ," by Francis Lynde 
Honorable Mention W. R. W E B S T E R Pine Grove, Cal. Eastman Kodak Co. " The Twisted Skein," by Ralph D. Paine 
Honorable Mention W. H, YOUNT Macon, Mo. Southern Pacific Lines "Colours of War , " by Rober t Crozier L o n g 

NAME CITY BEST ADVERTISEMENT AWARD 

NOTE.—The awards for the three best criticisms of the advertising in the April SCRIBNER 
will be announced in the June SCRIBNER 

A d d r e s s , Service Department 

C H A R L E S S C R I B N E R ' S SONS 
Fifth Avenue at 48th Street, New York 
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TIFFANY & Co. 

JEWELRY AND SILVERWARE 
SUPERIOR IN WORKMANSHIP AND DESIGN 

INTELLIGENT AND CAREFUL 
SERVICE BY MAIL 

FIFTH AVENUE & 37th STREET 

NEW YORK 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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"Standard" 
P l u m b i n g F ix tu re s 

You know this trade-mark through National Periodical Advertising 

The success of a big 
manufacturer depends 
upon the friendliness of 
the public—not neces
sarily friendliness for 
the business, nor for the 
man at the head of it, 
but for the product of 
the business. 
Big business cannot be 
built without big friendli
ness. But friendliness to 
be effective in the promo
tion of a business must be 
positively and constantly 
directed toward the prod
uct of that business. 

Tha t is the reason for trade
marks— to give direction 
and certainty to the friend
liness that has been created 
by a satisfactory trial of the 
product itself. 

If a man buys an axe that 
holds its edge, cuts well, 
fits the hand and balances 
right, he develops a friend

liness for that kind of an 
axe and wants another one 
like it when the first wears 
out. 

W h e n the axe does not bear 
a trade-mark the value of 
the friendliness created by 
the first axe is lost. 

But if the axe is trade-marked that 
manufacturer has a continuous, 
progressive asset in the good-will 
of every purchaser. 

Trade-marks make profits out of 
good-will. 

Conversely, it is not worth while 
for manufacturers to place their 
brands on unworthy goods because 
such goods will not create the 
friendliness which is the basis of 
value in trade-marks. Trade-marks 
on unworthy goods are danger sig
nals to the consumer. 

Tha t is why branded goods are so 
generally the best of their kind. 

Trade-marks and national adver
tising are the two most valuable 
public servants in business to-day. 
Their whole tendency is to raise 
qualities and standardize them, 
while reducing prices and stabiliz
ing them. 

SCRIBNER'S 
MEMBER OF THE QUOIN CLUB 
THE NATIONAL PERIODICAL ASSOCIATION 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

YALE 
The Quality Mark 
on Locks and H a r d w a r e 

You make certain of lasting satisfac
tion in decoration, service and durability; 
you get security and protection at their 
highest—when you insist upon Yale. 

Whether it is locks and hardware for 
your house—or a night latch to support 
a doubtful lock; or for a door closer to 
bring quiet and comfort, or for a sturdy 
padlock for outside locking. 

But insist on seeing the name Yale— 
or you won't get Yale. 

The illustration shows the "Gates
head " design of Yale house hardware. 
It is highly decorative and distinctive. 
We will be glad to give you fuller in
formation about the " Gateshead " de
sign and other standard Yale hard
ware designs. 

For sale by the Hardware Trade 

The Yale & Towne Mfg. Co. 
9 East 40th Street New York 
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"DRYAD" CANE FURNITURE 
SEAMLESS CHENILLE RUGS 

"Dryad" Cane Furniture possesses the grace and dignity, the comfort 
and extraordinary strength, which combine to make it as suitable for 
indoor use as it is ideal for porches and lawns. T h e construction is 
unique—the smooth, even surface of unbleached pulp-cane being skill
fully woven—not tacked—around strong, rigid frames of ash. 

In the above illustration is shown one of our "Chaumont" Seamless 
Chenille Rugs, in a private Chinese border pattern. These splendid Rugs 
are woven in a variety of Oriental and other designs, two-tone effects 
and beautiful Plain Colors. Regular sizes in stock. Special rugs up to 
20 feet wide, made to order. 

Our booklets, " T h e Dryad Book", and "Seamless Chenille Rugs"(the 
latter illustrated in color) mailed upon request. 

W . & J. SLOANE 
Interior Decorators Floor Coverings and Fabrics Furniture Makers 

FIFTH AVENUE AND FORTY-SEVENTH STREET. N E W YORK 
San Francisco, Cal. Washington, D. C. 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 



T H E SERIAL, "BONNIE M A Y " 
[WHAT HAS HAPPENED UP TO THIS NUMBER] 

BBONNIE MAY, the heroine, a child of ten or twelve, 
brought up on the stage, is rescued from a theatre fire by 
Baron, a young journalist, and finds a home in a stately 

old house with his conservative family: the mother, Mrs. Baron, 
a punctilious elderly lady; the young journalist himself, and his 
sister Flora, a sympathetic young woman; the father of the 
family, an ineffective man of distinguished presence. Bonnie 
May is from an unknown world; she upsets every tradition, 
but is a genuine, kindly, frank, and humorously sophisticated 
child. The substantial citizen, Addis, in love with Flora, has 
already appeared—"the Romeo of the cast." There is also a 
playwright, Baggott, who is to have an important part in the 
future of Bonnie May. One of the child's most amusing ad
ventures has been at Sunday-school, which she treats as a new 
kind of "continuous performance." She has just shocked the 
Baron family with her classification of the whole world as 
"mixers and highbrows." 

TTHE story of Mr. Richard Harding 
Davis's life has many of the ele
ments of one of his own fictional 

soldiers of fortune. He has, from the time 
he entered the New York newspaper 
field, when he was taken for a tenderfoot 
by a bunco man, and played the part long 
enough to get a mighty good "story," 
been hunting and finding adventures and 
new experiences. No one has written 
more vividly and brilliantly of his ex
periences as a war correspondent, and he 
has followed wars all over the world, in 
the Turkish-Greek, Spanish-American, 
South African, Russian-Japanese, and in 
the present war. The story of his arrest 
in Mexico made a very entertaining real 
story of exciting adventure. Mr. Davis's 
article in the April number describing his 
experiences "Wi th the Allies in Salon
i k a " has been spoken of in the highest 
terms of praise. The Pittsburg Post 
said " i t was like looking at the scene 
itself." His new book, " With the French 
in France and Salonika," will be wel
comed. 

KKATHARINE FULLERTON GE-
R O U L D , whose dis t inguished 
literary art has given her a fore

most place among the fiction writers of 
the day, is the wife of a Princeton pro
fessor who is also a writer of stories. 
Mrs. Gerould's first story to appear in the 
Magazine, " Vain Oblations," was the 
subject of wide discussion. Other nota
ble stories have been : "On the Stair
case," "Mar t in ' s Hollow," " T h e Tor
toise," " The Wine of Violence." They 
are included in her book, " Vain Obla
tions." The second article by her, giving 
the impressions of her visit to the Hawai
ian Islands, will appear in the June num
ber. " By-ways in Hawai i" recounts vis
its made to various islands, including the 
famous volcano of Kilauea. 

RROBERT HERRICK, the author 
of the story of "The Conscript 
Mother" in this number, whose 

"Master of the Inn," first published in 
the Magazine, has had a large sale in book 
form, is professor of English at the Uni
versity of Chicago. He has written many 
short stories and several novels that have 
met with unusual success. 

MAGAZINE NOTES 

(Continued on page 10.) 7 
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SCRIBNER 
The 

June 

T he finish of the Yale-Harvard Race, 1Q15 

* Rowing at American Universities," by 
LAWRENCE PERRY, who, under the name 
of Fair Play, has become the recognized 
authority on all kinds of college sport. 
Illustrated with a splendid series of drawings of boating 
scenes by H . HOWLAND. An article of lively interest for 
every one who loves the water and the fine exercise of rowing. 

Vivid,Thrilling Scenes of W a r : HERBERT 
WARD'S "War-Time Sketches in France." 
Pictures and text by this noted artist describing his experi
ences at the front with the French Ambulance Corps. 

By CAPTAIN X : "Two Collaborators of 
General Joffre—General de Castelnau and 
General Foch." 
Thei r personalities and fighting qualities. 
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SCRIBNER 
" B y - W a y s in Hawaii," by KATHARINE 
FULLERTON GEROULD. 
T h e great volcano of Kilauea and other famous places. T h e 
real Hawaii as interpreted by this noted writer of short stories. 

President NICHOLAS MURRAY BUTLER'S 
" A Voyage of Discovery." 
Memories of student days in German universities and in 
France . Charming personal impressions of men and man
ners of the 80's. 

The Fiction in this Number: 
Delightful, amusing, lovable "Bonnie May," 
the serial by LOUIS DODGE. 
One of the most charming little girls in fiction. 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

The 

June 

"Hi s Code of Honor," 
by RALPH D. PAINE. 
A boating story. How the little 
Chinese coxswain made good. 

"Afterwards," by FRED 

C. SMALE. 
T h e mystery of the man who came 
back. A story of the world beyond. 

"A Business Proposition," 
by GERALD CHITTENDEN. 
T h e story of a city man and his farm. 

" The Gold-Hunters," by 
CHARLES J. LISLE. 
T h e story of the lust of gold — the 
spirit of the old prospectors. 

In T h e Field of Ar t : An article about the famous Belgian 
painter , Van Rysselberghe, by CHRISTIAN BRINTON. 



TTHE author of "The Struggle for the 
Mediterranean," Frederic C. Howe, 
is Commissioner of Immigration at 

the Port of New York and well known 
as a writer and speaker on social and 
economic subjects. He is the author of 
the recent notable book, "Why War." 

MMARY SYNON, like 
so many other suc-

' cessful writers, be
gan her career as a news
paper woman in Chicago. 
Her stories of the men and 
women who live in the 
camps that follow " the end 
of steel" in the Canadian 
wilderness are the result of 
actual experience. " The 
Boy Who Went Back to 
the Bush," her first SCRIB-
NER story, was one of these. 
I t was published in No
vember, 1910. 

TT H O M A S W A L S H , 
the author of the 
poem "War ," that is 

accompanied by Mr. Cul-
len's striking illustration, was the poet 
of his class at Georgetown University, 
and has been a frequent contributor of 
verse to this magazine. He is the au
thor of a number of volumes. His home 
is in Brooklyn, New York. 

DDUDLEY BURROWS is another 
new name in the Magazine. His 
story, "Mut iny!" appears in this 

number. Mr. Burrows was for years a 
newspaper man, and he has recently been 
associated in an editorial capacity with 
one of the great Californian film pro
ducers. 

worker than acceptance by your very 
good selves." 

N N.C. WYETH, whose fine pictures 
illustrate George T. Marsh's story, 

* is one of the most distinguished 
of the younger contemporary American 

illustrators. He is a fin
ished draftsman, has a fine 
decorative sense in his use 
of color, and the imagina
tion to realize and express 
the scenes and characters 
he depicts so skilfully. 

J J O H N C O R B I N , the 
author of the article 
" T h e G a r d e n of 

Weeds," has been a con
tributor to the Magazine 
on a number of occasions. 
He is a writer of stories and 
a special student of the 
drama, having been the 
dramatic critic of both 
Harper's Weekly and the 
New York Times. He was 
graduated at Harvard and 
spent a year at Oxford. 

THE Road from Potterville," a Cal
ifornia story, is by a California 
author, Charles Caldwell Dobie, 

a new name in the Magazine, a resident 
of San Francisco. He has published 
short stories in several other periodicals. 
He says: " I t is, of course, unnecessary 
for me to assure you that there can be 
nothing more gratifying to a literary 

GGEORGE T. MARSH, whose story 
of "The Quest of Narcisse La-
blanche" shows him evidently fa

miliar with the country and people of the 
Canadian wilderness, is a lawyer living 
in Providence. He is a lover of rugged 
sport and has made a number of long ca
noe journeys in the Hudson Bay country. 

FFEW poets have a larger circle of ad
mirers than Edith M. Thomas. She 
has been a contributor to this and 

other magazines for a number of years, 
and her verse has always been marked 
by exceptional thoughtfulness and finish. 
Her home for years has been on Staten 
Island, across the bay from New York. 

KKATHARINE L E E BATES is a 
professor of English at Wellesley 
College. She is the author of a 

number of volumes of verse, stories, 
books of travel, and has edited many 
standard authors for school use. 

10 

MAGAZINE NOTES 
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TTHERE is a distinctive charm in the interiors of 
all beautiful homes, whatever their costs, due 

to just the right diffusion of light, and shade, and 
air. These factors do not stand up with the artistic 
furnishings and tangible decorations and declare 
their own value. But they are the essence of charm 
in anyreallybeautifulroom. For this simple reason 

WILSON 
Venetian Blinds and Awnings 
have been specified by leading architects in the most nota
ble homes of the country for more than forty years. They 
provide a simple and perfect system for absolute control of 
light and shade and ventilation in any room under all con
ditions. They are permanent, efficient and attractive from 
within and without. They are fast supplanting fabric awn
ings and shades which for any purpose are not to be com
pared with the Wilson products. For porch and piazza, and 
especially sleeping porches, they have no equal. 

Ask your architect, or write for illustrated and descrip
tive booklet. Address nearest office. 

WILSON 
"SOMETHING TOR EVERY BUILDING" 

S tee l R o l l i n g D o o r s f o r F i r e P r o 
t e c t i o n . R o l l i n g W o o d P a r t i t i o n s 
for C h u r c h e s a n d S c h o o l s . H e a v y 
W o o d R o l l i n g D o o r s f o r R o u n d 
H o u s e s . V e n e t i a n B l i n d s a n d A w n 
ings for t h e h o u s e a n d p o r c h . 
S l eep ing P o r c h B l i n d s . H y g i e n i c 
W a r d r o b e s f o r S c h o o l s . S l i d i n g 
S w i n g D o o r s for G a r a g e s . W o o d 
B l o c k F l o o r i n g for A r m o r i e s a n d 
P u b l i c B u i l d i n g s . 

Write for booklet of the product 
you. are interested in. 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

J. G. WILSON CORPORATION 
8 West 40 th Street New York 
Branches in New Orleans, Ameriran Sheet Metal Works anil J. T. Mann & Co.; 
Pittsburgh, H. H. Charles; Denver, Colorado Bldre. Supply Company; Phila
delphia, L. H . Myrick; Seattle, S. W. R. Dally and Galbraith-Bacon & Co. ; 
Spokane, S. W. R. Dally; Chicago, H. B . Dodge & Co . ; Oklahoma City, 
S. H. Hanson; Minneapolis, Johnson-Jackson & Corning Co.; Buffalo, Roper 
Emmons; Montreal, Stinson, Reeb BIdrs. Supply Co.; San Francisco and Los 
Angeles, V. S. Metal Products Co.; Atlanta, J. M. Van Harlingen; Boston, 
E. A. Baker; Norfolk, Va., J. G. Wilson Corp. 
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Life and Gabriella 
The story of a woman who lived life courageously and to the full. " O n e of Miss Glasgow's great novels ." 

-N. Y. Sun. " T h e best selling book in Amer i ca . "—Apr i l Bookman. 32nd Thousand . Net $1.35 

By STANLEY WASHBURN 

Victory in Defeat 
By HELEN R. MARTIN 

Her Husband's Purse 
The Agony of Warsaw and The Russian Retreat . An By the Author of " Mar tha of the Mennonite Coun-

authoritative first-hand account of the Eastern cam- t ry , " etc. 
paign by the correspondent for the London Times. A new novel of the amazing Pennsylvania Dutch told 

Maps, etc. Net $1.00 with genuine humor . Illustrated. Net $1.35 

I Want to See Things—and Do Things—and Live Things! 

Georgiana— 
Jus t a human, lovable, worth-while 

American girl. 
She is old-fashioned enough to be

lieve in home. 
She looks on love as the gleam to 

follow through life. 
She has her dark moments, her 

longings for a larger life than the 
country village has to offer, but her 
will to win happiness out of what is 
at hand is stronger. 

Illustrated in Color. Net $1.25 

G e o r g i a n a W a r n e d o e s " l i v e 
things ! " 

T he far-away outside world breaks 
in upon her and the Great Adventure 
of her life begins. 

A story of love and of work and of 
play under the country sky. 

A " home " tale, true to the highest 
ideals, and as refreshing in its senti
ment as Mrs . Richmond ' s " T he 
Twenty-fourth of J u n e " and " R e d 
Pepper Burns . " 

Just Out. At All Bookstores 

Under the Country Sky 
A COUNTRY STORY BY GRACE S. RICHMOND 

NEW ANIMAL STORIES BY ERNEST THOMPSON SETON 

New Plays in the 

DRAMA LEAGUE 
SERIES 

MY LADY'S DRESS— 
Knoblauch 

THE APOSTLE—Loyson 

HOBSON'S CHOICE— 
Brig-House 

A FALSE SAINT—Curel 
YOUTH—Halbe 

Each, net 75 cents. Bound 
in boards. Send/or Com
plete List 0/Titles. 

WILD ANIMAL WAYS 
Mr. Seton's animal stories need no introduction. 

Since " T h e Biography of a Gr izz ly" and " Wild Ani
mals I Have K n o w n , " hundreds of thousands have 
come to understand the ways of the wild creatures 
and love them as does Mr. Seton himself. These 
tales introduce a host of new four-footed friends. 
There are many characteristic Animal Drawings 
by the Author . Net $/.jO. Beady in May. 

Coaly-Bay, the Outlaw Horse 

Stamboul Nights 
By H. C. DWIGHT 

Notable stories of Turkish life. T he 
New York Tribune comments : " The 
whole book is packed with strange, en
trancing adventure ." 

Frontispiece. Net $1.25 

Caliban 
By PERCY MACKAYE 

T he Shakespeare Masque, the feature 
of the Tercentenary Celebration in New 
York. Suitable for community per
formance. Send for circulars. 
Boards, net jo cents. Cloth, net 

GARDEN CITY DOUBLEDAY, PAGE & COMPANY NEW YORK 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

Did You Read " CROWDS " ? 

" W E " 
By GERALD STANLEY LEE 

(J A Book of Militant Peace. 

Q Advertising war off the face of the globe. 

Q A confession of faith for the American people dur ing and after the war. 

(( A book to cheer you up about human nature. Net $/.jo 

By ELLEN GLASGOW 
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SPRING STORIES TO PLEASE 
FROM THE LIST OF 

DODD, MEAD & COMPANY, Inc. 
Publishers New York 

Mr. and Mrs. Pierce BY CAMERON MACKENZIE 

A GREAT NEW NOVEL OF AMERICAN LIFE 

A brilliant story of the social and financial " games " in New York—the kind of situations 
men and women we all know have to solve—with the sparkle of romance and modern adventure. 

Illustrated. i2mo. S/.JJ net 

The Light That Lies BY G E O R G E B A R R M c C U T C H E O N 

A bright , wit ty c o m e d y of modern Amer ican life with all the bri l l iance of touch and 
d rama t i c power of surprises for which M c C u t c h e o n is famous. Jllus. i2mo. $1.00 net 

Gibby of Clamshell Alley 
BY JASMINE STONE VAN DRESSER 

" Penrod," plus " H u c k l e b e r r y F inn"—and you have 
GIBBY! 

The innermost workings of a little boy's heart, his 
absolute unselfconsciousness, his shrewdness and appealing 
gentleness, are portrayed with unusual insight and sym
pathy. 

Illustrated by William van Dresser. l2mo. $1.35 net 

Twilight BY FRANK DANBY 
A Modern De Quincey in Fiction 

" As new and startling as a sheeted ghost would be in 
Broadway at noon."—N. I". Times. l2mo. S/.JJ net 

Captain Gardiner of the 
International Police 

BY R O B E R T A L L E N 

A dramatic picture of the next great world struggle 
between the East and the West—adventures in aeroplanes, 
in battles, spying in a Chinese temple, plot, intrigue and 
diplomacy. 121110. $1.35 net 

When Carey Came to Town 

Feminism 
BY MR. and MRS. JOHN MARTIN 

An analysis of the whole program 
of Feminism with a reasoned defense 
of the social and economic value of 
woman's services in the home. 

ismo. $1.50 net 

The Second Coming 
BY FREDERIC ARNOLD KUMMER 

and HENRY P. JANES 

A beautiful and poetic fantasy of 
the apparition of Christ in the midst 
of the terrors of the European battle
fields. Small izmo. jo cents net 

G. K. Chesterton: 
A Crit ical S t u d y 
BY JULIUS WEST 

The personality of one of the clever
est English writers and an estimate 
of his work. 

Frontispiece portrait. Svo. $2.00 net 

BY 
E D I T H B A R N A R D D E L A N O 

Author of "Rags," " T h e Land of Content" etc. 

A delightful and romantic comedy of abounding faith in human nature, and of a young girl's 
trust in the protection of a gentleman. 121110. Si.00 net 

Behind the Bolted Door? BY A R T H U R E. M c F A R L A N E 

" A decidedly good detective story—and one of the best that have been published in a long 
time . . . the pace of the narrative never lags . . . an unusually interesting and satisfying 
mystery s tory."—New York Times. Illustrations by Henry Raleigh. i2mo. $1.33 net 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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SOME S C R I B N E R BOOKS 

THE END OF A CHAPTER 
By Shane Leslie 

Mr. Shane Leslie, a brilliant young graduate of Cambridge, with wide and inter
esting connections both in Ireland and England, has written in this book a notable 
contribution to the memoir literature of his generation. The conception, which came 
to him naturally 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 John Leslie, who had known half the famous 
Englishmen of his century, from the Duke of Wellington down; as the nephew of 
Lady Randolph and the cousin of Winston Churchill, and with a wide acquaintance 
among the leaders of his own generation, he has a remarkable store of reminiscence 
and anecdote to draw upon, and has brought a keen and exceptional mind to bear on 

the questions of his time. $1.25 net 

L E T T E R S F R O M A M E R I C A 
By Rupert Brooke 

With an Introduction by Henry James and a Portrait 
Photogravure 

" T h e rapidity, the surety with which these pages progress 
from the immaturity of their beginning to the superb quality 
of their end are the measure of the talent which we have lost. 
. . . The book is full of admirable writing." 

—New York Tribune. 
" 'Le t te rs from America1 make delightful reading from 

beginning to end. . . . Rupert Brooke's point of view is so 
original and so refreshing that wonder is aroused at every 
turn of a page."—Philadelphia North American. 

$1.25 net 

W I L L I A M W O R D S W O R T H 
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 unprinted 
material, furnished by Mr. Gordon Wordsworth, who has 
given Professor Harper access to the manuscripts of Dorothy 
Wordsworth's Journals. To these new sources of informa
tion are added some unpublished letters now in the British 
Museum. 

With illustrations. 2 volumes. 8:0. $6.50 net 

F A T H E R D A M I E N 
AN OPEN LETTER TO THE REVEREND DR. HYDE, 

OF HONOLULU 

By Robert Louis Stevenson 
" T h e present edition in its attractive and convenient 

form will be welcomed eagerly by all lovers of Stevenson." 
—Boston Advertiser. 

Leather, $1.00 net; boards, 50 cents net 

E S T I M A T E S I N A R T 
By 

Frank Jewett Mather, Jr. 

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS 

Professor of Art and Archaeology in Princeton University 

In this volume the author considers those among the 
great painters, historic and contemporary, 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 treatment. Claude, Botticelli, El Greco, Goya, 
Rembrandt, Vermeer, Sorolla, Carriere, Watts , and La Farge 
receive at his hands an interpretation as suggestive and orig
inal as it is sympathetic. Of equal timely interest is a cap
tivating chapter on Far Eastern painting—a subject now es
pecially popular with all who are interested in art. 

Illustrated. £1.50 net 

T H E A D M I N I S T R A T I O N 

O F P R E S I D E N T H A Y E S 
By 

John W. Burgess, Ph.D., LL.D. 
Author of "Reconstruction and the Constitution," etc. 

A masterly and illuminating review by this eminent 
American historian of what he shows to have been the mo
mentous years of General Hayes's administration. The 
author shows not only cogently but eloquently how the 
South was freed and pacified when reconstruction seemed a 
failure, how the country was rescued from the curse of cheap 
money, and how Civil Service Reform was established on a 
firm basis by the patriotic wisdom of a President to whom 
history has not hitherto awarded his just dues of appreciation. 

With portrait. $1.00 net 

F I F T H A V E N U E , N E W Y O R K 
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NAN of M U S I C 
MOUNTAIN 

BY FRANK H. SPEARMAN 

Author of 
Whisperinq Smith 

Illustrated in Color 
BY N.C.WYETH 

The Lorna Doone of 
the West 

$1.35 net 

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS 
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SOME SCRIBNER F I C T I O N 

F A T H E R 
BERNARD'S 
P A R I S H 

By 

FLORENCE 
OLMSTEAD 

Author of 

"A Cloistered Romance" 

New York—not Fifth Avenue, Wall 
Street, or Broadway, but a little melting-
pot community on Columbus Avenue, where 
Irish, Poles, Germans, Italians mingle; this 
is the background of " F a t h e r Bernard's 
Parish." 

The hero is a dashing young Irish express
man; the heroine a fiery Polish waitress who 
works in a German restaurant . The novel 
centres about their love-affair, which is a 
stormy one, complicated by a Sicilian rival. 

The story is characterized by the same 
humor, whimsicality, and sympathy tha t en
deared " A Cloistered Romance" to so many. 

$1.25 net 

THE 
LONG ROAD HOME 

By 
RALPH D. PAINE 

Author of " T h e Wall Between," " T h e Adventures of 
Captain O'Shea," etc. 

A story of the sea, full of stirring adven
ture and intense situations. I t opens with 
the wreck of the Columbian on a P'londa 
reef and the ruin of her navigator 's reputa
tion. This was his first voyage as chief 
officer—and the blow is the more stunning 
because, in the course of the voyage, he has 
let himself fall in 
love with a passen
ger. 

His new start in 
life, his successive 
m i s f o r t u n e s , and 
his final complete 
v i n d i c a t i o n 
t h r o u g h the girl's 
exposure of the real 
culprit, make one 
of the author 's best 
stories. 

Illustrated 
#1-35 net 

RALPH D.PAINLT 

REMATING TIME 
By Jesse Lynch Williams 

Author of "The Married Life of the Frederick Carrolls," etc. 

This inimitable amusing story of the " h a p p y divorce," by which four ut terly mismated 
and quite unhappy persons are interchanged and plunged suddenly into a seventh heaven, is 
one of Mr. Williams's most characteristic stories. I t is full of gentle satire, playfully ridicul
ing the Puritan theory tha t to be good one must be unhappy, and picking out the flaws in the 
institution of marriage as prescribed by contemporary convention. A very modern and quite 
delightful story. 50 cents net 

THE CONSCRIPT MOTHER 
By Robert Herrick 

This beautiful story of the devotion of an Italian mother to her soldier son in the days 
just before and after I taly 's entrance into the war is perhaps the finest bit of short fiction the 
European conflict has produced. Nothing could more perfectly convev the tension of those 
last moments in Rome or picture a more intensely typical instance of an I tal ian mother 's 
sacrifice. <& -a*. s o c(nU nH 

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK 
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THE PORTION OF A C H A M P I O N 

A romance of fifth-century Ireland—of Conal, the chieftain's son, who won 
fame and the hand of the beautiful Etain by feats of arms in bat t le with 
the Gauls, the Huns, and the Roman legions. I t is a thrilling story of 
primitive war and primitive love and a vivid and beautiful picture of the 
life.of the times in Ireland. $1-35 net 

THE SYMPHONY PLAY, by JENNETTE LEE 
As the movements of a sonata form a symphony, so "Billy Boy," " T h e 
Mother , " " T h e Brother," and " T h e Lady with Wings"—the four one-act 
plays of this volume—form a perfect whole and are, as the author explains, 
" re la ted in color and tone and progressive meaning." They are beautiful 
bits of fantasy and of life. $1.00 net 

T H E STORIES OF H. C. BUNNER 
In response to a noticeably active revival of interest in the work of H. C. 
Bunner, one of the best of all American story-tellers, this new and convenient 
edition is issued in two volumes. One volume including the two beautiful 
longer stories of New York, " T h e M i d g e " and " T h e Story of a New York 
House ," with what one of his critics has called " t h e ripest of his books," 
"Je rsey Street and Jersey Lane , " and the other the two groups of stories 
originally published under the titles " L o v e in Old Cloa thes" and "Zadoc 
Pine ." F I R S T S E R I E S , S E C O N D SERIES , sold separately, each £1.25 net 

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

by Francis o Sullivan tighe 



18 SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 

SOME SCRIBNER BOOKS 
RICHARD HARDING DAVIS 
has written the thrilling record of his second war trip in 

WITH THE FRENCH 
IN FRANCE AND SALONIKA 

In writing this record of his second trip to the front, Mr. Davis was greatly assisted by the impression 
made upon the French authorities and officers by his last book, "With the Allies." Because of this im
pression he was accorded most unusual facilities for seeing the fighting, living among the soldiers, and 
passing freely through the lines. He gives most graphic accounts of the bombardment and destruction of 
Arras, of the mud trenches of Artois and the zigzag chalk trenches of Champagne, of the fighting in 
Argonne, of the retreat of the Allies in Serbia, of the landing of reinforcements at Salonika, and countless 
other events and aspects of the war in the winter of 1915—16. It is" all told with startling vividness, giving 
impressions made on all the senses by every detail of his remarkable experiences. Illus. $1.00 net 

ANTWERP TO GALLIPOLI 
A YEAR O F W A R ON MANY 

FRONTS AND B E H I N D T H E M 

By Arthur Ruhl 
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 Government; in Berlin; in the German 
prison-camps with the English prisoners; in the trenches at 
La Bassee; with the Turks in Constantinople and Gallipoli; 
in the hospitals at Budapest; with the Austrians at Ivangorod 
and Brest-Litovsk; and in Bulgaria—these are some of the 
extraordinary experiences which make Mr. Ruhl capable of 
writing a book so varied, so vivid, and so clear in its under
standing of differing opinions. 

Illustrated. $1.50 net 

FIGHTING FRANCE 
D U N K E R Q U E TO B E L F O R T 

By Edith Wharton 
"Like sunlight outside a stained-glass window, Mrs. 

Wharton's absorbing book illuminates for her countrymen 
the figure of France at war. I t is a book to be thankful for, 
a book that no one can afford to miss who wants to under
stand the full significance of the part that France is taking 
in the conflict."—Bookman. 

Illustrated. $1.00 net 

WHY WAR 
By Frederic C. Howe 

Dr. Howe approaches this question with a profound 
knowledge of American and European politics and an in
timate knowledge of the secret and invisible forces that lie 
back of the outward manifestations of government. He finds 
the cause of the wars, that have been almost continuous 
since the opening of the present century, in the world-wide 
expansion of financial interests, overseas investors, concession 
seekers, and war-munition makers, which have become so 
indissolubly merged with the governments' of Europe tha t a 
conflict of these interests is in effect a conflict of the powers. 

$1.50 net 

VIVE LA FRANCE! 
By E. Alexander Powell 

Independent says: 

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

New York Tribune: 

"Hi s new volume is even more readable than was his 
first." 

Illustrated. jSi.oo net 

T H E WAR IN EASTERN EUROPE 
DESCRIBED BY J O H N R E E D AND PICTURED BY B O A R D M A N R O B I N S O N 

This is an account of the important operations and aspects of the war by the young correspondent 
whose war correspondence from Mexico and Europe brought him so rapidly into fame, illustrated by the 
amazingly effective sketches of Boardman Robinson, the celebrated cartoonist and artist. The' two 
travelled together through the belligerent countries and along the battle fronts on both sides of the lines, 
and succeeded in viewing many of the most interesting and unfamiliar incidents and episodes—such as 
The Great Russian Retreat, Serbia Devastated by Typhus, The Bulgarian Mobilization, The Serbian Battle 
Line —and in describing them by text and /st^. ^ ^ picture with extraordinary color. $2.00 ?iet 

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK 
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By T H E O D O R E 
ROOSEVELT 

A BOOK-LOVER'S 
HOLIDAYS IN THE OPEN 

"Th i s is a fascinating book. . . . 
Colonel Roosevelt talks—for this is the 
vivid impression made by the printed 
word—of game and the hunt, of the life 
of the wilderness, of primitive peoples 
and their ways, of folk-lore and super
stitions. And here and there he gives us 
those charming pen-pictures which prove 
him to be not only a close observer with 
an eye for beauty, but a true lover of 
nature as well."—New York Tribune. 

" A n ideal vacationist 's book." 
—New York Sun. 

Illustrated. #2.00 net 

THE MEANING OF PERSONAL LIFE 
By Newman Smyth 

Author of "Modern Belief in Immortality," etc. 

This vital book pursues the quest of personality and its relation to the universe 
—not through vague metaphysics or appeal to religious intuition, but by careful in
vestigation into the scientific facts at our disposal. Thus Dr. Smyth traces the 
consciousness, forces, and development of personality—a most fascinating analysis 
done in the simplest and most readable language. #2.00 net 

THE 
MOUNTAIN 

By John C. Van Dyke 

Professor Van Dyke continues his ad
mirable series on nature in this fit suc
cessor to " T h e Deser t" and "The Opal 
Sea." I t contains chapters on all the 
various aspects of the general subject, 
both scientific and aesthetic, as is the 
author's wont—and peculiar distinction. 
Nowhere is his explanation of natural 
phenomena 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 

ESTIMATES IN 
ART 

By Frank Jewett Mather, Jr. 
Professor of Art and Archaeology in 

Princeton University 

In this volume the author considers 
those among the great painters, historic 
and contemporary, in whose work and 
personality for various reasons most in
terest is taken at the present time. The 
book is, therefore, as timely in subject 
as it is ripe in treatment. Claude, 
Botticelli, El Greco, Goya, Rembrandt, 
Vermeer, Sorolla, Carriere, Watts , and 
La Farge receive at his hands an inter
pretation as suggestive and original as 
it is sympathetic. 

Illustrated. $1.50 net 

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS 

WIND AND 
W E A T H E R 

By 

L. H. Bailey 
Author of "The Holy E a r t h " 

This is a collection of poems of widely 
various forms and moods, but so unified 
as finally to give a single strong impres
sion by the fact that their common in
spiration is a vital sense of man's in
timate spiritual—and material—relation 
to nature;—an inspiration derived from 
a powerful love and comprehension of 
the earth. 

jSi.oo net 

FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK 
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SOME SCRIBNER IMPORTATIONS 

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 distinguished Swedish 
publicist—a veteran of over seventy, an individualist of the present type, a radical 
of the school of 1848, and a pronounced disciple of Comte. $2.50 net 
"One of the fairest and most adequate accounts of the historical origins of the war."—London Sunday Times. 

THE PAGEANT 
OF DICKENS 

By W. Walter Crotch 
Author of "Charles Dickens, Social 

Reformer" 

A novel review and characteriza
tion of Dickens's characters by 
groups, including the children, the 
actors, the queer tradesmen, the 
criminals, the lawyers, the eccen
trics, the sportsmen, the parsons, 
the hypocrites, the humbugs, etc. 

With frontispiece portrait. $2.25 net. 

A SHORT HISTORY 
OF ENGLISH 
RURAL LIFE 

FROM THE SAXON INVASION TO THE 
PRESENT DAY 

By Montague Fordham 
A very thorough study of the 

conditions of country life In Eng
land by one who knows them ex
haustively and has written a well-
planned handbook full of valuable information for students 
and all interested in English country life. 

$1.00 net 

CONSCIENCE AND CHRIST 
By Rev. Hastings D. Rashdall 

A brief and suggestive rather than exhaustive study of the 
ethical teachings of Jesus. 

jSi.50 net 

T H E 
M Y S T E R I E S 

OF L I F E 
By 

Stanley de Brath 
Member Association Public School Science 

Masters 

A practical treatment of ques
tions put by young, 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." The religious 
handling is broadly Christian 
though not identified with any 
particular school of thought. 

$1.50 net 

THE TROPICS 
By 

C. R.Enock, F.R.G.S. 
Author of "The Great Pacific Coast," 
"The Andes and the Amazon," etc. 

The purpose of this work is to 
treat as a whole of those widely 
scattered lands known as the Tropics. 
I t is believed tha t it will fill 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 is 
not merely observatory but is con
structive. The work appeals spe
cially to all interested in topography, 
native races, and natural resources 
and economic development. 

$4.50 net 

A FRENCHMAN'S 
THOUGHTS ON 

THE WAR 
By Paul Sabatier 

Author of "The Life of St. Francis of Assisi" 

M. Sabatier first shows how the French people have re
garded the French entente with Britain and the entry of 
Italy into the war; he deals also with the spiritual revolution 
which the war has caused in France, with the at t i tude of the 
school-teachers and the churches, and with the question of 
Alsace, showing how the Alsacians have been faithful to 
France, and finally discusses the bearing of the war on the 
future of civilization. 

ROBERT ADAM AND HIS BROTHERS 
THEIR LIVES, WORK AND INFLUENCE ON ARCHITECTURE, DECORATION AND FURNITURE 

By J o h n Swarb r i ck 

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 architects, whose 
influence on decorative art has been so ^ ^ «^,. important and far-reaching. $16.80 net 

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 



SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 21 

O U T 

DOOR 

BOOKS 

GAR -

D E N 

BOOKS 

OUR EARLY WILD FLOWERS 
By H A R R I E T L. KEELER 

Author of " Our Garden Flowers," " Our Nat ive Trees ," etc. 

" A b o o n t o a n y a m a t e u r b o t a n i s t . " — N e w York Evening Mail. 

" W i t h M i s s K e e l e r ' s l i t t l e b o o k , w h i c h is g e n e r o u s l y i l l u s t r a t e d , in his p o c k e t , t h e n a t u r e 
l ove r is wel l a r m e d t o a p p r a i s e t h e floral c h a r m s of s p r i n g . " — B o s t o n Herald. 

" N o t h i n g is l a c k i n g t o e n a b l e t h e r e a d e r t o iden t i fy a n y s p r i n g flower he m a y d i s c o v e r . " 
— B o s t o n Advertiser. 

With illustrations in color, half-tones, and drawings 
F i t s t h e p o c k e t . Cloth, # 1 . 0 0 net; Leather, $1 .25 net 

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 t ime, 
when the ar t of gardening has 
at ta ined its t rue place in our 
scheme of living." 

—New York Tribune. 

With more than 170 photographs 
and 16 full-page color reproduc

tions. $5.00 net 

CONTINUOUS 
BLOOM 

IN AMERICA 
By Louise Shelton 

" A charming, scholarly, lav
ishly illustrated manual of 
'where, when, what to plant, 
with other gardening sugges
tions. ' I t is redolent of open-
air glee and stimulation, balanced 
by well-tried knowledge." 

—Chicago Herald. 

Profusely illustrated 

$2.00 net 

THE WELL-
CONSIDERED 

GARDEN 
By Mrs. Francis King 
President Women's National Agri

cultural and Horticultural 
Association 

Preface by G E R T R U D E J E K Y L L 

" T o the whole race of flower-
gardeners, this book, with its 
fifty illuminating photographs, 
will bring boundless pleasure 
and its s tudy will yield rich re
turn ."—New York Evening Sun. 

Profusely illustrated. $2.00 net 

BASEBALL 
I N D I V I D U A L PLAY AND T E A M PLAY IN DETAIL 

By W. J. Clarke 
Head Coach Princeton 'Varsity Baseball Team 

and 

Fredrick T. Dawson 
Captain Princeton Baseball Team, 1911 

C O N N I E M A C K says: " I t is one of the most 
complete books of the kind t h a t has ever been 
published, and m y advice would be tha t any 
player who is taking up baseball should not be 
without this book." 

Illustrated. J1.00 net 

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS 

ATHLETIC TRAINING 
By 

Michael C. Murphy 
E d i t e d b y E D W A R D R . B U S H N E L L 

W i t h an I n t r o d u c t i o n b y R . T A I T M C K E N Z I E 

Professor of Physical Education, University of 
Pennsylvania 

" N o athlete will quite dare to begin his prepa
ration for a race without a thorough knowledge 
of what Michael C. M u r p h y advises." 

—Boston Herald. 

With 32 illustrations. $1.00 net 

FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK 
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1616 - WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE - 1916 

WILLIAM SHAKSPERE 
By BARRETT WENDELL, Professor of English at Harvard 
University. 
A discussion of Shakspere's life, his plays and poems In 

detail, and the condition of literature and the theatre in Eng
land in his time. $1-75 net 

SHAKESPEARE'S PORTRAYAL OF 
THE MORAL LIFE 

By FRANK CHAPMAN SHARP, Professor of Philosophy in 
the University of Wisconsin. 
A study of the ethics of Shakespeare's plays and of mo

tives, conscience, freedom of the will, virtue, etc. #1.25 net 

STUDY OF SHAKESPEARE 
By A. C. SWINBURNE. 

A study of Shakespeare's works by periods. First Period, 
Lyric and Fantastic; Second Period, Comic and 
Historic; Third Period, Tragic and Romantic. 

Cr. 8vo. $3.00 net 

INTRODUCTION TO 
SHAKESPEARE 

By EDWARD DOWDEN, Professor of 
English in Trinity College, Dublin. 
An account of Shakespeare's life 

at Stratford and in London, the poet
ical creations of his intellect and im
agination, and the influence of Shake
speare's work on the national mind. 

i6mo. 75 cents net 

COMPLETE WORKS 
Caxton Series. 3 vols., iCmo, limp lambskin. $3.75 net 

WORKS 
Edited with notes by HENRY IRVING and FRANK A. 
MARSHALL. With numerous illustrations by GORDON 
BROWNE. 8 vols. $24.00 net 

THE TEXT OF SHAKESPEARE 
Its historv from the publication of the Quartos and Folios 

down to and including the publication of the editions of Pope 
and Theobald. $2.00 net 

THE COMPLETE CONCORDANCE TO 
SHAKESPEARE 

By MARY COWDEN CLARKE. 
New and revised edition. 8ro. $6.00 net 

SHAKSPERE AS A 
PLAYWRIGHT 

By BRANDER MATTHEWS. 

New and cheaper edition. 
Illustrated. $2.00 net 

SHAKESPEARE AS A DRA-
MATIC ARTIST 

W I T H AN ACCOUNT OV H I S REPUTATION AT 
VARIOUS PERIODS. 
By T. R. LOUNSBURY, Litt .D., LL.D., Professor of Eng
lish in Yale University. 
"As sane as it is scholarly, as sincere as it is acute." 

8vo. $2.00 net —Grander Matthews, 

SHAKESPEARE 
AND THE MODERN STAGE 

By SIDNEY L E E . 
A collection of essays from the hand of one of the first 

living authorities on Shakespearian text. Svo. $2.00 net 

SHAKESPEARE'S PREDECESSORS IN 
THE ENGLISH DRAMA 

SHAKESPEARE'S 
COMMENTARIES 

By D R . G. G. GERVINUS, Professor at 
Heidelberg. Translated by F . E. BUN-
NETT. Fifth Edition. Svo. $5.00 net 

SOME OF SHAKE
SPEARE'S FEMALE 
CHARACTERS 
By H E L E N A FAUCIT (Lady Martin). 

Illustrated. $3.00 Special net 

SHAKESPEARE 
VOLTAIRE 

AND 

By JOHN ADDINCTON SYMONDS. 

New and cheaper edition. Cr. Svo. $2.00 net 

By T . R . LOUNSBURY, Li t t .D. , LL.D., 
Professor of English in Yale University. 

" I t presents for the first time a com
plete study of the relations held by Vol

taire to Shakespeare, of the latter 's influ-
ence upon the great Frenchman, of the 

literary war waged on the continent, and of 
the answering antagonism which naturally man

ifested itself toward Voltaire in England." 

8ro. $2.00 net —Boston Transcript. 

HISTORICAL TALES FROM 
SHAKESPEARE 

By ARTHUR T . QUILLER-COUCH. izmo. $1.35 net 

LAMB'S TALES FROM SHAKESPEARE 
With 12 colored plates by N . M. P R I C E . 
New and cheaper edition. 8ro. $1.50 net 

SHAKESPEARE AND HIS PREDE
CESSORS IN THE ENGLISH DRAMA 

By F. L. BOAS, Balliol College, Oxford. l2mo. $1.50 net 

WILL SHAKESPEARE'S LITTLE LAD 
By I M O G E N C L A R K 

With illustrations and cover design by R. B. BIRCH. 

" The story is one that the young folks who are beginning to become acquainted with the poet will 
read with pleasure and profit, and children of larger growth will enjoy it as well."—W. J. ROLFE. 

$1.35 net 

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 



INDIVIDUALITY AS T H E COMMON 
D E N O M I N A T O R 

Winifred Edgerton Merrill 

THE private school exists for 
those born to positions of eco
nomic freedom, who, living ab 
initio without the strain of ma
terial anxieties, are, by so much, 
the freer subjects for the genesis 

of mental force. Existing, as it obviously 
does, for the benefit of this class, the private 
school suffers a degree of obloquy, and is 
straightway accused of being snobbish, of be
ing limited in its contacts, of being futile in 
its results—in short, of being a kind of forcing 
house for the children of the rich. Nothing 
more absurd could be argued. I t is a training 
school to bring out in every way individual 
points, to uncover individual talents, to arouse 
individual ambitions, to form individual hab
its, so that energy may be conserved and the 
pupil may use his splendid young force with
out unnecessary waste. I t can achieve the 
complete retention of individuality through all 
the developing processes of body, mind, and 
spirit. 

The conscious attitude of the private school 
toward the freedom of the individual is con
stant recognition of the vital truth that free
dom within limits is the only true freedom. 
Manifestly, it is desirable for a school to con
trol during the plastic and formative years the 
perceptions and images which furnish a child's 
mind, and the private school, with its exclu
sions and inclusions, can control the storing of 
those images. 

When the imagination grows and becomes 
active through a series of pictures whose trend 
is constructive, economical mental habits are 
formed and a set of mind initiated, with the 
result that undesirable tendencies derived 
from heredity or environment are displaced. 
Certainly, the object of all intelligent educa
tion, the thing to be set clearly before instruct
ors for them to hold in undeviating faithful
ness in dealing with the child, is that he must 
be taught to hold his attention upon those 
images which it is desirable should dominate 
him mentally, and to divert his attention from 
the images involved in temptation, failure, 
destruction. 

Although the private school is necessarily 
conditioned upon class distinction, its type 
contacts are universal. Again and again we 
hear a man say: " I am going to send my boy 
to the public school; I want him to be demo
cratic, to see the average boy as he is." To 
assert that one finds a less universal experience 
in the private than in the public school is to 
assert that the human material from which the 
children of the rich are made is cut from a dif
ferent roll of goods from that which gives sub
stance to the progeny of those without bank 
deposits. Such a conclusion flies in the face of 
religious teaching, of socialistic teaching, and 
is opposed to natural experience and convic
tion. 

Democracy is a principle, not necessarily a 
life, and can best be demonstrated when the 
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conditions are such as to give the biggest play 
to the individuality. The truest democracy is 
born of the association of trained minds acting 
along the lines of the absolutely normal, and 
the ultimate of individuality is its goal. 

The use of power is as much a characteristic 
of a good teacher as it is the characteristic of a 
good business man. The old type of the shriv
elled and colorless school-teacher has passed, 
and in its passing education has reacted to a 
type antipodal to pathos. Private schools 
recognize the fact that a school must be an or
ganized business, and that it is one of the con
trolling influences in this country where fami
lies do not always exist as unities. 

The one who works over into practical 
shape any raw product should, and, in general, 
does, reap material benefits. Men of force, of 
ingenuity, have a high sense of mission, but 

RlVERDALE COUNTRY SCHOOL 
Intimate 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. 

THE DEVERELL SCHOOL 
9 Rue de Chaillot, Paris. (Adjoining American Embassy.) Dur
ing the war, 57 East 74th Street, New York City. A French 
school for girls. Parisian French teachers. 

Miss Frances E. Deverell, Principal. 

MRS. HELEN M. SCOVILLE'S SCHOOL FOR GlRLS 
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. Dancing, Riding, and 
Swimming. 2042 Fifth Avenue, New York City. 

THE HOLBROOK SCHOOL FOR BOYS 
500 ft. elevation, commanding a 40-mile view of the Hudson. 
30 miles from New York. Complete equipment. All sports. 
College preparatory. Character references required. Catalogue 
on request. Ossining-on-Hudson, New York. 

T H E G A R D N E R S C H O O L 
(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 5th Avenue, New York City. 

BRANTWOOD HALL 
Named after John Ruskin's Home. Country School for Girls; 
28 minutes from New York City. Preparatory, General and 
Special Courses. Certificate privileges. Music, Art, Domestic 
Science. Schoolhouse, Gymnasium with Swimming Pool, Separate 
houses for Upper and Lower Schools. Athletic Field, Horseback 
riding, all outdoor winter sports. 10th year. 

Lawrence Park, Bronxville, New York. Tel. 116. 

they demand adequate recognition from the 
world. I t is their proper attitude. I t should 
be equally true of the educators, whose raw 
products are human beings, if they are to main
tain the personal force necessary to handle the 
ruling classes in the making. They must have 
more than a living wage. They can hardly be 
paid an honorarium sufficient to reimburse 
them for the expenditure of force involved 
in discharging the supreme responsibility of 
moulding a human being, of guarding without 
remission the doors which give entrance to 
life, and of finally opening them for the egress 
of individuals potentially ready to submerge 
their individuality at the community call and 
for the community welfare. Education giving 
these utile results is education raised to the 
highest power of efficiency. It should be found 
in the private school. 

ELINOR COMSTOCK M U S I C SCHOOL 
(Endorsed by L E S C H E T I Z K Y , PADEREW SKI , GABRILOWITSCH. 
GOODSON.) A school with a name and a reputation. An exclusive home 
where a limited number of girls, duly chaperoned, may secure a thorough 
musical education and enjoy the privilege of associating with the world's 
foremost artists. Delightful location one block from Fifth Avenue and 
Central Hark. Piano taught by certified pupils of I-eschetizky. French 
spoken in the house. Courses in Harmony, Li terature, Classic Dancing. 
Also Riding, and outdoor sports if desired. 

Miss Elinor Comstock, Principal, 41 East 80th St., New York City. 

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

Miss C . E. M A S O N ' S S U B U R B A N S C H O O L 
FOR G I R L S 

Only 40 minutes from New York City. Upper School for girls 13 to 25; 
I-ower School for girls 7 to 13. All depar tments , inc luding vocational. 
Certificate admits to leading colleges. For circular address Miss C. E. 
Mason, L.L.M., L,ock Box 707, " T h e Cast le ," Tarrytown-on-Hudson. 
New York. 

T H E S E M P L E S C H O O L FOR G I R L S 
A city school with country advantages (opposite Central Park). 
Resident and Day Pupils. College preparatory. Special and 
finishing courses. Languages. Music, Art, Lectures, Social life. 
Tennis, Riding, etc. Mrs. T. Darrington Semple, 24I Central 
Park West, New York City. 

M I S S L O U I S E F. W l C K H A M 
Will reopen her Home School Oct. sth. Girls received who 
wish to study Art, Music, Languages, etc. Twentv-fourth year. 
338 Lexington Avenue, New York, N . Y. 

H O M E S C H O O L FOR G I R L S 
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 
city provided for. (6th year.) Address Miss Macintyre or Mile. 
Talguen, 320 West 107th St. (Riverside Drive), New York City. 

New York City and Vicinity 
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Miss Bangs and Miss Whiton, 1890-1916 
The Only Country School for Girls in New York City 

Boarding and Day School. Spacious recreation 
grounds, wooded park, tennis courts. All the 
outdoor advantages of the country with full en
joyment of the cultural influences of New York 
City and ready accessibility to its museums, libra
ries, concerts,etc. Small enough'to be a real home, 
large enough to be a "Real School." Strong 
Music Department. Special courses in dancing, 
elocution, art and household management. 
Pupils enter college upon its own certificate. 

Riverdale Avenue near 252nd Street, West, New York City 

New York State 
PEEKSK1LL MILITARY ACADEMY 

84th year. College Preparatory and Business 

Courses. Separate Junior School (ages 0-13). 

Peekskill-on-the-Hudson, New York. 

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

WALLCOURT 
Miss Goldsmith's School for Girls. College preparatory, general, 
special and graduate courses. Certificate privileges. Home eco
nomics. Swimming, tennis, hockey, folk dancing. Track work 
under athletic director. Address the Principal, 

Mrs. Anna Goldsmith Taylor, A.B., Aurora-on-Cayuga, N. Y. 

T H E M A N L I U S S C H O O L S 
Beautiful country location. ST. JOHN'S SCHOOL-College and Business 
Preparatory. Beneficial Military Training. For twelve years ranked by 
V. S. Gov't as "Honor School," the supreme honor granted. VERBECK 
HALL—Separate school for boys from 8 to 14. Catalogues. Address 

Win, Verbeck, President, Box G, Manlius, New York. 

C A S C A D I L L A S C H O O L FOR B O Y S 
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. 

Emma Willard School 
For Gir ls 

On the hills 400 ft. above the city of Troy. Four beautiful new, fire
proof buildings, the gift of Mrs. Russell Sage. Campus 30 acres. 
Tennis courts, hockey, basketball. Gymnasium, with swimming 
pool, bowling alleys. Resident nurse. A broad variety of work, 
including college preparation and courses for girls not going to 
college. Special advantages in Music and Art. Practical courses 
in Domestic Science. Certificate admits to Wellesley, Smith, 

Vassar and Mt. Holyoke Colleges. 

f Illustrated catalogue on request. 

Miss ELIZA KELLAS.Ph.B. , Principal. 
Troy. N. Y. _ w 

RYE S E M I N A R Y 
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. 

OAKSMERE 
A country, boarding and day school for girls, on 
Long Island Sound, one hour from New York. 
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KNOX SCHOOL 

for GIRLS for/ner/y at'BH&rcCiff'Manor 
wkNowat TarryUMnonliuOsw 
' i T fortyMinutes from/Jew York 

cover every requirement. Special training 
in advanced English, literature, art, his

tory and the languages. Thorough training in deportment. 
An especially strong course in diction, each student trained to 
spedk English distinctly and fluently. 

A separate house for young girls, House Mother in charge, 
a strong feature. 

Private bathing beach, rowing crew, unusual boating ad
vantages. Extensive grounds equipped for all outdoor sports. 

Illustrated booklet and school paper on request. 

Mrs. Winifred Edgerton Merrill 
O A K S M E R E 

Orienta Point, Mamaroneck, N. Y. 

Courses 

Catalogue and views, address 

Mrs. E.Russel l Houghton. Principal 
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Mrs. Dow's School for Girls 
For c i r cu l a r a d d r e s s 

Mrs. Mary E.Dow, Principal, 
Br ia rc l i f f Manor, N Y 

EASTMAN SCHOOL OF B U S I N E S S 
For nearly sixty years the leader. Thoro training in every business pursuit . 
Actual practice in required duties. Accounting, bank ing , 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, Dox 619, Poughkeepsie, N. Y. 

ST. J O H N ' S SCHOOL 
For Manly Boys. Special opportunities for quick college preparation. Mili
tary drill. Parental discipline. Gymnasium, swimming pool. Athletic 
field. 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. 

ST. PAUL'S SCHOOL 
Healthfully located in beautiful Garden City, T.ong Island, 18 miles from 
New York. Buildings completely equipped. Gymnasium, swimming pool, 
fine athletic fields. Prepares for any College or scientific school. Competent 
master at the head of each depar tment . A L O W E R S C H O O L F O R Y O U N G E R 
BOYS. For information and Catalog address 

Walter R. Marsh, Headmaster , 165 Stewart Ave., Garden City, N. Y. 

Skidmore School of Arts 
A College for the Vocational and Professional t raining of young 
women, located in America 's leading health resort. 

Six Depar tments : 

Domestic Science and Art; Music: Fine Arts : Physiral 
Education and Oral Expression ; Secretarial; Trades 

Four dormitories accommodate over two hundred s tudents . Out
door sports. N'on-sectarian. Diploma commands Teacher 's or 
Supervisor's certificate in New York and other states. Catalog 
on request. Winter and Summer Sessions. 

C H A R L E S H . K E Y E S , P H . D . , P R E S I D E N T 

SARATOGA SPRINGS, NEW YORK 

R u s s e l l S a g e C o l l e g e 
o f P r a c t i c a l A r t s 

F o u n d e d b y M r s . R u s s e l l S a g e i n c o n n e c t i o n 
w i t h E m m a W i l l a r d S c h o o l . 

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 Arts, Troy, New York 

MOUNT PLEASANT ACADEMY 
Founded 1814. Oldest Military School in the country except 
West Point. Separate school for young boys. Summer camp in 
the Bcrkshires under Mr. Brusie's personal charge. Address 

The Principal, P . 0- Box 508, Ossining-on-Hudson, New York. 

D R E W S E M I N A R Y FOR Y O U N G W O M E N 
Beautifully located, 49 miles from New York City. 600 feet ele
vation, commands view of Lake Gleneida and Fisbkill 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 6 r i , Carmel, New York. 

THE M I S S E S 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. 

O S S I N I N G SCHOOL FOR G l R L S 
Suburban to New York. Preparatory, Vocational, Art, Music, and Home 
Making Courses. Gardening and Horticulture. 49th year. Modern build
ings in a ten-acre park. Separate house /or younger girls. Year Book 
on request . Clara C. Fuller, Principal, Martha J . Naramore, Associate 
principal. Box 105, Ossining-on-Hudson, N. Y. 

T H E PURPOSE OF T H E S C H O O L A N D 
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, 
599 Fifth Avenue, New York City. 

NEW YORK MILITARY ACADEMY 
INFANTRY 
CAVALRY 

C o r n w a l l - o n - H u d s o n , N. Y . 
CADET BAND 

(Specia l R a t e s to good Music ians) 
For catalogue write to the Registrar 

M O D E R A T E E X P E N S E S 
F I R E P R O O F B U I L D I N G S 

The Best Military Preparatory School in the United States 

Massachusetts 

DEAN ACADEMY 
Young men and young women find here a home-like atmosphere, 
thorough and efficient training in every department of a broad 
culture, a loyal and helpful school spirit. Liberal endowment 
permits liberal terms, $3oo-$35o per year. Special Course in 
Domestic Science. For catalogue and information address 

Arthur \V. Peirce, Lit t .D. , Principal, Franklin, Mass. 

M I S S C H U R C H ' S SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 
College Preparatory and [General Courses. Advanced work for 
older girls. Domestic Science. 

Schoolhouse, 6 Gloucester Street ) „ 
Residence, 401 Beacon Street ( Boston, Mass. 
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Massachusetts ( Continued) 

We send students to Vassar, Wellesley, Smith, 
M t . Holyoke, Univs. of Mich., Ill., Cal., Minn., 
and other colleges on certificate. M a n y g i r l s , 
h o w e v e r , a f t e r l eav ing h i g h s c h o o l , d o n o t 
w i s h t o go t o co l lege . But often they desire 
a d v a n c e d work in a new environment with com
petent instructors, and to select studies best meet
ing their tastes and interests. 

W e offer j u s t t h e s e o p p o r t u n i t i e s . Students 
take English or Literature, but the course other
wise is e l ec t ive . All subjects count for diploma. 

G r a d u a t i o n from high school not necessary 
for entrance. No examination required. 

Special work in voice, piano, violin, cello, harp and pipe 
organ, with e m i n e n t Boston masters. 

A finely equipped school. New building (6 in all) with 
new pipe o r g a n ; gymnasium and swimming pool. 

All ou tdoo r spor t s . All the opportunities of Boston 
in Music, Art and historical associations are freely used. 
Domestic Science, Art, Elocution. 

A girl, after leaving g r a m m a r school, can begin her 
studies at Mount Ida and continue them until she has an 
education equivalent to two years in College, taking 
through her whole course an elective p r o g r a m . 

There are some rooms with hot and cold water. Students 
for 1916-17 are being accepted in the order of their applications. 

(riSffi&SStttXffi. 88 SUMMIT ST., NEWTON, Mass. 

i 
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Mount 
Ida 

School 
6 miles from 

Boston 

Send for New Year Book 

F O R G I R L S 

M i s s M C C L I N T O C K ' S S C H O O L F O R G I R L S 

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

T H E MARY A. B U R N H A M SCHOOL FOR GlRLS 
Established by Miss Burnham in 1877. Situated opposite Smith 
College campus. College preparatory course with certificate admit
ting to Smith, Wellesley and Vassar. Special courses with diploma. 
Domestic science, new gymnasium, supervised athletics. Out-of-
door tennis and basket ball. Correspondence should be addressed to 

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

C H A U N C Y HALL S C H O O L 
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. 

M i s s C A P E N ' S S C H O O L FOR G I R L S 
For many years known as " T h e Burnham School." 
40th year opens September, I Q I 6 . 
Correspondence should be addressed to 

Miss B. T . Capen, Principal, Northampton, Mass. 

TENACRE 
A Country School for Young Girls 

From Ten to Fourteen Years of Age 

PP R E P A R A T O R Y to Dana Hall. 
Fourteen miles from Boston. All 

sports and athle t ics supervised and 
adapted to the age of the pupil. T h e 
finest instruction, care and influence. 

MISS H E L E N T E M P L E C O O K E 
Dana Hall, Wellesley, Mass. 

Miss Hall's 
S C H O O L F O R G I R L S 

In the Berkshire Hills, on 
the Holmes Road to Lenox. 
Forty-five acres. One thou
sand feet above the sea level. 

Miss M I R A H. H A L L , Pr incipal 

Pittsfield, Massachuse t t s 
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Miss Chamberlayne's School 
Faces the Fenway, with its 25 miles of 
bridle paths , lake and walks. Horseback 
riding, skating, tennis, indoor and out
door recreation. General, special and 
college prepara tory courses. Domestic 
science, music, languages (native teachers). 
Beautiful modern residence located within 
a short distance of all the city's advantages. 

T h e F e n w a y 28 B o s t o n , M a s s . 

Fenway Bridge 

Miss Guild and 
Miss Evans' School 
29 Fairfield St. and 200 Commonweal th 

Avenue, Boston 

3 5th year. New commodious school 
building. Gymnasium. Domestic 
Science. Languages—native teach
ers. Music. Art. College prepara
tory and general courses. Advanced 
courses for high school graduates. 

WlLBRAHAM ACADEMY 
Fits boys for life and for college work. Equipment and 250-acre 
school farm valued at $250,000. Moderate rates, limited enroll
ment. Gaylord W. Douglass, Headmaster, Box 291, Wilbraham. 
Massachusetts. 

ABBOT ACADEMY 
A School for Girls. Founded 1828. 23 miles from Boston. 
General course with Household Science. College Preparation. 
Address Miss Bertha Bailey, Principal, Andover, Mass. 

QUINCY 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, Languages. Preparation for foreign 
travel. Certificates for college. Mrs. Horace M. Willard, Prin
cipal, Wollaston (Quincy), Massachusetts. 

Lasell Seminary 
Auburndale , Massachuset t s Ten Miles trom Boston 

Courses in Language (including Spanish), Literature, Science, Music 
and Art, with thoro instruction in the theory and practice of House
hold Economics. Training is given in the Art of Entertaining, 
House Furnishing and Management , Marketing, Cooking, Dress
making and Millinery. Tennis, Boating, Swimming, Basketball, 
Field Hockey, Skat ing, Horseback Rid ing . Twenty acres, twelve 
bui ldings. Address 
C. M. WINSLOW, Ph .D . , Principal 1 1 0 Woodland Road 

ALL THE SCHOOLS 
represen ted in the 

School and College Section of 
Scribner's Magazine 

are good schools. If you desire further 
information about any of these, or if 
you require help in determining which 
school m a y best meet your needs, write 

The School and College Service 

S C R I B N E R ' S M A G A Z I N E 
Fifth Avenue at 48th Street New York 

Rogers Hall School 
38 minutes from Boston 

For 
Girls 

Faces Rogers Fort Hill Park 
Thorough preparation for college. Advanced courses for graduates of high schools 

Domestic Science, Handicrafts. Music, Art. Large grounds for outdoor sports 
Experienced instructors in charge of all athletics. New Gymnasium and Swim

ming Pool. For catalogue address 
Miss OLIVE S. PARSONS, Principal, Lowell, Mass. 
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SEA 
PINES 
School of Person
ality for Girls 

R e v . T h o m a s B i c k f o r d , A . M . , M i s s F a i t h B i c k f o r d , P r i n c i p a l s , F». O. B o x G, 
B r e w s t e r , C a p e C o d , M a s s a c h u s e t t s 

Sea Pines is the recognized pioneer School of Personality 
H a p p y h o m e l i f e ; personal attention and care. Students inspired 
by wholesome and beautiful ideals of efficient womanhood. The Cape 
climate is exceptionally favorable for outdoor life. One hundred 
acres; pine groves; iooo feet of seashore. Ponies; horseback riding. 
Hygiene and morals observed especially for results in health, character 
and initiative. Gymnastics, Music, Handiwork, Household Arts . 
French , German and Spanish by native teachers. College Prepara
tory, Cultural, Domestic Science, Secretarial and other courses lead
ing to Personali ty Diplomas introductory to definite service. All 
branches of study under experienced and enthusiastic instructors. 
For booklet and further information, address 

HOUSE IN T H E PINES 
N o r t o n , M a s s . 40 minutes from Boston 

A School for Girls. Extensive grounds and pine proves. Athletic fields for all outdoor sports. Horseback rill
ing. New dwell ing and school bui lding. Intermediate and academic courses. Languages—native teachers. 
Music. Domestic arts, including plain sewing, dressmaking, millinery, embroidery, costume designing, 
e tc . Domestic science, inc luding cooking and serving of meals, market ing, food values and the care 
of the home. Every at tent ion, not only to habits of study, but to each girl 's health and happiness. 

M I S S G E R T R U D E E . C O R N I S H , P r i n c i p a l 

The MacDuffie School for Girls 
S P R I N G F I E L D , M A S S A C H U S E T T S 

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. 27th year. 

S C H O O L O F H O U S E C R A F T , 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, P h . D . , MRS. JOHN MACDUFFIE, A. B „ PRINCIPALS 

WHEATON COLLEGE FOR WOMEN 
Only small, separate college for women in Massachusetts. (30 
miles from Boston.) 4-year course. A.B. degree. Faculty of men 
and women. 2-year diploma course for high school graduates. 
18 buildings. 100 acres. Endowment. Catalog. 

Rev. Samuel V. Cole, D.D. , LL.D., President, Norton, Mass. 

T H E C A M B R I D G E S C H O O L FOR GlRLS 
Founded in 1886. Resident and day pupils. Schoolhouse and 
Residence, modern, separate buildings. Academic. College pre
paratory. Art. Gardening. Swimming. Athletics. Ruth Coit, 
Head Mistress, 36-40 Concord Ave., Cambridge, Mass. 

W A L N U T H I L L S C H O O L 
A College Preparatory School for Girls. 17 miles from Boston. 
40 Acres. Skating Pond. Athletic Fields. 4 Buildings. Gym
nasium. Miss Conant, Miss Bigelow, Principals, 19 Highland 
Street, Natick, Mass. 

BRADFORD ACADEMY 
F O R Y O U N G W O M E N 

B R A D F O R D , MASS. 
1 1 3 t h year 

Thir ty miles from Boston, in the beautiful Merrimac Valley. 
Extensive g rounds and modern equipment . Certificate admits 
to leading colleges. General course of five years and two years ' 
course for High School graduates . 
Address Miss L A U R A A . K N O T T , A .M. . P r i n c i p a l . 
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Private Schools 
Massachusetts ( Continued ) 

P O W D E R P O I N T S C H O O L FOR B O Y S 
Extensive grounds; 4 modern buildings. Concrete residence and 
gymnasium. Athletic fields. Cinder track. College or business 
preparation. Upper and lower schools. Address Ralph K. 
Bearce, A.M., Headmaster, 45 King Caesar Road, Duxbury, Mass. 

A M E R I C A N S C H O O L FOR P H Y S I C A L E D U C A T I O N 
Two"years' thorough training in essentials of Educational Gym
nastics and Manual Therapy. Scientific and interesting system. 
Much individual attention. Students notably enthusiastic. Our 
aim—Only the best for our girls. 
Dr. Mary R. Mulliner, Director, 49 St. Botolph St., Boston, Mass. 

RESTHAVEN 
A School in the Country for Girls. College Preparation and 
special courses. History, Art, Music, Languages, Sciences. Out
door sports. Delightful and healthful location. $$ miles from 
Boston. Write for pamphlets. 

Miss C R. Seabury, Head of the School, Mendon, Mass. 

WORCESTER ACADEMY FOR BOYS 
All advantages of a la rge school. Master teachers . Comprehens ive 
equ ipmen t ; n buildings, 22 acres. " M e g a r o n , " a noble recreat ion hall. 
Splendid athletic field. New and perfectly appointed gymnas ium and 
pool. 83rd year. Catalogue. 

D. W. Abercrombie, L.L.D., Principal, 
97 Providence Street, Worcester , Massachuset ts . 

T H E B E S T M A G A Z I N E 
for School Advertising is theone 'whkh builds up an institution by 
supplying it with students who will be a credit to it—the one 
which has weight and influence in the homes where the advantages 
of the Private School are recognized, appreciated, and acted 
upon. 

Pennsylvania 

A N U N I Q U E S C H O O L 
OF M U S I C — 

DR. L ITTLE 'S 
C O N S E R V A T O R Y 
at Beaver in Penna-, near 
Ohio and West Virginia. Full 
courses. Famous results. 

Address The Secretary. 

CHESTNUT HILL ACADEMY FOR BOYS 
11 miles from Philadelphia. College Preparatory and General 
Courses. Of last year's graduating class 14 entered college, 
12 without conditions. Separate room for each boy. Junior 
Department. Rt . Rev. Philip M. Rheinlander. President Board 
of Trustees. James Lawson Patterson, Headmaster. 

THE BIRMINGHAM SCHOOL, INC. 
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. 

MISS MARSHALL'S SCHOOL 
A general and college-preparatory school for girls, combining the 
charm of beautiful suburban surroundings with the educational 
advantages of Philadelphia. 20 minutes away. Outdoor athletics, 
art, music, elocution, domestic science. 

Miss E. S. Marshall, Pennsylvania, Oak Lane, Philadelphia. 

Ogontz School 
Montgomery Co., Penna. 

FOUNDED IN 1850 

A c o u n t r y s c h o o l f o r 
young ladies. Near Phila
d e l p h i a a n d N e w Y o r k . 
Jay Cooke estate, 65 acres. 

MISS ABBY A. SUTHERLAND 
PRINCIPAL 

K I S K I M I N E T A S S P R I N G S S C H O O L 
For Boys. Endorsed by every American University. Individual 
plan of work for each boy. College preparatory course and a 
good training for business life. Special course in agriculture. 
Scientific physical care. Pure water, good food. 200 acre farm. 
A school of character. 29th year opens Sept. 19th. Write for 
catalog. Kiskiminetas Springs School, Dept. 14, Saltsburg, Pa. 

L A S T - M I N U T E H A S T E 
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, 

S C R I B N E R S MAGAZINE, 
59Q Fifth Avenue, New York. 

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

THE SPIERS JUNIOR SCHOOL 
(For boys 8 to 16.) Home life, work and play planned for the young boy— 
to give him right start and foundation for his future life. Number limited, 
enabl ing masters to study and cultivate each boy into a worker. In ex
clusive suburban section near Philadelphia. School summer camp. Read-
field, Me. Mark H. C. Spiers, Headmaster , Box 262, Devon, Pa. 

T H E M I S S E S K I R K ' S C O L L E G E P R E P A R A T O R Y 
SCHOOL 

Offers unique opportunities for individual work in all college preparatory 
subjects, combined with the advantages of school life. Prepares especially 
for Bryn Mawr. Fourteen boarders. Faculty of eight teachers. Outdoor 
gymnastics. P. O. Box 806, Bryn Mawr, Pa. 

MERCERSBURG ACADEMY 
Offers a thorough physical, mental and moral training for college or business. 
Under Christian masters from the great universities. Loca ted in the Cum
berland Valley, one of the most pic turesque spots of America. New gym
nasium. Equipment modem. Write for catalog. Address Box 104. 

William Mann Irvine, L.L.D., Headmaster , Mercersburg, Fa. 

WALNUT LANE SCHOOL FOR GlRLS 
In beautiful, historic Germantown. City and country advantages . General 
and College preparatory courses. Special courses for H i g h School Gradu
ates. Music, Art, Elocution, Domestic Science, Sewing, Gymnasium, 
Basket-ball, Tennis , Riding, Swimming, Hockey. Miss S. E d n a Johnson, 
A.B., Principal, Box G, Germantown, Philadelphia, Pennsylvania . 
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Pennsylvania {Continued) 

B l S H O P T H O R P E MANOR 
A select school for girls. Individual attention. College Preparatory and 
Finishing Courses. Two years' Advanced Course for High School gradu
ates. Music, Art, Domestic Science, Domestic Art, Expression, and Arts 
and Crafts. Physical Culture and outdoor life. Address, Claude N. Wyant, 
Principal, Box 242, South Bethlehem, Pennsylvania. 

Miss 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 Pool and 
Sleeping; Porch. Resident Physical Director. For catalogue address 

The Secretary, Hollidaysburg, Pennsylvania, 

THE BALDWIN S C H O O L 
A Country School for Girls. 
Elizabeth Forrest Johnson, A.B., Head of School. 

Bryn Mawr, Pennsylvania. 

AMBLER ACADEMY 
An exclusive and high class English boarding and day school for 
girls. Sixteen miles from Philadelphia. Preparatory to any 
college. Principal, Elizabeth A. Armour, Ambler, Pa. 

The Harcum School 
FOR GIRLS Bryn Mawr, Pa. 
For Girls want ing co l l ege preparation a thor
ough course is offered. 
For Girls not g o i n g to c o l l e g e the school offers 
special opportunities to pursue studies suited to 
their tastes and needs. 
For Girls des ir ing to spec ia l i ze in Music 
or Art, wi th literature and m o d e r n lan
guages , there are well-known artists from New 
York and Philadelphia as instructors for Piano, 
Singing, Violin, Violoncello, Harp, Chamber Music, 
Painting and Drawing. 
Full advantage is taken, under careful supervision, 
of Opera, Philadelphia Orchestra, Boston Sym
phony Concerts, Theatre, Art Exhibits and other 
educational opportunities of Philadelphia. 
In Bryn Mawr, the beautiful college town, 10 
miles from Philadelphia. Stone building, sunny 
rooms, home life, large grounds, hockey, tennis, 
basketball, riding. Catalog. 

Mrs. Edith Hatcher Harcum, B.L. Pupil 0r LeM-hetlzkji, 
Head of the S c h o o l Bryn Mawr, Pa. 

The Misses Shipley's School 
Preparatory to Bryn Mawr College 

I n s t r u c t i o n : 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. 
C o u r s e s : Diploma in College Preparatory and Academic 
Courses. Certificate admits to Vassar, Smith, and Wellesley. 
S i t u a t i o n : In healthful suburb, with the special educa
tional and social opportunities of situation opposite Bryn 
Mawr College. 
B u i l d i n g : Specially designed Colonial building, with every 
improved appointment for homelike comfort. New classrooms. 
A t h l e t i c s : Supervised, indoors and outdoors, by resident 
English Director. New gymnasium. 
Y o u n g e r P u p i l s : 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. 

New Jersey 

P R I N C E T O N PREPARATORY S C H O O L 
College preparatory school for boys over fourteen. Rapid prog-

5ess possible because of limited number of pupils (60) and free-
om from rigid class organization. Excellent equipment and facil

ities in the way of buildings and grounds. Special attention given 
to Athletics and moral welfare. 42nd year. Personal inspection 
invited. For year book, address 

J. B. Fine, Headmaster, Princeton, N . J. 

BORDENTOWN MILITARY I N S T I T U T E 
Thorough preparation for college or business. Efficient faculty, sma 
classes, individual attention. Boys taught how to study. Military trainiii; 
Supervised athletics. 32nd year. For catalogue, address 

Rev. T. H. Landon, A.M., D.D., Principal. 
Col. T. D. Landon, Commandant, Bordeutown, N. J. 

WENONAH MILITARY ACADEMY 
12 miles from Philadelphia. Prepares for college or business, in 
town without factories or saloons. U. S. Army Officer detailed. 
Special School for Juniors. Catalog. Dr. C H. Lorence, President, 
Clayton A. Snyder, Ph.B., Supt., Box 409, Wenonah, N . J. 

Meets the parents' requirement of modern equip
ment, high scholastic and moral standards and a 
rational, healthful school life. It secures the enthu
siastic co-operation of the boy because of its expert 
faculty leadership, its body of 300 picked students, 
its tine equipment for athletics, high standing in all 
outdoor sports, strong literary and musical clubs 
and general policy of keeping its students busy in 
worth-while ways. 
t Peddie Institute is located nine miles from Princeton, midway 
between New York and Philadelphia. Modern school buildings. 
Gymnasium, Swimming Pool, Athletic Field and 6o-acre Campus. 
Its certificate is honored by all colleges accepting certificates. En
dowment permits moderate rates. 51st year. Send for catalog. 
R. W. SWETLAND, A.M.. Headmaster 

Box 5 - C , Hightstown, N. J. 
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Pennsylvania 
Military College 

with 

Separate School for Younger Boys 

Keen Training for Keen Youths 

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

Col . CHAS. E. HYATT. President. 

Box 5 0 9 . Chester. Pa. 

Peddie A School 
for Boys 



Private Schools 

New Jersey (Continued) 

B L A I R A C A D E M Y 
Liberally endowed Boys' school, in highlands of New Jersey. 
General education and preparation for college or technical school. 
New gymnasium with ideal equipment. Campus, 100 acres, lake. 
Winter and summer sports. We invite you to visit the school. 
John C. Sharpe, LL.D., Headmaster, Box N, Blairstown, N . J . 

DWIGHT SCHOOL FOR GlRLS 
College preparatory and special courses. Domestic Arts and Sci
ence. Certificates accepted by leading colleges. Limited number 
of pupils. Spacious grounds. Suburban to New York. Gymna
sium. Tennis, riding. Address Box 607. Miss Creighton and 
Miss Farrar, Principals, Englewood, New Jersey. 

MISS BEARD'S SCHOOL FOR GlRLS 
A country school, 13 miles from New York. College preparatory, 
special courses. Music, Art, Domestic Arts and Science. Super
vised physical work in gymnasium and field. Separate depart
ment for younger girls. Catalog on request. Address 

Miss Lucie C. Beard, Orange, New Jersey. 

K E N T P L A C E : A S C H O O L FOR G I R L S 
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.) 

C A R L T O N A C A D E M Y 
Upper School for older boys gives thorough preparation for all 
colleges. Individual attention. Commercial Courses. Athletic 
Sports. Resident Chaplain. Lower School for younger boys, 
with Housemother to give personal care. Write for booklet. 

Charles H. Schultz, A.M., Headmaster, Summit, New Jersey. 

KlNGSLEY 
22 miles from New York. 500 feet elevation. Prepares for all 
colleges. Individual attention in small classes. Lower house for 
young boys. Gymnasium and extensive grounds. Supervised 
athletics. J. R. Campbell, Headmaster, Essex Fells, New Jersey. 

Washington, D. C. 

For Young Women Washington, D. C. (Suburbs) 
A junior college with preparatory department and two years of colle
giate work. All the attractive features of the large and the small 
school. Prepares young women for useful lives. Full course in Home 
Economics without extra charge. Music, Painting, Elocution, Flori
culture, Arts and Crafts, Secretarial branches, Library methods. Busi
ness Law. Modern gymnasium. Indoor and open-air sports. Bowl
ing, Swimming, Riding. 
R E G I S T R A R , National Park Seminary, Bos 102 , F o n s t Glen, Md. 

MISS MADEIRA'S SCHOOL 
A resident and day school for girls. Miss Lucy Madeira, A.B., 
Head Mistress, 1326 rgth St., Washington, D. C. 

W I L S O N - G R E E N E S C H O O L OF M U S I C 
Endorsed by the world's greatest musicians. Voice, piano, violin, harmony, 
grand opera, languages , classic dancing, accompanying. Twelve or more 
free concerts by world-renowned artists. Mr. and Mrs. Greene are the mu
sical leaders of Washington. Inquiries solicited only from earnest s tudents 
with the best social and financial references. Summer school in Atlantic 
City. Ten weeks ' course. Thos . Evans Greene, Mrs. Wilson-Greene, 
Prin., 2647 Connecticut Ave., Washington , D. C. 

B R I S T O L S C H O O L 
Elective, Preparatory. Academic and two years' Collegiate Courses. 
Diploma Course in Music. Separate French Residence. Capital 
advantages. Athletics. Miss Alice A. Bristol, Principal, Mint-
wood Place and 19th Street, Washington, D. C. 

NATIONAL CATHEDRAL SCHOOL FOR GlRLS 
Fireproof building in Cathedral Close of 40 acres. 100 resident 
pupils. College certificate privilege. Music, Art, Advanced and 
Special Courses. 

T H E BISHOP OF WASHINGTON, 
President of the Board of Trustees. 

JESSIE C. M C D O N A L D , M.S., Principal. 
H E L E N L. W E B S T E R , Ph.D. , Academic Head. 

Mount St. Alban, Washington, D. C. 

T H E C O L O N I A L S C H O O L FOR G I R L S 
Finishing, High School, and Collegiate courses for Seminary and High 
School graduates . Art. Expression. Music. Domestic Science. Out-of-

| door Study Hall and Gymnasium. Tennis . Basketball . Golf. Horseback 
riding. Swimming. Certificate admits to College. 
Miss Jessie Truman, Associate Principal , 1539 18th St., Wash ing ton , D. C. 

B E L C O U R T S E M I N A R Y 
A School for Girls. College Preparatory and General Courses. 
Two-years' college work. Home Economics. Handsome fire
proof building. Attractive grounds. Riding, Cross-country Walks 
and Outdoor Sports. 
Mrs. Mary Burke Somervell, A.M., Principal, Washington, D. C. 

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

M A R T H A W A S H I N G T O N S E M I N A R Y FOR 
Y O U N G W O M E N 
In finest residential section of National Capital. Two years' course 
for High School graduates, general and special courses. Domestic 
Science. Outdoor sports. Edward W. Thompson, Principal, 
1601 Conn. Ave., Washington, D. C. 

FAIRMONT, A HOME SCHOOL FOR GlRLS 
Regular and Special Courses. Advanced Courses for High School 
Graduates. Music, Art, Expression, Languages. References 
Exchanged. Literature on request. Outdoor sports. 

Washington, D. C. 

Virginia 

V I R G I N I A C O L L E G E FOR W O M E N 
In the Valley of Virginia, famed for health and beauty. Elective, 
Preparatory and full Junior College courses. Music, Art, Expres
sion. Domestic Science. For catalogue apply to the President. 

Roanoke, Virginia. 

MARY BALDWIN SEMINARY FOR YOUNG LADIES 
Established 1842. Term begins Sept. 7th. In the beautiful and 
historic Shenandoah Valley of Virginia. Unsurpassed climate, 
modem equipment. Students from 35 states. Courses: Collegi
ate (3 years); Preparatory (4 years), with certificate privileges. 
Music, Art, and Domestic Science. Catalog. Staunton, Va. 
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P A U L I N S T I T U T E 
Mrs. Nanet te B. Paul, LL .R . , President. A Boarding and 
Day School for Girls. Preparatory, Academic and Special 
Courses. T h e Arts. Journal i sm. Short Story Course. 
Vocational Tra in ing . Mrs. Paul Hamill , Principal, 2107 S 
Street, N. W., Washington , D. C. 

National Park Seminary 



Private Schools 
Virginia {Continued) 

STUART HALL 
Formerly Virginia Female Insti tute. Founded 1843. Diocesan School for 
Girls in Virginia Mountains. General and College Preparatory Courses, 
Piano, Violin, Vocal, Art and Expression Depar tment . New equipment 
including pianos. Gymnastics and field sports under trained Director. 
Catalogue. 

Jane Colston Howard, A.B. (Bryu Mawr), Principal, Staunton, Va. 

S T A U N T O N M I L I T A R Y A C A D E M Y 
Largest private academy in the East. Boys from 10 to 20 years 
nlJ prepared for the Universities, Government Academies or 
Business. Gymnasium, swimming pool and athletic park. New 
$200,000 barracks. Charges S3S0. For catalogue address 

Col. Wm. G. Kable, Ph.D., Principal, Staunton, Va. 

H O L L I N S C O L L E G E FOR Y O U N G W O M E N 
Founded 1842. College Course (four years) ; College Preparatory (two 
years) ; Music, Art, Domestic Science, etc. On an estate of 700 acres in 
Valley of Virginia, 7 miles north of Roanoke. Brick buildings equipped fur 
40 officers and teachers and 250 s tudents . Catalogue. 

Miss Matty"L. Cocke, Pres., Box 308, HollinS, Virginia. 

SWEET BRIAR COLLEGE 
FOR WOMEN Sweet Briar, Va. 

THE COLLEGE—offers a four-year course leading to degree of A.B. 
i . n feet high in the foothills of the Blue Ridge Mountains on estate 
of 3000 acres. Health conditions unsurpassed. Modern equipment; 
capacity for 300 students. Art, Music, Domestic Science. THE 
ACADEMY—offers preparatory courses. On main line of Southern R.R. 
n t h year begins Sept. 20, 1916. For catalog and book of views 

address THE SECRETARY 

Maryland 

NOTRE D A M E OF M A R Y L A N D 
A College for Women—conducted by the School Sisters of Notre 
Dame to train the body, mind and spirit—to develop true woman
hood. Magnificent buildings in a beautiful park of 70 acres. Row
ing, basketball, tennis, hockey. Instructors all specialists. Reg
ular and elective 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, two and three year courses. 
Degrees are conferred. Non-sectarian. 
Charles Wesley Gallagher, D.D.,President, Box G,Lutherville,Md. 

THE TOME SCHOOL 
An Endowed Preparatory School. Offers the best possible preparation for 
college or technical school. The most beautiful and complete school build
ings and grounds in America. 20 buildings, 9-hole golf course, 5 athletic 
fields, gymnasium, batting cage, tennis courts, quarter-mile track. 

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

West Virginia 

ST. HILDA'S HALL 
A school for girls, near Washington, under auspices Bishops, 
Episcopal Diocese. College Preparatory, Elective Courses, Music, 
Art. Athletics under trained director. Rates £400. Catalog. 
Mariah Pendleton Duval, Principal {Former Principal Stuart Hall), 
Charles Town, W. Va. 

Georgia 

BRENAU COLLEGE-CONSERVATORY 
Summer Term June 29. Standard College courses—Special 
courses in music, oratory, art, domestic science. Location, foot 
hills of Blue Ridge, near Atlanta. 7 National sororities. Attract
ive social life. Non-sectarian. 27 States represented. Write for 
descriptive book and catalogue. Box F , Gainesville, Georgia. 

Tennessee 

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 all colleges and Government Academies. Illus
trated catalog. Address 

Col. O. C. Hulvey, President, Box 210, Columbia, Tennessee. 

Minnesota 

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

Winona, Minn. 

Canada 

St. Andrew's College 
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FOR BOYS 
UPPER AND LOWER SCHOOLS Canada Toronto 

Careful oversight. Thorough instruction. Large playing 
fields. Excellent situation. 

REV. D. BRUCE MACDONALD. M.A.. LL.D. 
Calendar sent on application. Headmaster 



Private Schools 
Connecticut 

For 
Boys 

800 feet above the sea in the foothills of the Berkshires, 50 
miles from New York City. 11D acres. Lake, one mile in 
length, provides all water sports. Hew boat house. Athletic 
fields, gymnasium, now buildings. College preparatory and 
general courses. The limited number of boys gives each 
student individual attention. Address 

Roland J . Mulford, P h . D . , Headmaster , 
Ridfiefield, Connect icut 

R U M S E Y HALL 
In the Litchfield Hills. A school for hoys under 14. Supervised 
athletics. Louis H. Schutte, M.A., Headmaster, Cornwall, Con
necticut. 

T H E ELY SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 
In the country, one hour from New York City. Grounds twenty-
five acres. Modern equipment. 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. 

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

Saint Margaret's School 

W A T E R B U R Y , C O N N . F o u n d e d 1875 
I-ocated in one of the most beautiful and healthful spots in New 
England . College Preparatory with certificate privileges. Courses in 
Music, Fine Arts, History, Languages , Domestic Science. Physical Cul
ture and Swimming. School's 50-acre farm, " Umberfield," gives un
usual opportunities for all sports, including tennis, basketball, skating, 
snowshoeing, etc. Girls here also put their Domestic Science teachings 
into actual practice. One hour from Hartford or New Haven. 

Send for catalog and views. 
M I S S E M I L Y G A R D N E R M U N R O , A . M . , P r i n c i p a l 

L O O M I S 
A unique combination of agricultural, business and college preparatory 
courses. Practical training for boys intending to enter business or farming 
on graduat ion. 6 buildings. Athletic fields. 100-acre farm. Manual train
ing shops. $2,500,000 endowment . $400 a year. Address 

N. H. Batchelder, A.M., Headmaster, Windsor, Conn. 

H I L L S I D E 
For Girl Founded by Elizabeth B. Mead, 1885. 
One hour from New York. From primary to col
lege. General and special courses. Separate school 
house. Lodge for younger girls. New gymnasium. 
Small classes. Outdoor sports. Margaret R. 
Brendlinger. A.B., Principal; Vida Hunt Francis, 
B.L., Associate, Prospect Hill, Norwalk, Conn. 

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. 
Write for circular. Miss Ellen Seton Ogden. Principal, The Rt. 
Rev. A. C. A. Hall, President and Chaplain, Burlington. Yt. 

Rhode Island 
M O S E S B R O W N S C H O O L 

Upper School—Unique record for entrance preparation and for 
success of graduates in]college. Studio, manual training, athletics, 
gymnasium, swimming pool. Lower School—Special home care 
and training of younger bovs. Graded classes. Outdoor sports. 
Catalog. Seth K. Gifford, Ph.D., Principal, Providence, R. I. 

Indiana 

T U D O R H A L L S C H O O L FOR G I R L S 
Certificate admits to Vassar, Wellesley, Smith, Mt, Holyoke, etc. 
Academic courses. Music. Art, Expression, Household Science. 
Native French and German teachers. 30 resident, 160 day pupils. 
Miss Fredonia Allen, Ph.B. (Cornell), Principal, 1554 N. Meridian 
Street, Indianapolis, Ind. 

Maine 

W A Y N F L E T E S C H O O L FOR G I R L S 
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. 

THE ABBOTT SCHOOL FOR BOYS 
An exceptionally well equipped small school. Every vacancy 
filled the past 3 years. College Certificate Privilege. Business 
Course. Summer Tutoring School. 15th year opens Sept. 27. 
Terms $800. 

George D. Church, M.A., Headmaster, Farmington, Maine. 

New Hampshire 
H O L D E R N E S S SCHOOL FOR BOYS 

Five buildings. Twenty acres. Prepares for Colleges and Tech
nical Schools. Ranks with the highest grade schools of New 
England, yet by reason of endowment the tuition is moderate. 
Modern gymnasium. Skating. All winter sports. 37th year. 

Rev. Lorin Webster, L.H.D., Rector, Plymouth, N. H. 

T H E B E S T M A G A Z I N E 
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. 
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Schools 
Correspondence Schools 

$10,000 a year in 
the new profession 
The new profession is "The Law Trained Business 
Man." Why stop at $2500 when a 810.000 income awaits 
you? You can get to the top—if you will. 
The Law Trained Man is in demand in the business 
world, at the Bar and in Polities—the demand exceeds 
the supply. Just a few hours spnre time at home is re
quired — throuch the Blackstone Institute you can 
increase your EARNING POWER. 
Russell H. Conwell, famous author-lecturer, writes: 

Almost any man can become wealthy in this land of 
opulent opportunity. We are all walking over acres of 
diamonds. Most of our millionaires discovered their 
fortunes by simply looking around." 

W r i t e f o r F R E E B O O K 
Vou are not too late. Write at once for the 185-
page book. It tells you how to prepare yourself 
for bigger things. No specific preliminary edu
cation necessary. Send at once—no obligation. 
BLACKSTONE INSTITUTE, Dept. 2375. ChicagoTilT 

Short-Story Writing 
A course of forty lessons in the history, form, structure, 
and writing of the Short Story, taught by Dr. J. Berg-
Esenwein, for years Editor of Lippiucott's. Over one 
hundred Horne Study Courses under Professors tn 
Harvard, Brown, Cornell and leading colleges. 

2,"i0-|)iis;e CJitaios frcp. Write todny 

T h e H o m e C o r r e s p o n d e n c e S c h o o l 

The War has created unlimited opportunities for those who 
know Spanish, French, German or I tal ian. Better your 
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 Linguistry 

(lllg-liest Award Panama-Pacific Exposition, 1915) 
Yon listen to the living voice of a Dative professor pronounce th» 
foreign language, nver and over, until you know It. Our records fit 
all talking machines. Write for Booklet, particulars of Free Trial. 
The Language-Phone Method. 97B Putnam Bldg., I W. 45th S t . , rU . 

Universities 

The University of Chicago 

HOME 
STUDY 

in addition to resident 
work, offers also instruc
tion by correspondence. 

For detailed In-
formation address 

U. of C.(Div. F)Chieaso.Ill. 

Music and Dramatic Arts 

I N S T I T U T E OF M U S I C A L ART OF T H E 
CITY OF N E W 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. 

Teachers' Agency 

The Pratt Teachers' Agency 
70 Fifth Avenue, N e w York 

Recommends teachers to colleges, public and private schools in all 
parts of the country. 

Advises parents about schools. W m . O. Pratt, Mgr. 

AMERICAN ACADEMY 
OF D R A M A T I C A R T S 

Franklin H. Sargent, President 

33rd Year 

Detailed catalog from the Secretary 
Room 150, Carnegie Hall, New York 

Connected with CHARLES FROHMAN'S 
Empire Theatre and Companies 

Medical 

MASSACHUSETTS COLLEGE OF OSTEOPATHY 
Chartered 1S97. Right to confer Doctor's degree given by the 
legislature. Faculty of 60 physicians. Forty thousand dollar 
college and hospital in process of erection. Opens Sept. iSth. 
Write for catalog. 15 Craigie St., Cambridge, Mass. 
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Northwestern 
UNIVERSITY 

SUMMER SCHOOL 
Beautiful C a m p u s on wooded shores of Lake 
Michigan, near Chicago. N e w dormi tor ies , 
large gymnas ium, special recreat ion features. 
Courses in Liberal Arts , in Mus ic , in Ora
to ry and E v a n s t o n Academy. For book of 
courses and views wri te A. VV. Har r i s , Pres. , 

Box 510, E v a n s t o n , 111. 

DEGREES, LICENSE, ORDINATION 
Residence and correspondence courses for degrees in all depart
ments of Oriental University; also license to mediums and ordi
nation to ministers by Theomonistic Bishop, H. P. Holler, 1400 
Chapin St., N. W., Washington, D. C 

SPEAK A FOREIGN LANGUAGE!!! 



TTHE well-conducted camp offers an environment with wholesome physical conditions, carefully 
selected associates, and an atmosphere of high ideals in which conduct is governed largely by public 
opinion. It practically guarantees bodily and moral welfare during the camp period. 

Its programme of well-directed play is educational in character and is of inestimable value in broaden
ing experience and rounding out character. It takes up the work of training where the school leaves 
off. The camp fills a gap in the summer lives of young folks which is becoming ever more difficult 
to parents. The camp occupies the crucial idle months of the boy and girl with action and inspiration that 
are beneficial and under conditions that are healthful and uplifting. It demonstrates the old principle 
that the best way to keep a child from doing wrong is to keep its mind full of good thoughts and desires. 
It is said to be possible to gauge a man's character by what he does with his idle time; if this be true, 
it is safe to assume that what boys and girls will be in later years will depend very much upon how they 
now spend their long summer vacations. 

W l N N E T A S K A 
" T h e Place of Pleasant Laugh te r . " Lake Asquam, Ash
land, New Hampshire . A successful girls' camp of limited 
enrollment. Ideal location. Excellent equipment. Ex
perienced councilors. References required. 

Dr. and Mrs. John B. May, 646 Waban Ave., Waban , Mass. 

C A M P R U N O I A F O R G I R L S 
BELGRADE LAKES, M A I N E 

Tenth season. Land and water sports. Horseback riding, tutor
ing; experienced counselors. Illustrated booklet. 
Miss Pond, Miss Weiser, 324 Mt. Prospect Ave., Newark, N. J. 

P I N E T R E E C A M P FOR G I R L S 
On beautiful Naomi Lake, 2000 feet above sea in pine-laden air of Focono 
Mountains. Four hours from New York and Philadelphia. Bungalows and 
tents on sunny hill. Experienced councilors. Hockey, basket-ball, canoe
ing—all outdoor sports. Tutoring if desired. Endorsed by parents and 
girls. Miss Blanche D. Price, 905 South 47th Street, Philadelphia, Penn. 

C A M P W Y O L A , IN T H E BERKSHIRES 
1000 ft. Elevation. Overlooking Beautiful Mountain Lake. Semi-Military. 
Junior" and Senior Camps. Ages 8-18. Comprehensive Equipment . All 
Land and Ha te r Sports. Woodcraft. Feature Hiking Trip. Mountain 
Climbing. Resident Camp Physician. High Calibre College Men as Coun
sellors. Tutor ing . T e r m s : $100 for Season. Catalogue on Request. 
d i rector : Edward W Macy W.IWI,.;. Pa. _ _ _ _ _ 

S A N D S T O N E C A M P FOR G I R L S 

GREEN LAKE, WISCONSIN 

Ideal surroundings for fifty girls of all ages. Sports, handcraits, 
tutoring. Directors, Miss Elva I. Holford, Miss Esther G. 
Cochrane, Green Lake, Wisconsin. 

A B B O T T H I L L R E C R E A T I O N S C H O O L 

For 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 to study and endless 
varieties of recreation. Opens July 12th. Farmington, Maine. 

C A M P W Y O N E E FOR B O Y S 
L O N G L A K E , H A R R I S O N , M A I N E 
A long-established, exclusive c a m p ; personally conducted by 
a physician. Equipment of the highest grade camps at a reason
able charge. Ten ts and seven buildings. Specializing in 
natural science, under an expert. Handsome booklet. 

Dr. Frederic C. Wilson, 745 St. Nicholas Ave.. New York City. 

C A M P Y A M P A 
A S Q U A M L A K E , W H I T E M O U N T A I N S , N E W H A M P S H I R E 
For Boys. Comprises 125 acres of forest and athletic grounds equipped with 
new tents, lodges, bungalows, canoes, boats, etc. Mountain climbing, swim
ming and good fishing are among the many sports. Selected college ath
letes serve as councilors. A physician is in at tendance. Illustrated booklet. 
C. S. Walworth, Walworth Institute. 2m West 7sd Street. New York. 

KYLE CAMP FOR BOYS 
C A T S K I L L M O U N T A I N S , N E A R R I P V A N W I N K L E ' S R O C K 
Boys sleep in Model Bungalows—no tents. All land and water sports. 
Swimming absolutely safe. Your boy's health, diversion and amusements 
are well looked after. Instruction in any elementary or academic subjects, 
free of charge. Address 

Dr. Paul Kyle, Kyle School for Boys, Box 57, Irvington-on-Hudson, N. Y. 

CAMP WACHUSETT FOR BOYS 
LAKE ASQUAM, HOLDERNESS, N. H. 
Fourteenth season. 7 buildings. Boating, canoeing, swimming, 
fishing, water and land sports. Instruction in Natural History. 
Tutoring if desired. No tents. Fisher huts. Booklet. 

Rev. Lorin Webster, L .H.D. . Holderness School, Plymouth, N. H. 

CAMP W l N N E S H E W A U K A FOR G l R L S 
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 0 . Balch, 
Resident Manager, Dept. B. Lunenburg. Vt. 

CAMP W l N N A H K E E 
M A L L E T T S B A Y , L A K E C H A M P L A I N 
Ideal Camp for Mental and Physical Improvement of girls. Bungalow and 
tents. Nature study, woodcraft, manual t raining, swimming, boating, fish
ing, horseback riding, tennis under direction and chaperonage. Exclusive. 
All expenses $200, including fares. Booklet from 

Wm. H. Brown, 307 West 70th Street, New York City. 

CAMP IDLEWILD 
F I R S T T H I N G S 

Development of character. 
Cultivation of good manners. 
Idealizing of purity of mind and body. 

E X P E R I E N C E C O U N T S 
Twenty-four years of camp life. 
Over fifteen hundred boys in camp. 
Not a single serious accident. 
Mr. Dick s Personal ^upir \ i - ion for twenty-four years. 

7 miles of lake shore. Fleets of canoes and motor boats. Big new speed boat. Special quarter-ol-a-ceutury celebration. 

Your boy deserves the best. Idlewild provides it. 32-page illustrated Descriptive Booklet on request. 
A d d r e s s J O H N M. D I C K . B.D. . 3 5 4 E x c h a n g e B u i l d i n g . B o s t o n . M a s s . 
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Summer Camps—Continued 

CAMP MYSTIC 
A Summer Camp for Girls 

Created and Conducted by 

M a r y L . J o b e , A . M . , F . R . G . S . 

Reproduces in an eastern environment—Mystic, Connecticut, on I-ong-
Island Sound—her wide and unusual experiences in the £reat Canadian 
Northwest, that have been recounted in Harper's and in other magazines 
as well as in illustrated lectures. It is the response to the interest and 
enthusiasm so awakened in parents who recognized Miss lobe 's qualifica
tions—personality plus actual experience—and wished their girls to go to 
school with nature under expert guidance and care. 

It provides training in Camp-craft in wild back count ry ; Boating in 
the safe water of Mystic River : Swimming in the clear salt-water laving 
the sand beaches of tree-shaded Mystic Island ; Horseback riding, Danc
ing, Music. Dramatics, and all Field Athletics. 

LOCATION : An oak and cedar forest on high ground, fronting the 
salt-water. Main house with open fire, light, sanitation. Large pavilion 
IOOX 120 feet. Real Western camps, a bit of the West in the Last . 

Buoklet tells the Story by Word, Camera and Map. Address 

MISS MARY L. JOBE, A.M., F.R.G.S. 
50 Morningside Drive New York City, N. Y. 

CAMP CHAMPLAIN 
An Ideal Summer Camp for Boys on Lake Champlain. Water
proof tents. Two motor-boats. Rowboats, canoes, fishing, swim
ming, baseball, tennis. Short hikes and trips to points of inter
est. Tutoring. References required. Booklet from 

Wm. H. Brown. 307 West 70th Street, New York City. 

CAMP WAKE ROBIN 
WOODLAND, N. Y. 
Younger boys exclusively. Twelfth season. Make your boy happy, strong, 
self-reliant through an out-of-door life including woodcraft, nature study, 
manual t raining, all sports, and swimming. Safety secured by supervision 
and modern sanitation. Write for booklet and full information. 

Mr. H. S. Little. Lincoln High School. Jersey City, X. J. 

C A M P O X F O R D 
A summer camp for boys, with a record of fifteen successful sea
sons ! Everything to make a boy's vacation profitable and happy. 
Healthy fun; moral, mental, and physical development charac
terize the camp life. Booklet. 

A. F. Caldwell, A.M., Oxford, Maine. 

C A M P P A S S U M P S I C FOR YOUNG B O Y S 
ON L A K E FAIRLEE, VT. 
Camp farm of 100 acres. Bungalows. Horses. Rifle practice. Wireless. 
Mountain hiking. All usual sports. Screened kitchen and dining room. 
Artesian water. Send for booklet to 

William W. Clendeuiu, 120 Vista Place, Mount Vernon, N. Y. 

CAMP KlNAPIK 
LAKE KEZAR, M A I N E 
Unique combination of Maine woods. lakes and White Moun
tains. Woodcraft, fishing, canoeing, mountain climbing. Boys 
—8 to 15. Personal care. Director endorsed by Ernest Thomp
son Seton. Address H. C. Went, Director, Bridgeport, Conn. 

K lNEOWATHA C A M P S FOR G I R L S 
WILTON, MAINE (Kangeley Dist.) 
Three camps, ages 8-ir, 12-15, 16-20. Mature supervision. 
Especially safe water Sports. Riding under West Point Army 
Officers. Dry, airy bungalows, modern plumbing. Mountain 
trips, hiking, " movies." Booklet. Elizabeth K. Bass, Wilton, 
Me., Infill K. McColl, Hotel McAlpin, N. Y. 

Roxbury, Vt. In the heart of the Green Mountains, Junior and Senior 
camps, receiving girls between the ages of 10 and 20 years. L a r g e 
rustic assembly bungalow with fireplace, pool table and piano. 
Screened dining porch, excellent table. Sleeping bungalows. Private 
pond. Athletic field. Clay tenuis courts. Handicraft. Horseba-.k 
riding an important feature. Free use of all saddle horses. Riding 
master. 4th year. $150 for season of two months. No extras. Illus
trated booklet. 

MR. & MRS. C. A. ROYS. 10 Bowdoin St., Cambridge. Mass. 

SUMMER SCHOOLS 

CCULVER has the most remarkable possi

bilities for your son'-s vacation of any 

place you can find. The situation on Lake 

Maxinkuckee, the equipment of Culver Mili

tary Academy, the splendid crowd of fellows 

who spend their summers here and the 

personnel of the faculty, all tend to make a 

vacation tha t a boy can never forget. Naval , 

Cavalry, and Woodcraft Schools, the Naval 

School being the largest boy's summer 

school in the country. Board and tuition 

#150 (Cavalry School, $200). LTniforms, etc. : 

Woodcraft, $25.50; Naval , $40; Cavalry, 

$43.50. Address for catalog of whichever 

school interests you most 

H e a d q u a r t e r s , C S. S . , Cu lver , I n d . 

(On Lake Maxinkuckee) 

MRS. NORMAN WHITE'S CAMP FOR GIRLS 
CAPE COD, ORLEANS, MASS. 
All pleasures of life by the sea. Outdoor sleeping in well protected 
Cabins. Limited to 35 girls. Season from July 1st to September 
1st. $150.00. Long distance Phone. Booklet. Address 

Mrs. Norman White, 424 West 119th Street, New York. 

W Y O N E G O N I C C A M P S FOR G I R L S 

MOOSE POND 

Fifteenth Season. Three separate camps (ages 8 to 21). For 
Illustrated Booklet address 

Mr. and Mrs. C E. Cobb, Denmark, Maine. 

C A M P A B E N A FOR G I R L S 
BELGRADE LAKES, MAiNE 
10th season. Illustrated booklet. Junior and senior camps. 
Miss Hortense Hersom, Sidwells' Friends School, Washing
ton, D. C After June 7tb, Belgrade Lakes, Me. 

Sargent Camps For 
Girls 
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Finest plant and equipment in America, n o o feet above the sea 
level. All field and water sports. Tramping, nature study, arts and 
crafts. The safety and health of our campers is the first considera
tion. For illustrated booklet address 

The Secretary. 24 Everett Street, Cambridge. Mass. 

PETERBORO, N. H. Dr. D. A. SARGENT. President 
Two distinct Camps, Seniors, 14 to 24 : Juniors, 8 to 13 

The Tela-Wauket Camps 



Summer Camps Continued 

Aloha 
Camps for Girls 

M O Y - M O - D A - Y O — W l L D W O O D L O D G E F O R G I R L S 
An ideal camp with 1500 ft. frontage on a beautiful lake in the Maine 
Woods. La rge new bungalow, screened verandas for eat ing and sleeping. 
Resident physician. A skilled dieti t ian; carefully selected college gradu
ates for councilors. Swimming, canoeing, mountain t r ips ; basket ball, 
tennis, etc.; basketry, music, dancing. Camp Fire Circle. Ninth season. 
Miss Mayo, Miss Moody. West K.ixlmry (Boston), Mass. 

C A M P A C A D I A F O R G I R L S 
Seventh Season. 8 to 15 years of age. Situated on Lake Winni-
pesaukee, N. H. All outdoor sports. For illustrated booklet 
address J. G. Quimby, M.D., Lakcport, N. H. 

C A M P A N N U N G , N O R T H W A T E R G A P , P A . 
June 30th to September 1st. Delightfully situated 83 miles from New York 
in picturesque mountain country on Delaware River. Junior and Senior 
groups. Bungalows and tents . Swimming, Tennis and all forms of outdoor 
sports. Arts and Crafts. Terms $12.00 a week, one month the minimum. 
Mrs. Anna Sigafus Cushman, 225 East 17th Street, Brooklyn, N. Y. 

C A M P GAHADA 
ADIRONDACK MOUNTAINS 
A Superior Camp for boys, modern in equipment and methods yet 
rich in traditions. Expert Supervision. Season, $150. Portfolio 
of views on request. 

William B. Efner, Director, Box 686D, Schenectady, N . Y. 

K l N E O C A M P S FOR B O Y S , HARRISON. MAINE 
Ages 8-15. Complete equipment, program, service. Espe
cially safe water sports. Riding and Boy Scouts under West 
Point Army Officers. Dry, airy bungalows. Mature super
vision. Mt. Washington trips, hiking, " m o v i e s . " Boxing, 
wrestling, t raining. IllustraLed booklet. 

Irving K. McColl, Hotel McAlpin, New York City. 

Q U A N S E T . T H E C A P E C O D C A M P FOR G I R L S 
Established 1905. Swimming, canoeing, sailing—safest conditions, expert 
instruction; land sports, pageantry, musical comedy, riding. Exceptional 
equipment and location. Separate camp for little girls. Unusual results 
in health and vigor. 

Mrs. E . A. W. Hammatt , 705 Commonwealth Ave., Newton Centre, Mass. 

C A M P Y A G O W A N E A O N LAKE E R I E 
A Summer Camp for Boys. Nature Study, Fishing, Boating, 
Swimming, Tutoring, Athletics, Hikes, Lectures, Resident Phy
sician Catalogue sent on request. R. E. Beaton, Director, 
% Geo. H. Thurston School, Pittsburgh, Pa. 

C A M P A R E Y FOR G I R L S 
I D E A L L Y L O C A T E D O N L A K E K E U K A , W E S T E R N N E W Y O R K 

Complete equipment for health, safety and happiness. Modern plumbing. 
pure spring water. Camp farm supplies fruit and vegetables. Alt /and 
and water sports under careful supervision. Horseback riding, dramatics, 
music, tutoring. 4th season. Mrs. M. A. Fontaine, Roslyn, L. I. 

EGGEMOGGIN C A M P FOR GIRLS 
LONG ISLAND. N E W MEADOWS BAY, M A I N E 
All the activities of an inland camp with salt air, sea food, yacht
ing and motor boating added. Screened canvas houses. Painting 
and basketry. Tutoring all subjects. Booklet. 

Prin. and Mrs. E. L. Montgomery, Directors, Natick, Mass. 

C A M P WALDEN FOR GIRLS 
DENMARK. M A I N E 

Woodland camp for girls from 12 through 18 years of age. Non-
sectarian. Main building and separate bungalows especially built 
and equipped for camp use. Modern plumbing. Land and Water 
Sports, Wood Lore, Arts and Camp Crafts. 
Directors: 

Blanche Hirsch, B.S., Principal, Alciun Preparatory School. 
Clara Altschul. 
Address: " Camp Walden," 5 West 91 Street, New York. 

C A M P 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 6rm character under the supervision of 
leading college men as councillors. Best equipped, healthiest and 
most popular Camp in America: refined surroundings and influ
ences. Write today for interesting booklet and full information. 
HARRY RICH MOONEY, Director, Room 133, 62 William St., N. Y. 

C A M P BEAU RlVAGE 
Exclusive French camp for girls, occupying beautiful country estate, Saga
more Creek, half mile from the ocean. Swimming, canoeing, golf, tennis, 
horseback riding, nature study, etc. Bungalow with sleeping porches. For 
views write Miss Wimberly, Secretary, 57 East 74th St., N. Y. (up to June 1st), 
Little Harbor, N. H. 

W I N O N A C A M P S F O R B O Y S 
MOOSE POND 
Ninth Season. Two camps graded (ages 8 to 16). For Illus
trated Booklet address 

C. E. Cobb, Denmark Inn, Denmark, Maine. 

C A M P A L G O N Q U I N 
ASQUAM L A K E , N. H. 
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, 
Massachusetts. 

R E P T O N C A M P FOR B O Y S 
L A K E C H A M P L A I N , N. Y. 
A virile, healthful camp, historically located in the Gateway to the Adiron-
dacks. Every athletic sport. Regis tered U. S. V. Life Saving Station. 
Nature study, tuition and all camp lure. Certificates awarded. For cata
log, address O. C. Roach, Headmaster, Repton School, Bux C-3, Tarrytown-
ou-Hudson. New York. 

T H E T E N T D W E L L E R S C A M P C O O M O O S I E 
A Real Camp in the Real Woods lor Advanced Girl Campers. A 
genuine woods-life taught under experienced woods-guides. For 
information address Miss M. Vail Andress, Director, Tewksbury 
School, Scarsdale, New York. 

After July 15, Beaver Cove. Moosehead Lake. Maine. 

C A M P P O K - O ' - M O O N S H I N E 
ADIRONDACK^, PEEKSKLLL, N . Y. 

Unquestionably one of the finest camps in the country. Ages 0-17. 
nth season. £20,000 equipment. Rates absolutely inclusive. 

Address Dr. C. A. Robinson, Peekskill Academy. 

T H E TALL P I N E S 
BENNINGTON, 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. 

C A M P A N D R O S C O G G I N FOR B O Y S 
In the Woods of Maine. Ninth Season. Superior Situation and 
Equipment . Experienced Physician and Councillors. Sports. 
Tutor ing and Manual Tra in ing . Table unexcelled. Long Dis
tance Telephone. Send for illustrated booklet. Edward S. Healy. 
Pratt Institute, Brooklyn, N. Y. Telephone Prospect 8364. 

M A S S A W I P P I S U M M E R S C H O O L 
North Hatley, Que., on a beautiful lake just north of Vermont. Spanish, 
Italian, French, German. Greek, Lat in , Mathematics, Elementary Law and 
Piano-playing. Preparatory Depar tment most successful in preparing for 
school and college entrance examinations. Ninth season. Address 

Dr. Charles Lpson Clark, Yale P. 0- , New Haven, Conn. 

C A M P S 
Inquiries regarding Camps will receive careful consideration. 
Address School and College Service, Scribner's Magazine, 
New York. 

C A M P Q U I N I B E C K 
O N LAKE FAIRLEE, VT. 

Camp farm of over 200 acres. Girls live in bungalows. Horse
back ndmg free 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, 120 Vista Place, Mount Vernon, N. Y. 

36b In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

Locat ions : Fair lee , Vt . , S o u t h Fa ir lee , 
Vt., and P i k e , N . H . 

3 distinct camps, ages, 7-13, 13-17, i7_ 25-
Fun , Frolic, Friendships. 
Swimming, canoeing, horseback riding, 

tennis, basketball , baseball . Handicrafts. 
Dramatics. Music. 

Character development, cultivation of per
sonality and community spirit. Vigilance 
f»r health and safety. 

n years of camp life. 800 girls have been 
in camp and not a single serious accident. 
Mr. and Mrs. Gtilick's personal supervision. 

Splendid t'ljulpincnt. 64-page illustrated 
booklet. 

Mrs. E. L. GULICK, 14 Fairbanks S i . , 
Brookl ine, Mass. 
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you need to know about any-
* ' thing under the sun, you can be sure to find in 

the new Encyclopaedia Britannica—which we are 
selling in a complete, guaranteed "Handy Volume " 

issue, at a wonderfully low price. 

WHAT you need to 
know about the Britan-

nica is in the 130-page, hand
somely-illustrated 

"Book of 100 
Wonders" 

which is yours for the asking. With 
its 200 illustrations (some in colors, 
the very finest specimens of color 
printing) and its wealth of valuable and 
attractive reading matter you will find 
it a very interesting book in itself. 
You will find it all the more interesting 
and the more useful because it tells just 

what you need to know about 
the most useful and most 
interesting of works, the new Britannica. You need 
the Britannica. You will want to get it while the price 
is low. The publishers warn us that the price must 
go up when the present stock is exhausted, because 
manufacturing costs are increased enormously by war 
conditions. And the present stock will not last long; 
the demand is so large. If you write for the "Book of 
100 Wonders" at once you will have time to make up 
your mind before the price advances. 

SIGN the coupon to-day 
to get the Free Book quickly 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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BAILEY, BANKS & BIDDLE Co. 
Philadelphia 

A N N O U N C E 
the enlargement of t h e 

SERVICE-BY-MAIL DEPARTMENT 
to m e e t t h e increasing 
demand of Patrons travel-
ing or those who reside too 
far to make personal selection 
may, thru this Department, 
obtain the services of an 
expert whose interest (in 
making selection) will be 
entirely with the purchaser 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

WEDDING G I F T S 

J E W E L S S I L V E R 

C L O C K S W A T C H E S 

C H I N A G L A S S 

ENGAGEMENT RINGS 

Photographs and complete 
information upon request 



Fifth Avenue 
From Madison Square to Central Park. 

ARTILLERY 
rumbles down 
the Strand. Pic-
cadilly shakes 
with the tramp 

of armed men. Shrill bugles 
wake the echoes along the 
deserted boulevards of Paris. 
Vienna, breathless, reads the 
news from her fighting-men. 
T h e gay uniforms are gone 
from the Friedrich Strasse. In 
Russia's capital, even as her 
name, are all things changed. 

T o you w h o have perhaps 
heavy hearts at the thought of 
suffering abroad, Fifth Avenue 
at this time sends an especial 
invitation. She asks you Ameri-
cans, North, East, South, and 
Wes t , to come to her for awhile 
and find solace. There 's tonic 
in the breezes that sweep her, 
there's relaxation in the sights 
along the way. 

Always the arbiter of fashions 
for her own people, Fifth 
Avenue has now the added 
task of providing for the whole 
world. And nobly is she living 
up to that responsibility. In her 
stores the best of America's 
brains are working to fill the 
vacancies that the call to arms 
in Europe made in so many 
different lines. 

Fifth Avenue is prodigal with 
economies just now. She is 
showing her people that econ-
omy does not necessarily mean 
giving up everything that makes 
life worth the living. Rather she 
is telling us, foregathered here 
from all parts of the country, 
how to apply our shopping in
stincts to our best advantage. 
She is not pulling a long face 
over the fact that thrift is for 
some a necessary virtue. She 
is being thrifty and teaching 
others that thrift may be in
deed a pleasurable attribute. 

So forget w a r and all its hor
rors. Come over to the Ave
nue and walk for awhile in its 
sunlight. Pause with the crowd 
for a moment to watch the 
men busy on the scaffolds of 
a new building. Get the signif
icance of that industry. Stand 
up here on Murray Hill and 
look down on the animated 
scene at your feet. See how 
the twilit windows sparkle with 
many lights. W a t c h the slow-
moving procession of vehicles of 
all kinds come tossing up to your 
feet. Notice how the women 
flash their smiles and how the 
men laugh back and then—• 
thank all the Fates that you 
are an American. 

36-1 
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J.M. Gidding & Co. 
Paris 

564-566 and 568 Fifth avenue 46th and 47th STS. 

The "Paris Shop of America" 

Present 

Fashionable Apparel 
for 

Out-door Life 

Town Needs 

Social Affairs 

Traveling 

A collection distinctly re-

presentative of the prevail-

ing mode in all its phases 



Fifth Avenue 
From Madison Square to Central Park 

FIELD-OF-ART 
KENT-COSTIKYAN 

Eastern Rugs w o v e n on our o w n looms. Designed after ancient = 
decorations. These rugs are o f the most artistic 

colorings and are moderate in cost 
KENT-COSTIKYAN TradingCo., Inc. 

485 F i f ih A v e . . N . Y . C i ty ! O p p . Pub. Library | 

E X H I B I T I O N RARE P R O O F E T C H I N G S B Y 

SIR SEYMOUR HADEN, P.R.E. 
Also Modern Masterpieces by Zuloaga, Wh is t l e r . Israels. Fantin, H 

Lavery, Ma t thew Mans . Coro t . Legros, Courbet and others. 

C. W . K R A U S H A A R 
Near 29th Street A R T G A L L E R I E S 260 Fifth Avenue 1 

GORHAM GALLERIES 
S C U L P T U R E BY A M E R I C A N A R T I S T S I 

T H E G O R H A M C O M P A N Y 
Fif th Avenue at Thir ty-Sixth Street. N e w York Ci ty 

KENT-COSTIKYAN 
Antique and Modern Rugs f rom moderate-priced Orientals to those |g 
of finest texture and design. Persian A r t Objects—Faience— = 
Miniatures, Text i les, and Metals o f N in th co Eighteenth Century. H 

K E N T - C O S T I K Y A N Trad ing C o . , Inc. 
485 Fi f th Ave . . N . Y . C i t y , Opp . Pub. Library | 

YAMANAKA & COMPANY 
254 Fifth Avenue, New York 

DEALERS I N O R I E N T A L A R T OBJECTS 

BRADLEY STUDIOS 
Have you a daguerreotype o f any o f 

your ancestors w h i c h you wou ld like 
finished in a modern style, making it per-
manent w i t h its quaint original charm 
retained—or perhaps a favorite photo
graph or an oil-painting damaged by fire 
and water wh ich you wish restored? 

Consult us, as w e have made a study 
o f and are experts at this art. 

435 Fifth Avenue New York 

llllllllllllllllllllll 

Real Tennis Trousers 
Made from English Flannel—the 
goods adopted by the Marylebone 
Cricket and Tennis Club of Lon
don. $10.00 a pair. Three pairs for 
$27.00. Guaranteed not to turn 
yellow or grow heavier in cleaning. 

H. R. Hansen Co. 
471 F I F T H AVENUE, N E W YORK 

Opposite Library 

Telephone Murray Hill 1750 
S**S iG& 

at 35th Street 
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Fifth Avenue 

Bonbons & 

Chocolates 
The 

• • QUALITY •' of MAILLARD 

The name of Maillard 
has stood forquality, ex
cellence and distinction 
in candies for over sixty 
years. It is upon the 
" Quality " of all their 
products that Maillard's 
"world-wide reputation 
and preeminence has 
been built. 

BONBONS 
CHOCOLATES 

FRENCH PASTRIES 
ICE CREAMS 

/VailJard candies pacitxi in Trend: "Bonbomrieres (Exclusive 
Importation) or Fancy Bontes to order, and. when rvonostwd 
made ready fur sa/v delivery to all party of the world. 



Fifth Avenue 
f rom Madison Square to Central Park. 
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SOLID SILVERWARE 
FOR THE JUNE BRIDE 

For Solid Silverware--
Gorham! 

A gift to the br ide should preferably com
bine utility with beauty, rather than subor
dinate service to ornament,—for tastes may 
differ sharply over the merely beautiful, where 
your choice o f silver tableware, a silver tea sen 
vice, or a silver coffee pot will meet w i th in
stant approval. 

T h e sentiment which serves is the sentiment 
which survives, and no gift is more welcome to 
the bride than Gorham Silverware for the home, 
which first has use to commend it, and next the 
beauty and distinction of design for which Gorham 
productions enjoy almost a century of fame. 

The bride will look for this, the Gorham trade 
mark, on any silverware you 
may give her. We therefore 
suqqest that you look for it too. 

LEADING JEWELERS EVERYWHERE SELL 
GORHAM STERLING SILVERWARE 

THE GORHAM COMPANY 
Silversmiths and Goldsmiths 

NEW YORK 
Works - Providence and New York 





Painted for Scribner's Magazine by Walter H. Everett. 

S P A N N I N G T H E C O N T I N E N T BY R A I L . 

On May 10, 1869, at Ogden, Utah, railroad communication from the Atlantic to the Pacific was established by the 
joining of the Central Pacific and the Union Pacific Railroads. The event was witnessed by American engi
neers, officials, and soldiers, as well as Chinese, Indian, Mexican, and negro workmen, suggesting the cosmo
politanism of the United States. 

[American Historical Events, Frontispiece Series.] 
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From a photograph by R. W. Perkins 

Honululu harbor. 

THEY have a name in Ha
waii for such as we—ma-
lihinis, n e w c o m e r s — i n 
contrast to the Island-born 
or the Is land-bred, the 
" o l d - t i m e r s , " who are 

kamaainas. In any account of foreign 
places not purely aesthetic and sensuous 
there should be a residuum of confessed 
ignorance. The foreigners that drift to 
usward on fickle wing, then write books 
longer than their total sojourn with us, 
are our malihinis; and we all know with 
what seas-full of salt we take their ac
count of America. A traveller must flat
ter himself that his eyes have caught the 
truth, or for very shame he could not 
write. But we malihinis of a month 
must have inevitably, in the background 
of our minds, the patient, quizzical smile 

VOL. LIX.—61 517 

H O N O L U L U : T H E M E L T I N G - P O T 

By K a t h a r i n e F u l l e r t o n G e r o u l d 

ILLUSTRATIONS FROM PHOTOGRAPHS 

of the kamaaina. The malihini's dear
est hope is not to turn that smile to a 
frown. This, as of obligation, from one 
who has but passed, to those whose 
roots have struck deep in the gentlest 
soil of earth. . . . 

To most people who have never been 
to the Islands, and who have never con
templated going there long enough to 
get up a Hawaiian dossier, the name of 
Honolulu suggests, perhaps, half a dozen 
things: sugar, surf-riding, volcanoes, leis, 
missionaries, and poi. I doubt, at all 
events, if the list is much larger; and I 
am not sure that to include both leis and 
poi is not to be too generous. I am not 
speaking of sophisticated creatures on 
the "Coas t" who, whether or not they 
have run "down" to Honolulu them-

Copyright, 1916, by Charles Scribner's Sons. All rights reserved. 
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selves, can be glib about friends who have 
run "down." Certainly we knew orig
inally little more than the list suggests. 
But knowledge somehow bursts upon one 
when one is contemplating a specific jour
ney: the detached air of the steamship 
clerk and the railway agent breed in one 
a kind of knowingness. Long before we 
saw Diamond Head we had made a hun
dred traveller's choices, and could be glib, 
ourselves, about Island problems. We 
had made out not only that Honolulu was 
the tourist's paradise—our luggage-labels 
said so—but also that it was a paradise 
with a grievance. Free sugar, the sea
man's bill, the prevailingly yellow tinge 
of the population, and the perishing Ka
naka, were all familiar formulae before a 
single maile wreath had been flung about 
our necks. There were Island people on 
the steamer; and wherever Island people 
are met together, to pass the time or to 
instruct the stranger, Island problems are 
hot in the mouth. To talk about the in
sularity of an island is to be tautological; 
but the insular American on Oahu is more 
insular, so to speak, than the insular 
Englishman in London. England is the 
centre of an empire; but Hawaii is the 
mere outpost of a republic: a Territory, 
something as helpless in the hands of 
Congress as a ward in chancery is help
less; bent therefore on self-preservation 
solely, and on keeping up its own little 
state and luxury in its own little mid-
Pacific Eden. 

Islanders are not interested in the 
" Great War"—not as we of the East un
derstand interest: their newspapers con
fess it. Very few of them are interested 
even in a possible Japanese complica
tion; Mexico is as naught to them. So 
far, they but accentuate the general in
difference (excepting always California's 
anti-Japanese frenzy) of the States west 
of the Mississippi. Though the Islands 
look so Oriental, they are in many ways 
Western of the Western. Not only are 
they not internationally minded; they 
are not even nationally minded. They 
are almost more "sectional" than the 
"solid" South or the State of Utah. 
Life, liberty, and the pursuit of happi
ness, for the Islander, are bound up in 
sugar. Hinc illae lacrimae. 

Yes, the grievances of this paradise 

stir one to wrath on the steamer—though 
they sink into the background after one 
lands and the pleasures of the eye are 
pre-eminent. Except, that is, as the griev
ances touch one personally. The coast
wise shipping law touched us nearly: 
thanks to our inability to pick and choose 
among steamers, we could not stay to see 
Kauai. It is maddening to see good Jap
anese boats steam out half-empty, and 
to be restricted—now that the Pacific 
Mail steamers have had to stop business 
—to one overcrowded line. The mys
teries of sugar, in all their detail, I could 
not hope to penetrate; though I thought 
it quite clear at the time that Hawaii 
cannot compete with Cuba. Thence re
sulted a wry-mouthed admiration of our 
doctrinaire democracy. Is it not like us 
(one asks with tearful pride) to fight Spain 
for Cuban freedom, and to crown that 
activity by presenting Cuba with the 
world's market for cane-sugar, destroy
ing our domestic industries ? The war is 
temporarily keeping the Hawaiian cane-
fields from tragic fallowness; but free 
sugar may well outlast the war. Let no 
man say we are not altruistic. "The 
gray beard of Uncle Sam" (I scribbled 
frantically with Honolulu harbor spread 
prismatically before my eyes) "is as wild 
in the air as ever Don Quixote's." As for 
the Japanese, no Islander will give any 
real comfort to the chauvinist. There 
is no Yellow Peril. They begin saying it 
a little past the Farralones, and they are 
still saying it when the rosy pallor of 
Diamond Head first takes your breath 
away at dawn. Then you drift into wa
ters that are like the harbors of a sun
set sky; the more acrid chapter of pre
conception ends, while the sweeter one 
of experience begins. 

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 decor of the Pacific 
island. True, you find, now and then, 
tucked away under its coco-palms on 
thunderous shores, a Hawaiian 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 
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520 Honolulu: The Melting-Pot 

go far afield for such. The bulk of the 
Island population, as everyone knows, is 
Japanese—some 90,000 as against some 
24,000 Hawaiians and an equal number 
of "all Caucasians." Then come Portu
guese (not reckoned as Caucasians) and 
Chinese, nearly even in the census lists 
—23,000 and 21,000, respectively. Part-
Hawaiians (a motley breed!) and Fili
pinos pair, farther down, with some 14,-
000 each. There are a few thousand each 
of Porto Ricans, Spanish, and" all others." 

Yet this melting-pot is not depressing, 
like that which you get the full sense of, 
say, on lower Fifth Avenue at noon. In 
Hawaii, save for a few Russian peasants, 
there are no Slavs; there are no Jews; 
there are virtually no negroes; there is 
no Levantine scum. The Mediterranean 
coast, from Gibraltar to Sicily, from Sic
ily to Jaffa and Crete and Constantino
ple, is unrepresented; Central Europe 
and the Balkans have sent nothing. No 
Ruthenians, no Slovaks, no Lithuanians, 
no Armenians, no Huns. A few Greek 
hotel-keepers serve to make life tolerable 
in the smaller towns; but in numbers the 
Greeks hardly count. Even in Honolulu 
the white man is in a visual minority; and 
outside Honolulu nearly all the faces are 
yellow or brown. The Hawaiian melting-
pot at first is picturesque; it ends by be
ing lovable—and being missed. Even 
the pessimist may find comfort in the 
fact that the Oriental has no vote. The 
fat babies in rainbow kimonos will have 
them; but that story is for another day. 
The Anglo-Saxon is still dominant. 

The Hawaiian has the ballot—and in 
consequence the Hawaiian vote is the 
largest in the Islands—but his vote will 
pass with his existence; which means that 
he will not long trouble the polls. Civili
zation has killed him, as is its way: vice 
and disease came in with the sea-captains 
and sailors of all the globe, and the mis
sionaries finished the work. As far as 
one can make out, the missionaries were 
more responsible than Captain Cook or 
the New Bedford whalers, for the Kanaka 
is dying, quite literally, of clothes. Tu
berculosis, pneumonia, and bronchitis are 
what carry him off in far the largest 
numbers. The race is not weak or de
generate: it is, physically, magnificent in 
strength and beautiful of feature. But 

the Kanaka is amphibious—fishing, surf-
riding, swimming, he is, all his life, natu
rally in and out of the water. I t is one 
thing to cover yourself with palm-oil and 
let the Pacific spray run off you in shin
ing drops while you rest on the sands; it 
is quite another to keep your wet clothes 
on as you go about your business on the 
shore—but it is to ask too much of Poly
nesian intelligence to request it to see the 
difference. If clothes are good, they are 
good, wet or dry. If you do not yourself 
perceive the initial beauty of clothes, you 
cannot be very sophisticated about their 
uses. The Kanaka is not up to Sartor 
Resartus. That the Polynesian has never 
employed his keen aesthetic sense on the 
matter of dress is proved, I think, by the 
fact that the native women still univer
sally wear the holoku—a shapeless Mother 
Hubbard gown which the most tasteless 
Puritan could not condemn. Tradition 
says that the first missionary ladies, in 
mad haste to dress their converts, handed 
over the patterns of their own nightgowns. 
A race (I submit) that has stuck faith
fully for nearly a hundred years to the 
model of our great-grandmothers' night
dresses—for " b e s t " as well as for every 
day—is a docile, an admirable, a lovable 
race, which "vaunteth not itself and is 
not puffed up." It is almost a pity, too, 
hygienically speaking, that the grass 
house has become unfashionable. I t is 
engaging of the Kanaka to build him
self a wooden shack to live in because 
white men live in wooden houses and 
provide such for their laborers; but there 
is nothing particularly amiable in open
ing your windows at night, and, since his 
fine tact is all social and not in the least 
scientific, he does not open them. The 
grass house ventilated itself, and the 
wooden shack does not. Hence more 
tuberculosis, more bronchitis, more pneu
monia. The women hang leis about 
their necks, and all the men wear flower-
wreaths round their junk-shop American 
hats. To the charm ancestrally per
ceived they are faithful; but they have 
never learned to improve on Caucasian 
ideas. They have accepted the brutal 
fact of clothes, just as they Christianized 
themselves en masse; they have accepted 
the silly American standard of the wooden 
house. But you must not expect them 
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to go farther: you must not expect them 
to like to work, or to care how their fool
ish clothes look (if we were made to wear 
barrels, I dare say we should feel a like 

From a photograph by R. W. Perkins. 

Rice-field and cocoanut-trees. 

indifference to fashions in hoops and 
staves), or to think about cubic feet of air. 

I t works the same way, I fancy, with 
religion. "They say what they think 
will please you," was the report of a 
kamaaina who came of the old mission
ary stock and who had worked much 
among Hawaiians. Of course they do: 
they are polite to the death—literally. 
The idols were officially broken, by royal 

Clovis. They are Christians, and have 
been, now, for some three generations; but 
they will not build where there has been 
a heiau,* and their propitiatory offerings 
to Pele line all the sombre trail to the 
Sacred Falls of Kaliuwaa. Every kama
aina can give you some authentic tale 
of some one who has been kakuna-ed— 
prayed to death. Officially the kahuna 

*A native temple. 

order, even before the missionaries ar
rived; and when the missionaries came, 
the Hawaiians embraced Christianity 
about as simply as France did under 
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is proscribed: there is a price on his head. 
But the authentic tales are there; and 
indeed I have seen lost villages where a 
kahuna would be very safe from the short 
arm of the law. 

Such docility, such unwillingness to be 
rude, such indifference to the logic of the 
laws by which the natives must now live, 

do not make for self-preservation. They 
make for listlessness, for forgetting stren
uous traditions, for seizing the day, for 
making leis, and singing sad and idle mu
sic by the incomparable Pacific. Politic
ally the Hawaiians have no hope: Amer
ica has absorbed them; they know they 
are dying, though they do not quite know 
why; but they have not enough stern
ness or strength for the black pessimism 
that Stevenson recorded among their 
cousins, the cannibal Marquesans. The 
old meles and the old hero-tales are nearly 
forgotten, as are the old hulas. A few 
aged men and women can still sing and 
dance in traditional fashion for their aged 
Queen—but there is no one to whom they 
can pass on the words of the songs or 

the motions of the dance. The new songs 
are different—lyrical at best, never epic; 
and the new dances might perhaps de
light a cabaret, if any cabaret could con
ceivably be allowed to present them. I 
have seen a native hula in a country vil
lage, in full swing after hours of feasting; 
and the muscle-dancing of expositions is 

innocuous beside it—though far more dis
gusting because not spontaneous. The 
old hulas were different: were stately and, 
I dare say, a little tiresome, with their 
monotonous swaying and arm-gestures 
repeated a thousand times. Only a very 
old person now can dance in the earlier 
fashion; you could easily count up the 
Hawaiians who know the meles; and 
there is just one man, I believe, left on 
Oahu (if indeed he is still living) who can 
play the nose-flute as it should be played, 
to the excruciation of every nerve in a 
Caucasian body. 

Regular work is almost an impossi
bility to the Polynesian; therefore he is 
seldom, if ever, to be found in the cane 
or pineapple fields. He is very strong, 

From a photograph by R. W. Perkins. 

Ploughing rice with the aid of the water-buffalo. 



From a photograph by R. J. Baker. 

The native outrigger-canoe. 

From a photograph by R. W. Perkins. 

The Kanaka is amphibious—all his life, naturally in and out of the water.—Page 520. 
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From a photograph by R. W. Perkins 

A Hawaiian grass h u t 

and makes an excellent stevedore; and 
that employment suits him, for he can 
leave it and come back to it as he chooses. 
The ships come in from Australia and the 
South Seas, from the Orient or round the 
Horn; and whenever they come in or go 
out, there is work a-plenty. Until his 
money is gone he can exist beautifully, 
singing to his ukulele and washing down 
his raw fish and poi with square face. 
He makes occasionally a good chauffeur; 
but the regular profession most dear to 
him is that of policeman. To stand di
recting traffic at King and Fort Streets, 
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his beautiful poses plastiqucs legitimized 
by authority, is as near heaven, I fancy, 
as a serious-minded Kanaka can get. 

In Honolulu—and Honolulu draws to 
itself, magnet-wise, all the interests and 
activities of Oahu—the white man is 
more in evidence than anywhere else on 
the Islands. That is natural. I t is the 
social and commercial metropolis, the 
capital, the traditional home of most of 
the missionaries, the residence still of 
the Queen, the centre of military and 
naval business, the pre-eminent port of 
the Islands. In Honolulu itself the melt-



From aphotograph by R. W. Perkins. 

In the gardens at Ainahau. 

Life in Hawaii is lived under the palm and the mango.—Page 526. 

ing-pot seems to seethe most hotly; for 
the white man is there in numbers to re
mind you of the extraordinary foreign-
ness of the other human beings who fre
quent the paved streets, ride on the 
familiar trolley-cars, and pour out of 
the " movies " at the classic hours. Away 
from Honolulu you often forget the white 
man: the tropics beat in on you more 
vividly; the great tree-ferns rise mysteri
ously above your head; the surf is the surf 
of the South Seas; the world is wholly 
different; and it is very curious and exotic 

of you yourself to be white. Save for 
the mental mirror we carry about with 
us, one would forget one was. But Hon
olulu is American, very. I t is even part 
of its charm that it should be so; for 
there is nothing pathetic, no savor of ex
ile, in the resolute dominance of American 
ways. The Islanders are not backward-
looking, like (we are told) Englishmen in 
India. Honolulu is "home," and they 
look as little to the mainland (save, now 
and then, sardonically to Washington) 
as the Westerner looks to the Atlantic 
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coast. They have not even had to com
pound with the climate, for the climate 
is quite simply perfect. They can afford 
not to seek their greatest comfort; for, 
after all, it is impossible to be very uncom
fortable. I t is the tourist, the visitor, who 
wears Palm Beach clothes and soft collars. 
The business man of Honolulu dresses as 
the business man in New York dresses— 
tweeds, starched neck-gear, and all. Most 
men wear black evening clothes at dinner. 
A certain amount of white is worn, of 
course; but the general impression of the 
visitor from the temperate zone is that 
these folk do not live up to their privileges. 

As for their houses, I should positive
ly hesitate to say how bad Island archi

tecture is, if so quintessential an Islander 
as Mr. W. R. Castle, Jr., had not said 
it before me. Life in Hawaii is lived un
der the palm and the mango, the banyan 
and the poinciana, the algaroba and the 
monkey-pod. The great hibiscus hedges 
are as high as, in England, the border of 
ancestral yew; the night-blooming cereus 
hangs in multitudinous clusters over your 
garden-wall; the scent of ginger is heavy 
round your lanai; the orange and the lime 
bloom in your compound, and the guava 
runs wild by the wayside; your yard-boy 
eats his dinner under a banana-tree. A 
garden is old in ten years; in thirty it has 
become a tropical forest, a gigantic and 
fragrant gloom. But the houses breathe 

From a photograph copyright by R. K. Bonine. 

Ape-ape—Pohakumoa Gulch. 



Storm clouds seen on the road to the Devil's Punch Bowl. 

none of all this. They are hardly ever 
even Southern in type—low and pillared 
and wide-verandahed. The architecture 
of Hawaii is uncompromising; it is—for 
want of a better word, let me say evan
gelical. I t stands rigidly by the worst 
traditions of the nineteenth century; it 
is the same that disfigures our New Eng
land streets and stultifies the fine situa
tion of many a Western town. Two 
stories and sometimes three; scamped 
porches set about with jig-saw decoration; 
colors that must make the gentle Jap 
swear ritually as he patters by in his im
maculate kimono: the kind of thing that is 
quaint and endearing in Portland, Oregon, 
but which, in the full sweetness of the 
Trade, is simply the Great Refusal. Not 
much better is the newer house, half-
timbered or of tapestry brick; for if there 
ever was a place with which the Tudors 
and their ways and works had nothing 
to do, it is the islands of the Pacific. 
Chinese merchants are inheriting the 
older houses in the town; but the released 
Americans, who go farther up the Manoa 
or the Nuuanu Valley, do not improve 

on their ancestral homes. There is mel
ancholy comfort to a monarchically in
clined person in the fact that Liliuokalani 
lives in the loveliest house in Honolulu. 
Washington Place, which she now in
habits, is of the old Southern type, and it 
does not insult the vegetation. (As for 
the Royal Palace—now the Executive 
Building—I believe I am alone in ad
miring it. I t is of absurdly ornamented 
type, but so like many a bad minor pal
ace in Europe that it endears itself. The 
throne-room is just what any petty sov
ereign would have found fit, and the 
space and height of the rooms are literal
ly palatial. There is something very fine 
and aesthetically decent about the sweep 
of the broad stone galleries, and the slow, 
lavish curve of the central staircase. Ka-
mehameha's statue, in bronze and gold, 
faces the palace majestically across the 
square; and that, too, is fine, though no 
one now pays homage except an ancient 
Portuguese lunatic, who spends his life be
fore it.) Some people have had the wit 
to build low, shingled bungalows, and 
they will have Paradise about them when 
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they die. But it verily seems as though 
no sensitive soul could make its peace 
with God while the poinciana and the 
banyan look down on tortured clap-
boarding, built into a high and narrow 
shape. Were I to cite exceptions—and 
of course there are exceptions—it would 
be almost like naming names, so I refrain. 
Nor do I speak of interiors, only of the 
front presented to the world. But it is 
a great pity that some young architect 
with a sense of fitness does not feel 
" called" to make man's part in the aspect 
of Honolulu a little more akin to God's. 
The Atlantic States had Georgian mem
ories to help them out; California has had 
Spain; but Hawaii is singularly isolated. 
The natives, of course, contributed no 
architectural ideas. I t is a singular mis
fortune that the Islanders should have 
selected, and stuck at, the wrong period. 
I t was not because they had never had 
anything else before their eyes: nothing 
could be more charming than Washing
ton Place in Honolulu, or the old "mis
sionary house" in Lahaina, on Maui. 
They did not, however, stick to the good 
aesthetics of the pioneers; they progressed: 
they seem to have gone to Kansas for 
their later inspiration—and never to have 
come away. 

When that is said, nothing remains to 
be charged against civilization in Hono
lulu. This in itself would be small cause 
for petulance in another place. But here 
the eye enters upon an inheritance so 
gorgeous beyond preconception that it 
shrinks unwontedly from all that is not 
beauty. 

The part of the town that is not occu
pied by Americans is oddly uninteresting. 
Here and there a district known as " Por-
tuguee town" contributes a vivid pink 
house to the general audacity. But the 
Chinese and Japanese districts are far 
less picturesque than the Oriental quarter 
in San Francisco—even since the "fire." 
Rows and rows of barrack-like tenements, 
housing Hawaiians and the poorer Ori
entals, are very like any other slums— 
save that here the sun will find out a way. 
I t is a platitude that foreign slums—Ital
ian, for example—are often picturesque. 
In Honolulu they scarcely are; for the 
buildings are not old, and they make the 
most colorless corner of that parti-colored 

world. Prosperity, I suppose, makes for 
gayer kimonos, for paler stuffs in Chinese 
coats and trousers, for more lets and 
fresher flowers setting off the Hawaiian 
bronze. The folk who live in the Hono
lulu tenements are very poor; " d r a b " is 
the formal epithet for poverty, and with 
drab even the sun can do little. The 
poorer quarters of Honolulu are not so 
depressing as some other slums; for until 
one is quite used to the visual preponder
ance of yellow and brown men, there is 
delight in the mere strangeness of the 
crowds. And they are not so extensive, 
these poorer quarters: they are far out
stripped by the comfort and beauty of 
the rest. Still, in this sociological day, 
who could refrain from noticing, and men
tioning, such slums as there are? 

Another feature prominent in the mere 
aspect of Honolulu is the army. We have 
seven or eight thousand troops there; it 
is a regulation for Hawaii that officers 
and men alike must wear uniform; and 
the ugly, efficient khaki is everywhere, as 
well as the tropical white. On the whole, 
the khaki uniform is less beautiful than 
the holoku; and the military note is a 
note of pure ugliness. After a few weeks 
the negro regiments seem strange to the 
eye. I t is impossible not to match up 
the negro type against the Polynesian and 
find it wanting. An aesthetically passion
ate person can quite understand the con
tempt with which the Kanaka looks down 
upon the black man. This, though the 
negro soldier is usually a fine creature, 
physically speaking, and at his best sug
gests the imposing Zulu. I t is the mod
elling of the Polynesian countenance that 
gives the Kanaka the palm: the delicate 
aquiline contour, the eyes large for the 
face, the thick hair, like a European's, 
crowning the head. 

Geographically, too, the army counts 
immensely in Oahu. There are five forts 
in or about Honolulu town, not to men
tion Schofield Barracks on a neighboring 
plateau. Diamond Head is mined and 
galleried, so that on occasion it could be 
as dangerous as in its volcanically "act
ive" days. The monstrous works going 
on at Pearl Harbor it would take an ex
pert to appreciate; at present they are in 
the least illuminating of all stages—that 
of dredging. A visit to Pearl Harbor— 
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From a photograph by R. W. Perkins. 

Good golf is provided at the Oahu Country Club, Honolulu.—Page 531. 

a strange, octopus-shaped arm of the sea 
—is about as unrewarding for the com
mon person as a visit to a sugar-mill. 
Our New England consciences took us to 
both; and, personally, I brought back 
from the adventures only the conviction 
that dredging is not pretty to look at and 
that sugar-cane is not good to chew. 
Those who like to chew sugar-cane may 
very fairly infer that I have done lit
tle justice to the dredging. I confess it 
freely. 

The tourist's Honolulu, I suspect, lies 
wholly Waikiki of the town—that being, 
literally, the topographical idiom. (You 
are never told to go north or south, east 
or west: you go "mauka"—towards the 
mountains, or go "makai"—towards the 
sea; a shop lies on King Street "Waikiki" 
or " E w a " of Fort or Nuuanu.) The 
city stretches some seven miles, end to 
end, along the sea-front, running back, 
up enchanted valleys, to the mountains: 
the Pali, or Tantalus. " E w a " of Hono
lulu are Pearl Harbor and Ewa planta
tion; "Waikiki "of it is—Waikiki. Here 
are the seaside hotels and restaurants, 
the Outrigger Club, Kapiolani Park, the 
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beach-houses of rich Honolulans, and 
Diamond Head. Here are the bathing, 
the surf-riding, the general tourist ac
tivity—as well as the amusements of 
Honolulans themselves. Across from the 
Moana Hotel is Ainahau, among whose 
giant trees and flowers Stevenson often 
sat with the little Kaiulani, heiress ap
parent to the now long-superseded Queen. 
Kaiulani died during Liliuokalani's reign, 
and her father, Mr. Cleghorn, has been 
dead these many years. Ainahau has 
been sold; but one can still lose oneself 
in those winding, overhung paths, the 
great palms cutting off the sky above 
one's head, and imagine the opera-bouffe 
days of the monarchy, half-wishing that 
strange chapter back. The portraits of 
Kaiulani show her as very lovely and in
evitably beloved. She had, too, the 
supreme wit to die young. To a man 
of Stevenson's predilections, a beautiful 
young princess, half Polynesian and half 
Scotch, must have seemed one of the 
choicest works of God; and at Ainahau, 
if ever, he must have been happy. 

In all successful social life, variety must 
somehow be achieved. In their circum-
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scribed space happy Honolulans man
age it by having several houses. Pre
cisely as here, you go to the mountains 
or the sea for recuperation and amuse
ment; only in Hawaii you do not have 
to go so far. Half an hour will take 
you to your bungalow beneath Diamond 
Head; there at Kohala you can spend 
your Sunday, bathing in the multi-col
ored ocean. If mosquitoes bother you 
at Kohala, you can motor to the top of 
Tantalus, where, at two thousand feet, 
you are safe from them. Or you may 
have your beach house on the windward 
side of the Island, between Kahana and 
Kahuku. For a severer change, you can 
have a ranch on Kauai or Maui. If it is 
absolutely necessary for you to shiver— 
and one can conceive that—you can visit 
the volcano on Hawaii, or take the com
fortable Kilauea to Maui, and climb 
Haleakala. In the concrete rest-house on 
that ten-thousand-foot rim you will need 
all the fur coats the family can provide. 
I t is easy enough to change your climate 
and see a different beauty. Meanwhile, 
there is bridge, and the tango, and polo 
at Moanalua, and everything else that 
American civilization provides for one's 

distraction. Plays and operas are rare, 
of course, though now and then some 
company stops off between Australia and 
San Francisco. The Islanders, too, must 
be blessedly free from lectures. Good 
golf is provided at the Oahu Country 
Club, or at Haleiwa. If you are tired 
of domesticity, you can sit on the floor 
in a kimono at a Japanese tea-house, 
while little geisha girls bring you all the 
things that the yellow man most oddly 
likes to eat, and the sake that he most 
wisely likes to drink. You cannot skate 
or ski; but you can go riding or bathing 
or surf-boating or shark-fishing any time 
you feel like it; and on Hawaii, they tell 
me, you can put on a bathing-suit at the 
end of the day and coast down the dizzy 
cane-flumes. Except in a Kona storm 
you are seldom housed. Here the "un
swerving season" brings no mitigation of 
beauty. Some transplanted people long 
at times for snow; the true Islander, I 
believe, not often. In any case, the Cana
dian Rockies are not so much farther 
from them than from us—above all, the 
journey is not so much more expensive. 
If you really want to be uncomfortably 
cold, there is, I am told, no chillier, snow-

From a photograph by R. W. Perkins. 
Haleiwa Hotel entrance. 



From a photograph by R. W. Perkins. 

The Pali—Island of Oahu. 

The view from The Pali is ever various—morning and afternoon, mist and sun, tell different tales ofit .—Page 536. 

ier place than Japan in winter. And even 
Japan is only nine days away. 

There is scarcely space to tell of all 
the sights of Honolulu. In the aquarium 
you can see fish that seem to have been 
created by French dressmakers. They 
look more like audacious mannequins at 
the Longchamps races than citizens of the 
simple ocean—save that nature is less 
careful of color-harmonies than Worth 
and Paquin are wont to be, and that no 
dressmaker would venture on a costume 
a la squid. The aquarium, I believe, had 
this summer been rifled for the Hawaiian 
exhibit at the Panama-Pacific; but, even 
so, it is a smallish place, not comparable 
with the chambers of wonder and horror 
at Naples. 

Or you can go out by the Kamehameha 
Schools to the Bishop Museum—exqui
sitely panelled in the beautiful Hawaiian 
koa wood, dusky-gold and wildly grained; 
repository of feather-cloaks and Poly
nesian antiquities of every sort. Mrs. 
Bishop, the donor, was the daughter of 
Paki, and his giant surf-boards are nailed 
up in the entrance-porch. Everywhere 
in Honolulu you find witnesses to a now 
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perished state of society, when princesses 
of the blood and daughters of great chiefs 
married Anglo-Saxons. With the pass
ing of the monarchy and the subsidence 
of the native aristocracy, there is less 
temptation to the American or English
man to espouse a native, and I believe it 
is not much done at present except in the 
lower classes—though a deal of the best 
white blood is said to have received at 
some time or other a Polynesian tributary. 
I t is natural, with the change of govern
ment, and all that change entails, that 
the fashion should have passed. Much 
else has passed with it: the knowledge 
of Hawaiian, for example. Every one 
uses Hawaiian words, but the majority 
of American children do not learn the lan
guage. They are carefully not allowed to, 
lest a chance Hawaiian playmate should 
let in a flood of Polynesian information 
on their innocent minds. The Kanaka 
infant has "nothing to learn"; therefore 
much too much to teach. I t is again, 
in some ways, a pity, for the Kanaka 
himself has no interest in the preserva
tion of his tongue and it is degenerat
ing into pidgin-talk. A scholar like Mr. 
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Parker, for fifty years pastor of the Ka-
waiahao church in Honolulu; now and 
then a native demagogue who has culti
vated the language for his own purposes— 
these may keep some interest in the mellif
luous and moribund tongue; but that is 
all. It has virtually ceased to be stuff 
of rhetoric. Any learning the Kanaka 
may acquire is won at school, in English. 
It is easy to see the result. Beyond a 
convenient practical knowledge—for it is 
often, in remote places, convenient to 
speak Hawaiian—almost no one cares to 
go. Besides, it would be more to the 
point, practically, to learn Japanese. 

There are other sights a-plenty in Hono
lulu. There are the schools, from Puna-
hou Academy down; there is the Lunalilo 
Home for aged Hawaiians, which I dis
tinctly advise against visiting, comforta
ble though it is. The Hawaiian does not 
grow old well—nature's revenge for his 
beauty in youth and maturity—and the 
Home was to us actually more depressing 
than the Leper Colony on Molokai. The 
shops are not particularly interesting: 
Hawaiian curios consist chiefly of ukuleles, 
bead and shell necklaces, and tapa cloth 
—which, I regret to say, in this twilight 
of the Hawaiian day, is chiefly imported 
from Samoa. You can get calabashes 
and lauhala mats made to order, but the 
market is not drugged with them. The 
Hawaiian, as I have said, does not like 
to work. Even his poi—except in coun
try districts—is made for him at a Japa
nese or Chinese poi-factory. There is 
nothing "native" that you want to take 
home with you, except the fruit, and even 
if you were naive enough to pack papayas 
and mangoes in your steamer-trunk, a 
California official would take them away 
from you before he let you through the 
Golden Gate. It seems that there are 
fruit-pests in the Eight Islands: another 
grievance, since all pests of every sort— 
including mosquitoes and leprosy—have 
been brought thither from somewhere 
else. There are as yet no snakes, but 
sometime some one will smuggle in a rat
tler or two. 

The servant problem is made easy by 
the Orient. The Japanese cook will do 
everything in the world besides cooking: 
he will water your flowers and clean your 
car, raise your vegetables and press your 
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clothes. If he is married, his wife will 
do that part of the work which he least 
likes, and between them you will be sin
gularly comfortable. Your children will 
have Japanese nursemaids, your yard-boy 
will be Japanese as well. You will be 
wise to choose a Portuguese chauffeur; 
but except for that one service the Japs 
will look after you. It is well, I am told, 
to give very positive orders, and to keep 
to your own regime, for the Jap's imagi
nation is peculiar to his race, and left to 
himself he will always do the most ro
mantic thing. 

Hear now the confession of a reformed 
Japanophobe. . . . Before our Hawaiian 
experience I had been quite convinced 
that the Japanese were the Prussians of 
Asia. Every one knows how easy that 
impression is to get. I do not pretend 
to have arrived at it by profound study. 
It shocked me not a little, at first, to 
find Islanders taking the Yellow Peril 
so lightly—not to say scoffingly. They 
seemed to me like those folk who have 
always nestled comfortably under Vesu
vius. In another generation the voters 
of Hawaii will be overwhelmingly Japa
nese; for Japanese children, Hawaiian 
born, are, of course, American citizens. 
It is interesting, too, to note that the 
Japanese do not, like Chinese, Portu
guese, and whites, intermarry with other 
races. They are in the melting-pot, but 
they do not, in that sense, melt. Japa
nese children must go to the government 
schools and learn English; but they must 
also go to Japanese schools, before and 
after school hours, on Saturdays and 
Sundays, and be instructed in their an
cestral language, literature, and history. 
How they can work so hard, poor babies, 
and still look so gay and ephemeral, is a 
puzzle. Perhaps the secret of it is the 
kimono—as, indeed, I suspect (though 
it is a frivolous confession) the kimono 
was at the root of my own conversion. 
A Jap father in a clean kimono, tending 
the baby, is the most disarming sight in 
the world. And they are always doing 
it, whether in front of their Honolulu 
shops or in their plantation villages. 
Undoubtedly they work, and work hard, 
but they are always playing with the 
babies, first, last, and in between. While 
we saw them daily in this attitude, I for-
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got the "Japan Language Schools" (often 
placed, for convenience, next the govern
ment-school building) and the Shinto 
temples tucked away everywhere in the 
foliage. I t is impossible to be afraid of 
any one who wears a kimono, and that 
fact may be either our salvation or our 
undoing in our relations with the Orient. 
I do not pretend to say. 

But my conversion was not so frivolous 
a matter, after all. The Japanese char
acter is apparently a very different thing 
from that which many of us, at least, had 
conceived it to be. First of all, the Japa
nese is a romantic—an out-and-out, ab
surd romantic. He is very sure of him
self; he will undertake to do anything 
you ask him to; he is confident that he 
can imitate anything that he has seen, 
or perform any act that he has watched. 
He is his own publicity agent, too—like 
the braggart child, and as little objection
able. (I have even heard, authentically 
enough, that the famous Red Cross serv
ice in the Russo-Japanese War amounted 
only to a campaign of self-praise; that 
actually the Japanese lost a greater pro
portion of men through disease than did 
the Russians.) He is ambitious, always 
anxious to better himself. But 

The Jap will build your house for you 
—probably in most cases he does; but he 
is as likely as not to put in your windows 
upside down. Often, as soon as he saves 
enough money on the plantation, he 
drifts into a Honolulu commission mer
chant's, saying engagingly: "This time 
I make store." He pays down his sav
ings, gets additional credit, and proceeds 
to "make store." But he is apt, in a 
year or two, to go bankrupt. He is so en
amoured of his idea that he would rather 
sell everything in his shop on credit than 
to sell for cash and have any goods left 
on his shelves. Or he will be a chauffeur; 
but the god of speed also is in his Pan
theon, and he will break his or your neck 
with the most devoted abandon. I t is 
terrifying to meet a carload of Japs in a 
narrow place. I t is even more terrifying 
to be driven by a Jap yourself, round a 
mountain road with a pali on your left 
and the sea five hundred feet below on 
your right. At the steepest point the 
Jap is sure to turn and tell you that this 
is a very dangerous place—not relaxing, 
meanwhile, his speed. If you are not im

pressed (though, for many reasons, you 
probably are) he will, very likely, add a 
dramatic account of how, not long ago, 
he was attacked at this very spot, by a 
band of Filipino marauders, all armed; 
how, fortunately, he had no money (you 
begin here to be grateful for your express 
cheque); how, finally, by dint of cool
ness, courage, and speed, he got away. 
Even in his pidgin-English he makes lit
erature of it—until he becomes positively 
too excited by his own romance to pro
ceed. I t is like listening to the wild 
Odysseys of your own small boy. Luck
ily, the Jap likes to toot his horn: it is 
your only safeguard. Return over the 
same ground a few days later with a 
cautious Portuguese driver, and you will 
feel infinitely safer—but you will find 
yourself missing something. 

The Japanese, in spite of their romance, 
are law-abiding folk—another disarming 
fact. The Filipino is the bad boy of the 
Islands: he will loot, and kill for loot— 
for an astonishingly small amount of loot. 
He kills very brutally, too. Occasionally, 
in the day's work, the Japanese will slay 
—but seldom; and when he does, I have 
heard, it is apt to be a case of jealousy— 
a crime passionel. 

I t must, of course, be remembered that 
in Hawaii one deals largely with a Japa
nese type very different from that which 
we encounter here; not the student or the 
merchant, but the laborer, the coolie. 
There are merchants, and there are edu
cated Japanese of the better classes: 
priests, teachers, editors of papers, and 
so on. There is even the distinguished 
artist who will " d o " your Japanese gar
den, or build your room for the tea 
ceremony, but who will not do either un
less he has all the time he wants and 
absolute liberty to follow his tradition 
to the least detail of material and form. 
But these are few in comparison. The 
Japanese have been imported chiefly to 
work with their hands, and the bulk 
of them are the common people. The 
women work on the plantations as well 
as the men, wearing a special dress: an 
odd series of dark garments, puttee-like 
leg-gear, huge flat hats tilted on their 
chignons at an angle of forty-five degrees, 
a white cloth hanging down beneath it to 
protect the neck from the sun. A kama-
aina can tell at once the nationality and 



Honolulu: The Melting-Pot 535 

the breed of an individual whom he passes; 
but, though I am seldom at a loss to dis
tinguish Chinese from Japanese in Amer
ica, in Hawaii I found it as impossible 
as a task in a fairy-tale. The Japanese 
coolie is very like the Chinese coolie; and 
in country districts there are the Koreans 

Map showing central location of Hawaii in respect to other ports of the world. 

to confuse one. The women are easier 
to distinguish than the men, on account 
of their dress—the Chinese trousers, the 
vast Filipino sleeves, are as unmistakable 
as the kimono. But the men in the cane-
fields dress as is most convenient and, un
til they have gone home and changed, it 
is not always easy to know. There are, 
besides, infinite complications of race-
mixture; and, while we thought it easy 
to recognize a pure Hawaiian, the mali-
hini could never be sure of the part-
Hawaiian—whether he was part Portu
guese, part white, or part Chinese. I t 
was like a child's game to drive along a 
country road and ask: "This one? This 

one ? This one ? " The kamaainas could 
always label them. At the end of the 
day it was easier for the malihini to guess; 
for the Jap in his kimono is different from 
every one else in the world. 

On the whole, it is easy to see why the 
Islanders discount the Japanese peril. 

We heard one or two men of sense and 
long experience dissent from the common 
opinion, but not more than that. Only 
one or two were willing to admit that 
there might, in the next generation, be 
trouble. Most Americans in Hawaii 
have faith in the melting-pot; they think 
the Jap soluble. This, though they con
fess that Japan did want the Islands, and 
would still exceedingly like to possess 
them. When we quoted to them fears 
that we had heard expressed at home, 
they usually said, in sum: You won't find 
any one here outside of the army who 
believes that alarmist stuff; of course, 
the army is always looking for trouble. 
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Certainly, the daily revelation of the Jap
anese temperament is allaying to fears. 
Whether Americans in Hawaii are mis
reading that temperament or not is in the 
womb of fate. But the Islander at least 
has a better chance to estimate the Japa
nese situation—psychological, economic, 
political—than we on the mainland. I t 
may be that the Mikado sends out thou
sands of Japanese laborers with strict 
instructions to provide a spectacle of ro
mantic inefficiency for the deluded Amer
ican. I t may be that wearing white 
kimonos and petting the babies are both 
done by imperial order. Perhaps the 
tale of overcrowded Japan is as false as 
the tale of overcrowded Germany; per
haps, really, the Japanese, like the Ger
mans, have to import labor from without. 
The cane-cutting may all be a blind. If 
they are the Prussians of Asia, that is 
plausible. But in that case the Prussians 
of Asia do their deceiving much better 
than the Prussians of Europe. 

The Chinaman in Hawaii is very like 
himself anywhere. Every village, even 
the smallest, has its pake (Chinese) store. 
Often the pake store-keeper has a Ha
waiian wife. The Chinaman has, as we 
all know, a great gift for business; he 
is prudent, industrious, and honest. No 
one has ever paid him the doubtful com
pliment of fancying that there was a 
"Chinese problem." The Chinese vir
tues are too well known for mention here; 
though it may be remarked in passing 
that the Chinese-Hawaiian blend is said 
to be the best for character (as it is, by 
and large, for physique) of all those to 
which the Hawaiians treat themselves. 
The Chinaman ploughing his rice-fields 
with the classic water-buffalo, sitting de
corously in his tidy shop, or selling un
speakable foods in his markets, lends a 
grave and welcome note to the medley. 
There is experience back of the Chinese 
face, male or female; it is uralt; it has 
psychology in it; you feel that it would 
respond to a human problem. The flit
ting Japanese seem ephemeral creatures 
in comparison: artistic by blessed in
stinct, but not pre-eminently intellectual. 
Even when a Chinaman gets drunk, he 
does it with a difference. But that is for 
another and more exotic chapter. . . . 

In Honolulu we often ended up the 
evening by motoring to the Pali. Why, 

I do not know; for in the darkness that 
view, which seems to gather into its lav
ish bounds half the history and half the 
beauty of Hawaii, does not exist. You 
peer over the great parapet, down the 
seven-hundred-foot drop, and see nothing 
but the glow-worm lights of Kaneohe, far 
beneath you and beyond, near the illim
itable sea. You cannot hear the surf; 
you cannot see the fern-stippled rock, or 
the pineapple plantations that tint wind
ward Oahu with an ineffable green. Only 
the wind rushes through this narrow cleft 
in the volcanic mountain chain and 
nearly oversets you. I t is like a heavy 
scarf across your eyelids; your lips can 
scarce move against it; and you cling to 
any friend that is near. A hundred yards 
away there was not a breath, will not 
be when you return. But here, if you 
want to climb a few feet to the Kame-
hameha tablet set in the side of the cliff, 
you will be glad of the little railing to 
clutch. Except for that, you might be 
lifted and blown across the parapet, down 
the cliff over which Kamehameha the 
Great once drove an army. The view 
from the Pali is ever various—morning 
and afternoon, mist and sun, tell different 
tales of it. But it is always significant: 
all the violent volcanic beauty of Hawaii, 
together with its tropic softness, is meas
ured there lavishly for you. Kameha
meha has stamped his legend on the cliff 
where your feet are set; the multi-colored 
ocean, beyond the coral-gardens of Ka
neohe, spreads out its lonely leagues be
fore you; the wind itself that sweeps dis
dainfully over, past, and through you, is 
overdue for the Equator and the sinister 
low archipelagoes of the South. Some 
sense of this was always heavy upon us as 
we breasted that expanse. Even at night 
the lights of Kaneohe seemed to hint it 
all. Every tourist, in his few hours' 
stop-over, can drive to the Pali; and of 
that one is glad. For the Pali is more 
essential than Waikiki or Diamond Head 
or Pearl Harbor. Its memories are pre-
Territorial, and its inclusive beauty is as 
poignant and inimitable as the Hawaiian 
voice lifted in Polynesian song. 

Returning, you wind through dim jun
gles of hau-trees that no army, it seems, 
could cut or blast away, until you reach 
the Country Club and Nuuanu Avenue, 
and then Honolulu town and harbor. 
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The wind, free of the rock wall and ap
peased, follows you down to the ships. 
Six miles from the cleft in the Pali the lei 
women sit on Hotel Street (as per post
card) and sell their wreaths. If you are 
a departing traveller—and sooner or later, 
alas! you must be—your friends stock 
themselves heavily. You are bowed down 
with weight of flowers as you steam away 
from Honolulu. Very likely your heart is 
heavy, too. Sooner than you would wish 
the long, parti-colored streamers that you 
have flung to your friends on the dock 

break and fall away into the ocean. The 
fragile rainbow bond is severed; the last 
boy dives, Kanaka-fashion, standing erect, 
from the top of a life-boat; and you take 
up the trail again. But, whichever way 
one sails, the keenest visual memory is of 
the Pacific seen from a volcanic height: 
the view from the Pali windward, half a 
world away to the frozen North; for us, 
ever the view southward across the 
town, the harbor, the reef, and the blaz
ing ocean, from the happy heights of 
Alewa. 

[ Mrs. Gerould's second article, " By-Ways in Hawaii," will appear in the June number. ] 

T H E F R E N C H O F F E N S I V E IN 
CHAMPAGNE 

(SEPTEMBER-OCTOBER, 1915); 

BY CAPTAIN X, OF THE FRENCH STAFF 
Author of " General Joffre: The Victor of the Marne " 

AT the crossways near the 
batteries one has to leave 
the highroad which, at this 
point, is raked by German 
guns, and follow a rutty 
t r a c k that makes a long 

circuit through the fields. Near the cross-
ways, at the A farm, the soldiers of 
the colonial corps, who have already spent 
one winter there and are cheerfully pre
paring to spend another, have built them
selves the queerest and most exotic of 
villages—a real Sudanese settlement of 
conical-roofed huts, shaped like a Man
darin's hat. In the middle of the village 
is a tiny wooden church, with a belfry that 
does its best to taper up into a spire. A 
soldier-priest says mass there every Sun
day. He and the altar take up nearly the 
whole of the space inside the church, while 
the faithful gather outside, piously follow
ing the service. On the facade is a Latin 
inscription: 

REGINAE VICTORIA 
PlLOSI MlLITES A E D I F I C A R U N T HANC 

ECCLESIAM 

" To the Queen of Victory the Poilus (Pilosi Mili-
tes) have erected this church." (The " Poilus " 
have not all forgotten their humanities !) 

Just beyond there rises a steep slope 
bristling with batteries; on its crest are 
the artillery observation-posts. They are 
admirably fitted up and protected by 
thick courses of logs and beaten earth. A 
general is there, attentively examining 
with his field-glass the opposite slope, the 
greater part of which is in German hands. 
The general is one of the youngest chiefs 
of the French army. When hostilities 
broke out he was a colonel commanding a 
brigade; now, after just twelve months of 
war, he stands on one of the highest rungs 
of the ladder. He is tall, slim, young-look
ing, with an air of extreme distinction, 
quick, incisive speech, and resolute blue 
eyes. Whenever those eyes of his light on 
a new face he feels the immediate need to 
label and classify it and store away the im
age in some pigeonhole of his marvellously 
lucid memory, where thereafter it will al
ways have its distinctive place. Looking 
at him and listening to him, one has the im
pression that the art of warfare is above all 
things a matter of precision, foresight, and 
tenacity. The masters of military science, 
the men predestined to shine in war, are 
those in whom the balance between brain 
and character, between unders tand ing 
and willing, is most perfectly adjusted. 
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General X, having finished his minute 
inspection of the enemy's lines, emerges 
from the obscurity of the observation-post 
and descends by zigzagging communica
tion trenches to the motor awaiting him 
at the foot of the hill. When he drives off 
he leaves on all of us the impression that 
his visit portends some big event. 

We were in the first days of August, 
1915—it was just a year since the war 
had begun. The great German scheme of 
taking Paris and subjugating France in a 
few months—or a few weeks—had utterly 
failed. The battle of the Marne had bro
ken down the first German offensive; six 
weeks later the furious dash on Calais 
was no less effectually checked. As for 
the numerous local attacks in the Ar-
gonne, in the course of which thousands 
of men, the best perhaps of the German 
army, were recklessly sacrificed in the ef
fort to enhance the military prestige of 
the Crown Prince—all these attacks were 
far too local and limited to produce any 
lasting result. 

Despairing of a decisive success on the 
Western front, the Germans last spring 
turned the weight of their forces on the 
Eastern lines. To help out the demoral
ized army of Austria-Hungary they began, 
first in Galicia and then in Poland, a vig
orous offensive which made them mas
ters of a considerable extent of territory. 
Their formidable heavy artillery and their 
almost inexhaustible reserves of muni
tions gave them a rapid ascendency over 
the Russian army, which, at that time, 
lacked not only munitions but rifles. 
Russia made a magnificent defense; but 
in August, 1915, her armies were in a dif
ficult position. The German hopes, which 
had ebbed during the previous winter, 
were once more at the flood. I t was 
clearly our business, on the Western 
front, to draw off some of the army corps 
which were threatening to break through 
the lines of our Allies. 

The French offensive in Artois, made 
four months earlier, on a narrow front, 
had resulted brilliantly. I t had confirmed 
the faith of France in the valor of her 
troops and in the vigor and intrepidity 
of their powers of attack; it had proved 
that, even after a winter of stagnation in 
the trenches, the French army had lost 
nothing of its dash. At the same time, 
the movement had shown that the Ger

man defenses, in spite of their perfection, 
can be successfully attacked and taken if 
only the attack is carefully enough stud
ied and minutely enough prepared on the 
lines which previous experience has indi
cated. So much we knew last August; and 
the time seemed to have come to renew 
the assault of the previous spring on a larg
er scale and with more important forces. 

Those forces were now available. The 
arrival of large English reinforcements had 
allowed the Fnglish front to be lengthened 
and had thereby released a corresponding 
body of French troops. That it is always 
a delicate operation to substitute, along 
any part of the front, one body of troops 
for another, is a fact that must be obvious 
to the most superficial student of the art 
of war. The present war is one of scien
tific precision and complexity. The solid
ity of any portion of the front is insured 
only by a combination of precautions and 
previsions as intricate and smoothly run
ning as the wheels of a complicated ma
chine. If one of the wheels stops the 
whole machine is likely to break down. 
The artillery fire, for example, must be 
so accurately regulated that the shells fall 
with mathematical precision at the pre
determined point, without even a few 
yards' deviation. The attainment of such 
a result necessitates extraordinary exacti
tude of aim, observation-posts skilfully 
selected, and such perfect telephonic com
munication that, at a word of command, 
batteries several kilometres away can in
stantly and unerringly pour a hail of shell 
on any given point. 

The substitution of one army corps for 
another necessitates a change of artillery
men, telephonists, sappers and miners, 
and so on; and the exchange must be car
ried out without the least delay or the 
slightest break of continuity along the 
front. In the present instance the feat 
was accomplished with complete success. 
Everything had been so intelligently pre
pared that when the English front was ex
tended the change did not produce the 
slightest fluctuation anywhere along the 
line. The fact augurs well for the future. 

Some of our army corps, which had 
taken part in the May offensive in Artois, 
had meanwhile had time to rest and re
form. The attacking power of a body of 
troops is exactly analogous to the nerve-
power of a man. When a man is young, 
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active, and full of life, no matter how 
great his temporary exhaustion, a few 
days of rest and a few nights of sleep will 
put him on his feet again. The French 
army is in this happy prime of its recuper
ative powers. Such and such a regiment 
or division may return from a hard bat
tle considerably depleted; but after a few 
weeks of rest in good quarters, where the 
men can eat, sleep, and wash, the troops 
will have recovered their original temper 
and be ready to meet a fresh onset. 

This surprising elasticity, this prompt
ness in throwing off fatigue and suffering, 
is not only the dominant characteristic of 
the French soldier, but the fundamental 
quality of the whole race—the quality 
which again and again has shone out in 
its long history. 

Every preceding experience of the war 
had shown that an attack, to have any 
chance of success, must be backed by a 
formidable artillery with an almost inex
haustible supply of ammunition. The 
time had come when this force of artillery 
was at our command, and this supply of 
ammunition in our reserves. We were 
beginning to see the result of the pro
digious industrial effort by which France, 
within the space of a few months, had 
mobilized the greater part of her factories 
to the sole end of the intensive production 
of war material. At any moment we chose 
it was in our power to sweep the German 
lines with a deluge of shot and shell. 

The ground chosen for the a t t a c k , 
which extended from Auberive to a point 
east of Ville-sur-Tourbe, covers a length of 
about twenty-five kilometres, and is far 
from being an undiversified surface. 
Looking from west to east, it presents the 
following features: 

(i) A glacis about eight kilometres 
wide, of which the gentle slopes are cov
ered with scattered clumps of trees. The 
road from St. Hilaire to St. Souplet, pass
ing by the Baraque de l'Epine de Vede-
grange, is nearly on the axis of this glacis. 

(2) The hollow at the bottom of which 
lies the village of Souain. The first line 
of German trenches followed the inner lip 
of this hollow. The road from Souain to 
Somme-Py makes, as it were, the diame
ter of the half-circle. The Navarin farm, 
3k500 north of Souain, is on the crest of 
the hills commanding the hollow. 

(3) North of Perthes comes a level 

stretch running between the wooded hills 
of the Trou-Bricot and the Butte-du-
Mesnil, like a long corridor three kilo
metres wide, barred at intervals by lines 
of trenches and abutting on a series of 
heights, the so-called "but tes de Souain," 
the "cotes" * 193 and 201, and the"bu t t e 
de Tahure," crowned by the German sec
ond lines. 

(4) North of Mesnil is a very strong 
position, bastioned on the west by the 
twin heights of the Mamelle Nord and the 
Trapeze, and on the east by the " b u t t e " 
of Mesnil. Between these two points the 
German trenches formed a powerful cur
tain, behind which a broken region of 
dense woodland extends to Tahure. 

(5) North of Beausejour is a bare 
stretch of easy country sloping up gradu
ally in the direction of Ripont to the farm 
of the Maisons de Champagne. 

(6) North of Massiges the powerfully 
fortified "cotes," 191 and 199, which look 
on the map like the pattern of a hand, 
form the eastern flank of the German 
defenses. From here the ground slopes 
away gently toward Ville-sur-Tourbe. 

The two chief positions of the German 
works lay from three to four kilometres 
apart. The deeper of the two was formed 
by three or four lines of trenches, sepa
rated from each other by barbed-wire en
tanglements and running back to a depth 
of from 400 to 500 yards. The second po
sition consisted of a single trench, rein
forced here and there by a support trench. 
This portion of the line, and. the barbed-
wire entanglements preceding it, were 
built almost entirely on the reverse slope 
of the hill, so that it was extremely diffi
cult for our artillery to get the range. 

In addition to these main points of the 
line, admirably organized centres of re
sistance had been formed wherever the 
ground permitted—so many little for
tresses, nests of concealed mitrailleuses, 
to which the troops of defense had orders 
to cling to the last round of shell if the in
tervening trenches were overwhelmed. 

I t is obvious that the attack of lines 
organized on this scale could have nothing 
in common with the war of manoeuvre 
that preceded the battle of the Maine. 
This was a wholly different kind of con
flict, a siege war with methods and regu-

*The numbers of these "cotes," or hills, indicate their 
altitude in metres. 



T
h

e 
m

ap
 o

n 
th

is
 a

n
d 

th
e 

op
po

si
te

 p
ag

e 
sh

ow
s 

th
e 

G
er

m
an

 t
re

nc
he

s 
an

d 
th

e 
pr

og
re

ss
 o

f 
th

e 
F

re
n

ch
 

of
fe

ns
iv

e.
 

[W
es

te
rn

 h
al

f o
f 

m
ap

.]
 

T
he

 g
ro

un
d 

ch
os

en
 f

or
 t

he
 a

tta
ck

 e
xt

en
de

d 
fro

m
 A

ub
er

iv
e 

to
 a

 p
oi

nt
 e

as
t 

of
 V

ill
e-

su
r-

T
ou

rb
e.

 

54
0 



C
on

ti
nu

at
io

n 
of

 m
ap

 o
f 

th
e 

tr
en

ch
es

 
an

d 
F

re
n

ch
 

of
fe

ns
iv

e.
 

[E
as

te
rn

 h
al

f.]
 

54
1 M
 



542 T h e F r e n c h O f f e n s i v e in C h a m p a g n e 

lations of its own. To form an idea of it 
one must turn to the record of the great 
sieges of history, and notably to that of 
Sebastopol. 

The first necessity for the attacking 
army was to know with the utmost accu
racy the exact place of every German 
trench, the depth of the barbed-wire de
fenses, and the position of the machine 
guns and the batteries. Thanks to our 
many means of information, we were fully 
instructed on all these points. Every fea
ture of the German positions was marked 
on a map and known by its special desig
nation. The attacking troops knew ex
actly what was ahead of them and where 
they were going. 

The arrival of the troops had begun 
well in advance of the attack. Along the 
railways and on the highroads there had 
been for days an uninterrupted stream of 
trains and motor-vans. The region about 
Chalons was swarming with soldiers. 

The landscape of mid-Champagne, the 
"Champagne pouilleuse," where so often 
in past times the destinies of France have 
been fought out, is monotonous, but not 
without beauty. I t is a region of untilled 
fields, of scattered pine forests, heaths 
and ponds, traversed by beautiful straight 
roads which seem purposely to avoid the 
few and widely separated villages. In 
these latter the half-timbered houses are 
all of the same type, and mostly several 
centuries old. They were so much fuel 
for the Kaiser's bonfires, and it did not 
take many of his incendiary tablets to set 
them ablaze. 

Preparations were going rapidly for
ward ; the sense of momentous things was 
in the air. Day by day, as the decisive 
hour drew nearer, the great army massed 
for the attack felt its ardor and impa
tience grow. The generals and the com
manding officers exhorted their men; but 
words were unnecessary. Never had the 
tone of the French troops been finer; 
never had France possessed a more mag
nificent army than that gathered last au
tumn on the plains of Champagne. I t 
was my good fortune to assist at several of 
the rounds of inspection, during which our 
most brilliant general, gathering about 
him his officers and men, set forth in a few 
words the effort and the self-sacrifice that 
their country required of them; and on 

every sternly set face the same look of 
heroic abnegation, the same resolve to 
strike hard and conquer, made mute re
sponse to his appeal. 

The artillery preparations had begun 
three days earlier, on the 22d of Septem
ber. The fire was kept up night and day, 
with a predetermined rhythm and ac
cording to a carefully regulated plan. The 
objects to be attained were the follow
ing: the destruction of the wire entangle
ments, the burying of the defending line in 
their underground shelters, the wrecking 
of the trenches and the parapets, and the 
cutting off of the communication trenches. 

The fire raked not only the first-line 
trenches but the support trenches and 
even the second-line positions. At the 
same time the long-range guns were bom
barding the various headquarters, the en
campments, and the railway stations, cut
ting off the railway communication and 
interrupting the bringing up of supplies. 

From a height above Massiges I looked 
on for hours at this bombardment. Never 
have I seen one approaching it in violence. 
The shells burst so close to each other that 
the puffs of white smoke along the heights 
were merged in a single cloud. It was like 
looking at a multitude of geysers in full 
ebullition. The air was shaken by an un
interrupted roar, against which, now and 
then, a huge detonation would detach it
self with a crash that seemed to shake the 
earth: it was the explosion of a heavy 
projectile from one of the big guns. 

I t was not the first bombardment I 
have followed. During the Russo-Japa
nese war, on the second day of the battle 
of Liaoyang, I saw the whole Japanese ar
tillery concentrate its fire on the peak of 
Shoshan a few hours before the infantry 
assault. On the last day of the battle 
of the Marne, from the heights opposite 
Mondement, all the batteries of our divi
sion sent an infernal blast of shell against 
the summit crowned by the chateau which 
was held by the Prussians. But these 
bombardments were as nothing compared 
to the present attack. The dazed and dis
tracted German troops completely lost 
their heads. Every few moments they 
sent up luminous fusees as a signal to their 
artillery to open a barring fire against the 
French. The unfinished letters found on 
many of the prisoners taken after the 
attack show the prodigious effect of this 
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deluge of steel. A German soldier writes, 
on September 25: " I have received no 
news from home, and shall probably re
ceive none for several days. The postal 
service has stopped; the whole line has 
been so violently bombarded that no hu
man being could hold out. The railway 
is so continuously shelled that all trains 
have ceased running. We have been in 
the fighting line for three days. During 
these three days the French have shelled 
us so incessantly that our trenches are 
completely wiped out." 

Another wrote on the 24th: "For the 
last two days the French have been bom
barding us like madmen. To-day one of 
our shelters was demolished. There were 
sixteen men in it, and every one of them 
was killed. Many others were killed be
sides, and masses of men were wounded. 
The artillery fire is almost as rapid as that 
of the infantry. The whole front is cov
ered by a cloud of smoke which hides 
everything. The men are dropping like 
flies. The trenches are a heap of wreck
age." 

Still another, writing on the same day, 
says: " A rain of shell is falling on us. Our 
kitchen and provisions are cannonaded all 
night. The field-kitchens no longer ar
rive. Oh, if only the end were in sight! 
Peace! peace! is the cry on every man's 
lips." 

An artilleryman of the 100th regiment 
of field-artillery writes on September 25: 

' 'We have been through awful hours. 
I t seemed as if the whole world were 
crumbling away. We have had heavy 
losses. Last night one company of two 
hundred and fifty men had sixty killed. 
A neighboring battery lost sixteen. 

"The following instance will show you 
the frightful power of the French project
iles. A shelter five metres below ground, 
roofed with two layers of logs and two and 
a half metres of earth, was smashed like a 
match." 

The captain commanding the third 
company of the 135th regiment of German 
reserves writes in his report: "Send us a 
supply of rations at once. We have re
ceived no provisions to-day. We are in 
urgent need of flares and hand-grenades. 
Is the sanitary column never coming to 
look after our wounded?" And a few 
hours later: " I insist on immediate rein
forcements. My men are dying of fa

tigue and want of sleep. I have no news 
of the battalion." 

The artillery preparation was at the 
highest pitch of efficiency. We had done 
all that it was in our power to do. There 
remained one important factor of success; 
but that, alas! was an incalculable one. 
No one could foresee the weather, and 
much depended on our having a fine day 
for the attack. Clear weather would give 
us an immense advantage by facilitating 
that co-ordination of action between the 
infantry and the supporting artillery on 
which success in the offensive so largely 
hangs. Once the attacking columns were 
thrown into the furnace, it was vitally 
necessary for the staff and the artillery to 
keep in constant touch with them, to 
know exactly how far they had advanced, 
and to be able at each step to support and 
direct them. 

The assault on the second-line positions 
also depended for its success on a clear 
atmosphere; for this second position, usu
ally placed on the reverse slopes of hilly 
ground, is so extremely difficult to dis
cover that its wire defenses can be only 
partially destroyed by the artillery. 

During the days preceding the general 
attack the sky, which had hitherto been 
radiant, began to grow cloudy. Toward 
nightfall on the 24th the clouds melted 
away before a moon that seemed to prom
ise a return of fine weather, a promise 
which the next morning unhappily belied. 
By daybreak a fog had closed down on 
the lines and a thick drizzle was beginning 
to fall. 

But no atmospheric conditions could 
damp the feverish impetuosity of our 
troops. The moment for the general at
tack was set for a quarter past nine. 
During the night all the attacking troops 
had taken up their positions. The sol
diers lined all the parallel trenches, and 
the trenches of communication by which 
the supporting column was to be brought 
up. Every officer had set his watch by 
the hour of the general headquarters. 

One must have lived through such mo
ments to realize their tragic and passion
ate beauty. Hundreds and thousands of 
men in the vigor of their youth are massed 
there together awaiting the shock. Many 
of them—and they all know it—are in
exorably marked for death. All of them 
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feel the great shadow groping for them, 
invisible yet ever present in their ranks; 
but its nearness, far from weakening their 
courage, touches their resolve with a stern 
and manly gravity. 

By seven in the morning I was at a post 
of command from which part of the bat
tle-field was visible. Our artillery fire 
still went on, ever intenser and more furi
ous, as though seeking, during the min
utes that remained, to crush and sub
merge such portions of the German lines 
as had escaped our heavy guns. I t was 
obvious that, after three days of such un
interrupted bombardment, the Germans 
must know that the decisive hour was at 
hand. Every few seconds flares rushed 
up from their lines, imploring the barring 
fire that was to stop our infantry. 

Suddenly, at the preordained moment, 
the French, headed by their officers, re
volver in hand, flung themselves out of 
the trenches along the whole of the im
mense line. In order to maintain the nec
essary discipline and self-control of the 
troops under the deadly fire that awaited 
them, each section was marshalled into 
line as soon as it reached open ground. 
Then , a t double-quick so tha t they 
should not lose their wind by too impet
uous a dash forward, they broke in a first 
immense wave against the German trench
es. Hardly had one wave of infantry 
swept forward when another surged up be
hind it and flowed impetuously in the same 
direction. The advance was like that of 
a mighty sea whose irresistible breakers 
must undermine the rockiest coast. 

The speed of the French advance was 
so great that the Germans were almost 
everywhere taken by surprise. All their 
first-line trenches were submerged. All 
the troops who occupied them were killed 
or gave themselves up; and the infantry 
swept on to the second line. On the way 
it captured a large number of German 
cannon, machine guns, and heavy pieces; 
the artillerymen fell where they stood. 
Wherever a German defensive work was 
too solidly organized to be taken with a 
rush, it was invested by our troops; and 
the enemy, thus encircled, surrendered in 
thousands. At certain points of the front 
our infantry poured ahead with such im
petuosity that the artillery, to support it, 
had to limber their guns and move them 
forward, exactly as in open battle. There 

could be no more amazing proof of the 
vigor and vehemence of the French at
tack. 

Unhappily, it was not to be hoped that 
the forward movement should everywhere 
strike the same pace. Irregularity of ad
vance is one of the inevitable conditions 
of siege war. The lines of least resist
ance are bound to be carried with relative 
speed; while at points where the difficulty 
of the ground or the greater courage of 
the defenders makes the advance harder, 
progress necessarily slackens. Therefore, 
a few hours after the first assault, the line 
attacked, instead of being straight, has 
been bent into a series of perilous zigzags. 

Nevertheless, after two or three days 
of fierce fighting, the French troops had 
achieved important results. To form an 
idea of what had been gained, it is neces
sary to consider separately each of the 
sectors of the front; for in each one the 
struggle assumed a different form and had 
a different outcome. 

In the region to the right of the Epine 
de Vedegrange the advance of our troops 
was very rapid. At this point there was 
an extremely strong German centre of re
sistance, composed of a triple and a quad
ruple line of trenches, machine-gun block
houses, and a bit of woodland covered 
with one of the most intricate systems of 
defense along the German front and giv
ing shelter to numerous concealed batter
ies. But the whole of this sector was 
taken by a sudden and irresistible dash. 
In spite of heavy losses, in spite of the 
fatigue of incessant fighting, the French 
swept on and on, leaving behind them 
only enough men to scour the conquered 
region and break down its centres of re
sistance. On the 27th of September, to
ward evening, our troops were in touch 
with the German second line; at two 
points we had even got a footing in them, 
making a breach of about five hundred 
yards. Unluckily, it was impossible to 
widen this breach sufficiently to reap the 
reward of our success. German heavy 
batteries concentrated their strength on 
the opening, and hidden machine guns 
swept its sides with a fierce enfilading fire. 
Nevertheless, the results achieved in this 
sector figure up as follows: the taking of 
fifteen square kilometres of ground rid
dled with trenches and fortified works, 
forty-four pieces, seven of 105 mm. and 
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six of 150 mm. and of more than three 
thousand prisoners. 

In the Souain sector the enemy line 
swept a great curve about the village. At 
certain points the German trenches were 
over a kilometre from ours. It therefore 
became necessary, when the offensive was 
planned, to push our works far enough 
forward to facilitate the attack on the 
German front. This subterranean engi
neering was carried out with incomparable 
pluck and energy. Leaving the trenches 
at night, our soldiers literally bounded 
across the intervening space. When they 
reached the designated point they dug 
themselves in, afterward linking their new 
line to the trenches they had left by 
communicating "bowels." This exceed
ingly difficult exploit was actually accom
plished under the eyes and under the fire 
of the enemy, and the parallel trenches 
followed the curve of the German line at 
a distance of less than two hundred yards. 

The attack began simultaneously at 
three points. To the west we advanced 
toward the wooded ground; in the centre 
we followed the line of the road from 
Souain to Somme-Py, in the direction of 
the Navarin farm; to the east we bent 
toward the woods which are intersected 
by the road from Souain to Tahure, and 
toward the " b u t t e " of Souain. Our ad
vance was extremely rapid. To the left 
we covered two kilometres in less than an 
hour; in the centre, three kilometres in 
forty-five minutes. By ten o'clock we 
were abreast of the Navarin farm, and a 
glance at the map will show the amazing 
rate of our progress. 

Toward the east it was harder to make 
headway. The Sabot wood was full of 
German machine guns, which greatly fa
cilitated the enemy's resistance. But this 
centre of defense was surrounded and ta
ken, enabling our troops to close up with 
those which were attacking to the north of 
Perthes. The Germans were completely 
encircled, and, leaving only a sufficient 
force to reduce the position, the main part 
of our troops pushed on. 

Those left behind sent parlementaires 
to demand the surrender of the Germans. 
They were met by rifle fire, upon which 
they attacked the defenders with the bay
onet. The survivors surrendered and were 
sent to the rear, and a number of batteries 
and a large amount of material remained 

in our hands. By the 28th we were in con
tact with the second German line. Our 
troops had been magnificent, and they 
had been led by generals and officers 
whose courage and disregard of self may 
be measured by the fact that one general 
of division and four colonels had already 
been wounded, and two colonels killed. 

Between Souain and Perthes lies a 
wooded region where violent fighting had 
already taken place in the previous Feb
ruary. We had then carried a part of the 
German trenches, and the enemy, aware 
that the point was a vital one, had pro
vided it with powerful defenses. First 
came an almost triangular salient, which 
was very strongly held—we called it the 
Pocket. Beyond, the formidably organ
ized defenses of the Trou Bricot wood pre
sented an almost unsurmountable obsta
cle. This bit of country, pocketed by 
craters and seamed and cross-seamed with 
trenches and "bowels," was nearly im
pregnable; yet it failed to check the im
petus of our troops. 

The way in which the Pocket and the 
Trou Bricot were carried may be regarded 
as a model of that particular type of war
fare. The plan of attack, marvellously 
conceived, was yet more marvellously exe
cuted. The first thing to be done was to 
take the Pocket. At the appointed hour 
our batteries progressively lengthened 
their range, while the infantry dashed for
ward. The attack was carried out in per
fect order, and half an hour later, at 9.45, 
the two columns which had stormed the 
extremities of the salient were in contact. 
The work was surrounded and the surviv
ing defenders surrendered. At the same 
time a battalion got a footing on the 
southern edge of the wood of the Trou 
Bricot. The succeeding battalions, skirt
ing its eastern edge, executed a perfect left 
turning movement and formed in echelon 
along the communica t ion t renches . 
Meanwhile, to the north of Perthes our 
troops had pierced the three lines of Ger
man trenches and, covered by our artil
lery, were sweeping on to the " Y o r k " 
trench. They took it almost without 
striking a blow. Farther to the east, 
along the road from Perthes to Tahure, 
greater difficulties were encountered. A 
German mitrailleuse in a shelter kept up a 
troublesome fire; but finally one of our 
infantry officers, with a sergeant, suc-
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ceeded in bringing up a gun to within 
a little over three hundred yards of the 
mitrailleuse and promptly smashed it. 

Toward the end of the afternoon one of 
our regiments had reached the road lead
ing from Souain to Tahure. The Trou 
Bricot wood was thus almost completely 
encircled, and our soldiers dashed into the 
German encampment from all sides and 
swept it clear of its defenders. The sur
prise was complete. Some of the German 
officers were taken in bed; this fact, which 
is absolutely established, testifies to the 
amazing rapidity of the attack. I t shows 
also the confidence of the German chiefs 
in the security of their position. They 
were certainly justified in thinking the 
Trou Bricot secure from attack. They 
had spent the whole winter and spring in 
perfecting its defenses, and had fitted up 
luxurious quarters for themselves in their 
impregnable fortress. The houses of the 
adjacent villages and all the chateaux in 
the neighborhood had been methodically 
pillaged. The German officers had trans
ported to the subterranean apartments of 
the Trou Bricot chairs, sofas, beds, ward
robes, and even pianos. On one of these 
officers was found an extremely curious 
order from a German quartermaster-
general, forbidding the occupants of the 
houses and chateaux of the neighborhood 
to take the furniture with them when they 
left. "Such things can no longer be per
mitted," the order gravely ran, "because, 
if the first occupants carry away every
thing they take a fancy to, nothing will be 
left for those who come after them." 

The surrounding of the Trou Bricot was 
one of the most successful manoeuvres of 
our offensive. Throughout all this region 
the majority of the German batteries were 
surprised and taken in the height of the 
action, and the cannoneers and loaders 
killed before they knew what was happen
ing. One of our regiments advanced four 
kilometres in two hours, taking on the 
way ten guns, three of 105 mm. and seven 
of 77 mm. 

Unhappily, after midday our rate of 
progress began to slacken. The thick 
weather made it impossible for our artil
lery to follow the advance and it became 
increasingly difficult to establish liaisons. 
From the " b u t t e s " of Souain and Tahure 
the enemy poured a converging fire on 
our troops, who were advancing over open 

ground. Nevertheless, they pushed for
ward to the foot of the hill of Tahure, 
where they dug themselves in. But the 
wire entanglements protecting the second 
German position were still intact, and 
it would have required a fresh bombard
ment to carry it. 

I t was to the north of Mesnil that the 
German resistance was most dogged. Our 
attack made us masters of a hollow called 
the ravine of Cuisines; but it was impossi
ble for us to get beyond this point. 

To the north of Beausejour, however, 
we scored a swift and brilliant success. 
The successive waves of the attacking 
force, flinging themselves on the first lines, 
completely submerged them. The onrush 
carried some of the troops straight to the 
crest of Maisons de Champagne; on the 
way they passed through several batteries, 
killing the gunners at their posts. I t was 
in this sector that the cavalry lent an un
expected support to the infantry. Two 
squadrons of hussars, in spite of a violent 
barring fire, had swept past our trenches 
and were galloping toward the German 
batteries to the north of Maisons de 
Champagne. On the way they reached a 
trench in which the Germans had man
aged to maintain themselves. The Ger
man machine guns were instantly turned 
on the hussars and a few horses fell. The 
hussars immediately sprang to the ground 
and rushed at the trenches with drawn 
swords, giving the infantry time to rally 
under cover of this diversion. The resist
ance of the enemy was broken and six 
hundred prisoners were taken at this par
ticular point. 

The heights of Massiges had also been 
converted into what the Germans regard
ed as an impregnable fortress, from the 
summit of which they commanded all our 
principal positions. But in a quarter of 
an hour our infantry had scaled the height 
and were in possession of the German 
works. There followed a terrific hand-gre
nade fight in the communication trenches. 
As our grenadiers advanced the Germans 
surrendered in masses. An uninterrupted 
chain of grenadiers, like the chain of buck
ets at a fire, occupied the trenches and 
the ridges of the hill. For more than eight 
days the fight went on without respite, 
and with unexampled fury. The Germans 
brought up continual reinforcements. All 
their available troops were called up to de-
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fend the hill of Massiges, which they were 
resolved to hold at all costs. The German 
gunners dropped beside their guns, the 
grenadiers on their grenade boxes. And 
still our troops continued slowly but 
steadily to advance, till finally we ob
tained possession of the whole crest of 
Massiges, maintaining ourselves there in 
spite of the furious counter-attacks of the 
enemy. The German General Staff ap
pears to have been especially affected by 
the loss of this position. According to the 
German communiques, it was voluntarily 
evacuated because our artillery fire had 
made it untenable. But whenever the 
Germans lose a position they profess to 
have abandoned it of their own accord; af
ter the battle of the Marne they went so 
far as to describe their retreat of sixty kil
ometres as a strategic manoeuvre. As a 
matter of fact, the heights of Massiges 
were won from the enemy bit by bit, yard 
by yard, by the dauntless courage of our 
grenadiers. 

Our huge attack along a front of twen
ty-five kilometres was supported by two 
others designed to cover our flanks. The 
task of the troops to whom this duty was 
allotted, and especially of those operating 
on the western borders of the Argonne, 
between Servon and the wood of La 
Grurie, was peculiarly difficult. I t was 
their duty to hold in check and to immo
bilize as large a force of the enemy as pos
sible, and they fulfilled their mission bril
liantly and with unwonted courage. 

Our offensive in Champagne is univer
sally acknowledged to have been a great 
tactical success. Along the whole front 
all the first line of German works, three or 
four lines of trenches, the strongest cen
tres of defense, the points of support, and 
the field-works were all carried. At cer
tain points our troops even succeeded in 
making a breach in the second line. If 
these breaches were not wide enough to 
permit our supporting troops to pour 
through them, it was chiefly because the 
persistent bad weather made it impossi
ble to follow up our advantage. 

In spite of this, the results obtained, 
materially as well as morally, were ex
tremely satisfactory. 

In the first place, our tactical success 
had an immediate strategical result of the 
first importance. The Germans, roused 
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to the great risk they had run, recalled in 
hot haste ten or twelve of their divisions 
operating on the Russian front: that is to 
say, a body of troops large enough to have 
permitted them to press their advance 
into Russian territory and perhaps obtain 
a decisive advantage over our allies. The 
fact is indisputable, and it would be hard 
to exaggerate its importance. The check 
of the German offensive in Russia coin
cided exactly with our victory in Cham
pagne, and the link between the two 
events is very close. 

For several days the Germans were in a 
state of great alarm. They understood 
that they had very nearly had their front 
broken through. The hurried orders of 
their general staff, the agitation of their 
troops, revealed their anxiety and appre
hension. 

Our advance made us master of about 
forty square kilometres of ground, and left 
in our hands an enormous number of pris
oners—twenty-five thousand men, three 
hundred and fifty officers, a hundred and 
fifty guns, besides machine guns, bomb-
throwers, and a large amount of other 
booty. Such figures are the trophies of 
an important victory. To measure their 
significance it is only necessary to com
pare them with those of some of the mem
orable battles which French soldiers have 
fought and won in the past. 

At Jena, for instance, we took fifteen 
thousand prisoners and two hundred guns. 
The Prussian losses on that occasion 
amounted to eighteen thousand men. 

At Austerlitz we took twelve thousand 
prisoners and a hundred and eighty-six 
guns, while the imperial army lost twen
ty-five thousand men. 

For the first time since the beginning 
of the present war the German troops in 
Champagne surrendered en masse. Whole 
regiments thus disappeared completely 
from the German army; and for days and 
days, along the great highway that runs 
through Chalons, an uninterrupted stream 
of German prisoners poured in from the 
front. 

The letters and journals found on these 
prisoners and taken from the dead bear 
witness to the extreme discouragement of 
the enemy. On the 30th of September a 
lieutenant of reserves of the Tenth Army 
Corps jotted down the following lines: 
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"Yesterday sixteen of my men were 
killed by torpedoes. I t is frightful. If 
only the rain would begin again, or the fog 
come back! But with this weather the 
aviators are sure to be on us again, and we 
shall be deluged with torpedoes and with 
shells from the trenches. Clear skies, how I 
hate you! Fog, fog, come back to help us!" 

The German losses were extremely 
heavy—it is not impossible to compute 
them approximately. At the beginning 
of September the Germans had seventy 
battalions on the Champagne front. Be
fore the 25th of the month, in anticipation 
of our attack, they brought twenty-nine 
more battalions to this front, forming a 
total of ninety-nine; and the 115,000 men 
composing this force were immediately 
thrown into action. 

During the first days of the battle the 
wastage on the German side was so great 
that the general staff was obliged to re
new its forces by despatching to the 
front ninety-three new battalions. In the 
greater number of regiments the losses 
were certainly not lower than fifty per 
cent. Therefore it may be safely as
sumed that the total of German losses in 
Champagne amounted to 140,000 men. 

The importance which General Joffre 
attached to this victory is shown by the 
following Order of the Day, which he ad
dressed to the army: 

GENERAL HEADQUARTERS, October 3d. 
The commander-in-chief desires to 

transmit to the troops under his com
mand the expression of his profound sat
isfaction regarding the results obtained by 
the attacks up to the present time. 

Twenty-five thousand prisoners, 350 
officers, 150 guns, and materiel which it 
has not yet been possible to count: such 
are the results of a victory of which the 
fame has rung through Europe. 

None of the sacrifices entailed have 
been vain. All who were engaged have 
done their part. Our present success is 
the surest pledge of future victory. 

The commander-in-chief is proud to 
have under his command the finest troops 
that France has ever known. 

J. JOFFRE. 

The most important result of our suc
cess in Champagne is that for the first 
time since the beginning of the war the 

Germans completely lost their initiative, 
and even any serious ability to react 
against our attack. One of their gener
als, Von Ditfurth, acknowledges the fact 
explicitly in one of his orders. 

' ' I have the impression," he writes, 
" that our infantry is simply remaining on 
the defensive. . . . I cannot protest too 
energetically against such a system, which 
necessarily results in deadening in our 
troops all spirit of aggression, leaving to 
the enemy complete freedom of action, 
and subordinating our own attitude to his 
initiative." 

Von Ditfurth was right. Up to the 
date of the Champagne offensive the 
Germans, whenever they lost any posi
tion, however insignificant, considered it 
a point of honor to retake what they had 
lost at any cost. Now for the first time, 
after this important victory, they seemed 
incapable of any serious counter-attack. 

They merely attempted to gather to
gether as large a force as they could mus
ter—the rank and file of the regiments all 
in inextricable confusion—and to mass it 
on their second lines, which they felt to 
be gravely menaced. That was the limit 
of their effort. No serious attempt was 
made to recover any of the advantages 
gained by the French. It is impossible 
to lay too much stress on this fact. 

In the course of this terrible "match" 
we see one of two adversaries receive a 
terrific blow without trying to return it. 
There could be no better presage for the 
future. It is true that the blow received 
has not laid the adversary low; but no one 
in France ever imagined that Germany, 
which has devoted half a century to the 
preparation of this war, lavishing upon 
the task all her wealth, her intelligence, 
her power of organization, and also her 
ruthless savagery, could be disabled by 
one blow. The struggle now going on is a 
question of patience, of energy, and of en
durance. Great results, as we know, are 
most often obtained little by little, and as 
the consequence of uninterrupted effort. 

What has been accomplished in Cham
pagne by the heroism of our men and the 
intelligence of their chiefs is no small 
achievement. History will in due time 
record the fact. And what was not done 
last autumn the coming spring will see 
accomplished. 
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THE SANDALS OF HIS YOUTH 

By Mary Synon 

I L L U S T R A T I O N S BY J O H N A L O N Z O W I L L I A M S 

"When thou makest a journey to the stars, go thou blindfolded; and carry not a sword, 
but the sandals of thy youth. "—(Egyptian proverb.) 

TTOMMY TRANT came to Chicago 
with a pencil in his pocket and a 
dream in his eyes. He came from 

Indiana, a tall, stooping, awkward, heav
ily spectacled boy, to stand by the desk of 
the city editor of The Record, seeking a 
job. The city editor told him, as city 
editors have told hundreds of other sol
emn-eyed youths from Indiana, that there 
was no job, but plenty of jobs for news-
gatherers. Tommy Trant took the hint 
that most of the other aspirants for jour
nalistic fame had ignored. He sought 
out news in the places where news grew. 

He poked his long nose into queer cor
ners of the town that was developing so 
many queer corners in those days after 
the World's Fair. He struck and held 
acquaintance with waiters, and cab-driv
ers, and bartenders. He travelled beats 
with friendly patrolmen. He found the 
Pilot's Club on South Water Street and 
the Goose Grid on Milwaukee Avenue. 
In a city that editors knew only by maps 
and by gossip Tommy Trant came to 
know real people, men and women who 
were shoving Chicago up to the two-
million mark. He found stories in them. 

551 
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He made stories of them. He wrote sto
ries out of the strange gift within himself. 
The city editor read all of them and used 
some of them. One week, after Tommy 

who stand on the hills of Israel looking 
out over the valleys of the Philistines. 
Tommy Trant was a newspaper man. 

The Ruling Class, knowing him for 
what he was, led Tommy 
Trant out of the tents of 
Kedar. While he was yet 
bu t a cub, they let him 
tiffin with the big men of 
the Is rae l i tes—Clavers , 
who was writing children's 
poems that a world read 
with smiles and tears; old 
Doctor Dennis, who had 
given his two sons to the 

T r a n t had drawn more 
money for space-writing 
than the city editor drew 
on salary, The Record put 
the man from Indiana on 
its staff. 

There a re n e w s p a p e r 
men and men who work on 
newspapers. The latter re
side in suburbs and labor 
on afternoon j o u r n a l s , 
commuting with the regu
larity of bank clerks and 
perusing farm and garden 
literature in odd moments 
snatched from their tasks of getting out 
editions. The former dwell in old hotels 
or rooming-houses in the heart of the 
town, never board a train except on as
signment, and spend their days off in 
loafing around the local room of their own 
and other morning newspapers. They 
are the Ruling Class of America, prophets 

" I wonder," he mused, " w h y you disapprove of me so thoroughly?" 
—Page 555. 

newspaper game and his whole leisure 
to newspaper men; Patrick Flint, whose 
humor was widening the grin of a conti
nent; the Lawtons, Billy and Fred, just 
beginning the careers they are climaxing 
now in London and Paris; Barry the car
toonist; Kent, dreaming out novels that 
sell now by the drayload, and a dozen 
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other men whose names were becoming as 
well known to the reading public of the 
country as they themselves remained un
known. Prospectors in human mines, 
they saw in the hard surface of Tommy 
Trant's manner the glittering gold of his 
cleverness; and they set out to develop 
his possibilities in that humanness of per
sonality that was all they asked of mem
bers of the Fourth Estate. As Tommy 
Trant's possibilities in humanness were 
as wide as he was tall, the Ruling Class 
found his election gratifying to the good 
judgment of the electors. 

In less than a year after he had come to 
Chicago, Tommy Trant was presiding 
over sessions of his own people in the 
Dutch Room of the old Sherman House, 
holding forth with the certainty of a vet
eran and the crassness of the newcomer. 
He was telling Latrobe of The Tribune, 
who knew more about Chicago labor prob
lems than did Samuel Gompers, how to 
line up labor stories. He was advising 
Burney Atherton, who had forgotten 
more about dramatic criticism than Trant 
would ever know, how to write reviews of 
plays. He was informing Cutler, who 
was credited with the power of changing 
chiefs of police according to his desire, 
how news might be garnered from the 
Harrison Street police station. He would 
have been in imminent danger of making 
himself an oracle had he not fallen in with 
Hancock Brady, the most satiric, the 
most artistic, and the most human of all 
the Ruling Class. 

Brady was adding to the gayety of 
nations by a column in The Journal. He 
added to his own gayety by annexation of 
Tommy Trant. Incidentally, he taught 
Tommy the alphabet of the newspaper 
man's creed, which is founded upon the 
Magnificat. "Remember, my son," said 
Brady, smiling up cherubically at his 
elongated pupil, " that what He did to the 
mighty is not a circumstance to what we 
could do to them, did we write as we 
thought. But, thanks to God and our 
pay envelopes, we don't." 

Tommy Trant, being young, listened to 
Hancock Brady, even as Saul hearkened 
to Jonathan. He thought that he agreed 
with him, as the men who listened to 
Brady's sinister sneers upon society al
ways thought they agreed. He believed 
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in those days that he looked upon the 
dwellers in the tents of Kedar as idolaters, 
worshippers of the Golden Calf, heathens 
who knew not the true God of humani-
tarianism. Brady, keener than his hear
ers, saw the little spot of blight in Tommy 
Trant's soul. "The Half Acre hasn't 
found him yet," he told Cutler one night 
after Tommy Trant had issued a burn
ing diatribe against social indifference 
through the medium of a story of a 
girl who had dropped by the wayside. 
"When our Smart Set takes up Tommy, 
he'll drop hard." 

The Half Acre didn't find Tommy 
Trant until after the Cuban war. In 
that war the tall chap from Chicago found 
opportunity and fame. He came back to 
his paper covered with tropical sunburn, 
an outrageous expense account, a service 
medal, and the reputation of being the 
most daring correspondent of the crowd 
who had sweated and toiled through 
swamps and towns while the United 
States was freeing Cuba and Evangelina 
de Cisneros. The Ruling Class, knowing 
the game, pretended to regard Tommy's 
exploits as every-day routine. But a 
girl who lived on one of the side streets 
of the Half Acre, just off the Drive, met 
him at a Press Club dance and captured 
him for her menagerie. Tommy Trant 
roared with glee when he was first exhib
ited as a lion; but he went back to the next 
exhibition. 

Hancock Brady watched Trant's social 
progress with the sorrow of a philosopher. 
Once he remonstrated with his friend. 
"Why are you fooling around here?" 
he demanded of him. "You have repu
tation enough to make New York take 
notice." 

" I like the place," said Tommy Trant, 
"and I'm waiting for a war." 

There were a few little wars staged in 
various parts of the world just about that 
time, but Tommy Trant didn't want to 
go to them. Not until the Russian-
Japanese conflict sent a clarion call to the 
Tommy Trants of the world did he pack 
his typewriter and engage a berth on a 
westward-sailing steamer. The literary 
set of the Half Acre gave him a farewell 
dinner. The Ruling Class gave him good 
advice and vile cigarettes. He treated 
both gifts with equal disdain. And out 
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somewhere near the Great Wall of China 
he and a short, sturdy boy from Michigan 
beat the world one day on the greatest 
war story of its time. For that, Tommy 
Trant came back to Chicago enlarged in 
reputation until he looked over other men 
of his trade as the Colossus loomed over 
Rhodes. 

The Record, changing its policy from 
dignity to display, sprawled Tommy 
Trant all over its sheets. The Ruling 
Class advised him to get out of the news
paper game and into magazine and book 
stuff while the road went up-hill so lumi
nously. I t was only the jumping of a 
trench to land into permanent position. 
But the Half Acre stood on the easy side 
of the trench and besought Tommy Trant 
to stay in Chicago. "You're so alto
gether odd, Mr. Tran t , " Mrs. Lyster told 
him in her best assumption of a Mayfair 
manner, " that we can't do without you ." 
As Mrs. Lyster was captaining the young
er set that year, and as the younger set 
hung upon his words and hers, Tommy 
Trant stayed. 

For a few years his reputation held up 
his standard of work. Then, wars being 
scarce, war correspondents lost their 
premium value. Burney Atherton went 
to London for the Frohmans. Latrobe 
went to Washington, taking up the path 
that led him to the chairmanship of the 
most important commission the country 
had devised in a score of years. Cutler 
was busy making over the political map 
of Illinois. Hancock Brady deserted col
umn-conducting for a managing editor
ship of a morning newspaper. When The 
Record and Tommy Trant came to the 
parting of the ways, Brady put his old 
friend on The World. For a little while he 
made Tommy work so hard that no maid 
or matron of the North Side circle could 
capture him for display. Then he for
got to look out for Tommy. Perhaps he 
tire.d of the responsibility of keeping his 
most brilliant writer in bounds. Tommy 
drifted back to toy theatres and dinner 
dances. He was running a literary de
partment on The World and managing 
some half-dozen social activities in the 
Half Acre, when Hancock Brady, in a mo
ment of temporary aberration, engaged 
Letty Corse to report society. 

Letty Corse, who had the eyes of a 
saint and the tongue of an asp, had been 

a space-writer on The Record in the days 
when Tommy Trant had come home from 
China. Being just out of college, she was 
a storage-house for ideals of the romance 
of the journalist. She draped the mantle 
of her young hero-worship around Tom
my's lank form. Then, being disillu
sioned by life swiftly, as is the fate of 
women who earn their bread and butter 
on newspapers, she found no other statue 
on which to drape the cloak. Therefore 
she left it hanging on Tommy Trant—and 
forgot about it until Hancock Brady, who 
respected her point of view on society be
cause it coincided exactly with his own, 
gave her the desk next to Trant 's and 
introduced them all over again. "I 've 
known her ," Trant took time to say, 
"since the day she called Mrs. Perkins 
Parker a parasite." 

" T o her enamelled face," said Letty 
Corse. "And I knew you," she added, 
"when you were a newspaper man." 

"Wha t do you think I am now?" he 
demanded, peering at her hostilely over 
his black-ribboned eye-glasses. 

"Lazarus—before he died," said Letty 
Corse sweetly, reaching for the afternoon 
newspapers. 

" W e l l , I'll be—" Trant began. 
"Don ' t mind me , " she said. 
" I won' t ," he responded savagely. 
But he did mind her so much that at 

the end of a fortnight he moved his desk 
to the other side of the room. Letty 
Corse smiled at the gaping space. "You 
know, Tommy," she said across the room, 
and in the presence of a half-dozen young
er members of the staff, " that when you 
want to come home to Sister, your place 
will be waiting." 

"I ' l l be hanged if I go back," said Tom
my Trant. 

"You certainly will be if you don't ," 
she teased him. 

An hour later he sauntered over to her 
desk, ostensibly to borrow a scissors. 
" W h a t have you against me, L e t t y ? " he 
complained. " I ' ve never queered any 
game of yours, have I ? " 

" N o . " 
"Never said a word to hurt your feel

ings, always brought you presents by the 
score," he hummed. "And you turn your 
poniard in my side. W h y ? " 

"Because you need a thrust now and 
then." 
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" B u t why should you take the job 
from Nemesis?" 

" I ' m her daughter ." 
" I believe you." He stared through 

the heavy spectacles at her wistful eyes. 
" D o you know, Le t ty , " he said, " t ha t if 
you were dumb, I 'd have loved you long 
ago?" 

"And do you know, Tommy," she 
countered, " that if I were deaf and blind, 
I'd have reciprocated that affection?" 

He laughed good-naturedly. " Let's be 
friends again," he pleaded, "and make a 
compact. You let my habits alone, and 
I'll not notice your manners." 

The compact worked well through one 
winter, probably because the Half Acre 
kept Trant so busy with its fetes, and 
bazaars, and dances, and dinners that he 
had little time in The World office. In the 
course of the gayeties he met Fanchon 
Torrens, who had reminded Letty Corse 
of a sugar figure on a wedding-cake when 
she saw her as bridesmaid at the Bruce-
Wensley wedding. One night, after he 
had come back to the office from Mrs. 
Lyster's charity musicale, he confided to 
Letty that he almost loved " the little 
Torrens girl." 

"Why not al together?" she asked him 
as she went over her pages of copy on the 
musicale. 

" Because," he said solemnly, " I 'm like 
every other man in the world. I want to 
love one woman for everything, and the 
woman hasn't been made who has every
thing in her to love." 

"And so," she said, "you've decided to 
take the obvious? That 's interesting." 

" But not vital ? " 
"No t at al l ." 
" I wonder," he mused, "why you dis

approve of me so thoroughly? You like 
Benson, and Gletten, and Wing well 
enough, don't you? And yet you and I 
should be old friends." 

"Yes , " she said, "we should be old 
friends. Sometimes I think we are. But 
haven't you ever seen that Benson, and 
Gletten, and Wing have utilized every 
advantage they've been given, and that 
you're using none of your gifts?" 

" Well, that 's my own business, isn't it ? " 
"Ent i re ly ." She resumed her work. 

Five minutes later she looked up to find 
him still beside her desk. " W e l l ? " she 
smiled. 

"Wha t do you want me to d o ? " he 
asked her. Letty Corse stared at him 
while she chewed reflectively upon the 
point of her pencil. " I want you," she 
said, " to ask Hancock Brady to take you 
out of the morgue of book reviews and 
put you on live copy." 

"Knowest thou not that I should have 
to go to work if I went to the city room ? " 

" I know it very well. But why not 
work, T o m m y ? " 

" And have no time for play? You and 
I know the local news game, Letty. 
We've graduated from it. We can't go 
back." 

"You'll have to go back to it some day 
if you don't jump quickly at some special-
feature line of work that'll bring you next 
to the ground again. Don't you know, 
Tommy"—the sting went out of Letty 
Corse's voice—" that unless you catch 
hold of something real you'll lose your 
grip on life? Then what'll your future 
in writing b e ? " 

" I shall be an editor," said Tommy 
Trant. 

Letty sighed. "Or a butler ," she said. 
"If I ever but t le ," he threatened her, 

" I ' l l never let you inside the door, even 
on rainy days when Mrs. Perkins Parker 
comes back from California." 

She reminded him of his threat on the 
night when the Pavilion held its dress re
hearsal for the biggest charity affair of the 
year. Letty Corse, with stern orders 
from the city desk of The World to write 
a complete description of the rehearsal, 
found herself locked out of the hall just as 
Tommy Trant, who was to take part in 
the revels, entered with Fanchon Torrens. 
"Can ' t you run me in there?" she asked 
him. 

"Sorry ," he told her, " b u t there's no 
chance. Mrs. Lyster won't let any of 
the newspaper reporters in to-night." 

"House sold out and no more advertis
ing needed," Letty said caustically, while 
Fanchon Torrens stared at her with the 
supercilious indifference that the daugh
ter of a self-made millionaire reserves for 
wage-earners. 

"I ' l l bring in to the office whatever I 
can ," Trant promised. 

" W h e n ? " 
"Well, I'll be pretty late, you see, 

but " 
"Thank you," Letty said, "bu t I hap-
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pen to work for a newspaper that goes to 
press at midnight, not for a weekly book 
page." He saw the glare of wrath that 
she focussed upon him, and made the mis
take of laughing at her. So did Fanchon 
Torrens. Twenty minutes later he was 
explaining Mrs. Lyster's order to the bat
talion chief of the fire department who 
had come in response to Letty Corse's 
notification that the hall was disregarding 
the fire ordinance by locking all its doors; 
but when Fanchon Torrens broke into 
protest against the society editor he 
turned away from her and walked to the 
door where Letty stood triumphant. " I t 
was a rotten thing to do," he told her, 
"but I'm glad to give you the keys of the 
city. Come in." 

She shook her head. "No," she said, 
" I won't. I have my story without look
ing at the antics of the menagerie. And 
to-morrow I'm going on real news or I 
don't know Hancock Brady." Her mock
ing gaze went over the groups on the stage, 
awed by the presence of the amused fire
men. " I suppose I'd better say good-
by to you, Tommy," she said. "I 'm 
going back to the real world of men and 
women. You can stay and play with the 
puppets." 

She had been gone five minutes before 
he went back to Fanchon Torrens. 

Hancock Brady, true to form, put 
Letty on city hall news. " A woman who 
isn't afraid of the Half Acre," he said, 
"isn't afraid of God, man, or devil." 
Letty Corse rushed in where angels feared 
to tread and had the luck of all fools. 
She was The World's star reporter before 
July. Tommy Trant, finding her some
times in the city room, sought to draw her 
into argument on her work. But with 
her transfer of activities she refused to 
talk of her labors or of his lack of them. 
Sometimes he thought that she watched 
him broodingly, especially on the night 
when he told her that he was going to 
spend a month at the Torrens country 
place in Wisconsin. Again, on the night 
when he returned, he fancied she was 
trying to read his mind through some 
medium of sensibility rather than of con
versation. 

Because the town was dull, since the 
Half Acre had moved out to Lake Forest 
and Wheaton, Tommy Trant fell into the 
habit of waiting for Letty to finish her 

work at night and taking her as far as the 
door of her hotel. She never asked him 
within, pleading sometimes the lateness of 
the hour, nor would she go to dinner with 
him. "Would you come if I were a work
ing man?" he asked her once. 

" I might," she told him. 
"Perhaps I shall work some day," he 

laughed. 
"Then I'll go with you that night." She 

seemed to be considering her own state
ment before she continued. "Have you 
seen Hancock Brady lately?" 

"Have not. Why seek a furnace in 
weather that calls for electric fans?" 

" I think something's brewing, Tommy, 
something big. I saw Lawton in his of
fice for two hours yesterday. And Law-
ton's been studying French and German 
all winter." 

"What's that to me?" 
"Nothing, I suppose. But I wish 

you'd keep in touch with Hancock. He's 
always liked you, Tommy, and he'd give 
you the big chances if you'd only show 
you wanted them." 

"Well, I don't. I'm an esoteric phi
losopher, Letty." 

"No, you're not," she said. "You're a 
blind man dancing on the brink of a preci
pice. " 

"Save me!" he laughed. 
" I couldn't," she parried. " I haven't 

golden hair, and baby-blue eyes, and the 
faith of seventeen years." But before 
she left him that night she made her first 
concession to their old friendship. "I'll 
dine with vou Sunday evening," she told 
him. "It 's my day off." 

On Sunday Mrs. Lyster summoned 
Tommy Trant to Lake Forest. "Maude 
Moulton's going to get up an impromptu 
for this evening at her place," she cried 
to him stridently over the telephone, 
"and you're so quaint, Tommy, that we 
can't do without you." Without thought 
of Letty, Tommy Trant promised. He 
was half-way to the North Shore town 
when he remembered his engagement. 
He telephoned Letty from Mrs. Lyster's. 

"It 's all right,'' she told him, " but don't 
think I'm pursuing you if I land out at 
Lake Forest to-night. The city desk has 
an idea that there's a big story due to 
break out there, and I'm detailed to 
watch. I've just had a call to go to Mrs. 
Moulton's show to-night." 



"Don ' t bring the firemen," he laughed, 
eased by her reply. 

" I may bring something more thrill
ing," she said without laughter. 

He was singing "Tommy Atkins" on 

He swaggered across the stage, resplendent in the improvised scarlet uniform. 

the stage of Mrs. Moulton's toy theatre 
when he saw Letty come in and take her 
place in the last row, apart from the 
laughing guests. Some tension in her 
pose caught his attention as he swaggered 
across the stage, resplendent in the im
provised scarlet uniform that Mrs. Lyster 
had devised for his wearing. His old 
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His swinging lilt of the song, his come
dian's trick of manner, caught the fancy 
of his hearers. Mrs. Lyster started to 
sing with him. So did Fanchon Torrens, 
who was visiting her. So did a dozen 
other women. Mrs. Moulton, stately 
even in countenancing burlesque upon the 
stage her architect had intended for the 

habit of subconscious sensing of news 
awoke as he shouted the last lines of the 
chorus: 

" ' But it's " Bless you, Tommy Atkins," 
When the band begins to play.' " 
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Greek drama, beat time with the music 
that Mrs. Perkins Parker's son-in-law 
was drumming out upon the piano and 
that Tommy Trant was shouting lustily. 
They would have given encore when he 
had finished, but he jumped down from 
the tiny stage and made his way down the 
aisle to Letty Corse. " I ' m awfully sorry 
I forgot about to-night," he told her seri
ously. 

" I t didn't mat ter ," she said, her saint's 
eyes seeming to appraise him with the val
uation of other worlds. " I t ' s such a little 
thing." 

"What ' s the ma t t e r?" he demanded of 
her, suddenly conscious of the comic in
congruity of his masquerading uniform. 
" W h a t ' s the s tory , Le t ty? I know 
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there's something big. You're like a cir
cus horse on sawdust when you're on a 
big story." 

Letty Corse looked over the audience, 
over Mrs. Lyster, over Fanchon Torrens, 
over Mrs. Moulton herself, with a gaze of 
utter indifference that any one of the 
women before her would have given up 
her French maid to achieve. "The big
gest story in the world has broken to
night," she said, "bu t I 'm not on it. 
Germany's declared war on Russia." 

Tommy Trant 's hand went up to his 
forehead, brushing off his eye-glasses and 
letting them swing on the black ribbon. 
"Well, what can we do about i t ? " he 
asked. 

Letty Corse brought her impersonal 



gaze around to him, stoking it suddenly 
till it caught the glow of her spirit. "And 
you used to play with kings," she said, 
"in those times when you were a real 
man, not a Lazarus waiting for the 
crumbs." 

"Somebody always raised me with 
aces," Tommy Trant assured her with 
mock solemnity. But the barb found 
lodging-place. "When's the next train 
into Chicago?" he asked her. 

"Twenty minutes." 
"I ' l l meet you at the station," he told 

her. "Got to get off these fool togs." 
He turned his back upon the toy theatre 
and sped off toward the club-house. 

As the suburban train rushed through 
the August night in and out of the snug 

little towns of the North Shore, Tommy 
Trant stayed so silent that Letty Corse 
wondered what embers she had stirred by 
her news of the coming of war. At the 
Clybourn Junction station he turned to 
her. "You're a good scout, Let ty ," he 
said, "and maybe I'll let you come and 
nurse me if a shell mars my fatal beauty. " 

"You know that I — " she began, with 
an unwonted little sob in her voice. 

"Wouldn't you come, L e t t y ? " he said 
gloomily. 

"What about the girl in Lake Forest ? " 
"Wouldn't she be a grand little nurse 

on the battle-field? And think of the 
copy you'd get! Why not come ? " 

" Some one'll have to stay to do the re
writes, Tommy." 
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"Jus t as you say." 
He did not mention the contingency of 

his going again till they had left the train 
and come to the Madison Street bridge. 
As they went across the rickety structure 
Tommy's hand reached out to find Let-
ty's. They stood for a moment beside 
the rail looking northward toward the 
shadowy warehouses that loomed like 
fortresses over the red and green lights 
reflected in the dark waters. " D o you 
ever feel the call of waters?" Trant 
asked her. "The something that pulls 
you out of whatever rut you're in and 
sets you on high seas? I've been for
getting it this long time, but it's back 
with me to-night. 

" ' We must go, go, go away from here, 
On the other side the world we're overdue,' " 

he quoted. 
" 'Send the road is clear before you," 

Letty went on. "Tommy," she said 
solemnly, shivering as if some chill had 
risen from the river, "will you promise me 
something?" 

"Made to be broken," he said, but he 
raised his right hand. 

"If anything happens differently from 
what you expect," she continued—"if the 
war shouldn't be a great big one, or if 
there'd be some reason why you couldn't 
go, will you stay now on the old road? 
Don't you see that it's your own road?" 

"It ' l l be a war so big it'll tear up the 
world," he told her, " and I'm going to get 
to the trenches." 

" I hope so," she said, "and yet " 
He whirled her around toward the 

street. "Kings do fall, and dynasties 
die, while we ponder here," he said. 
They went down Madison Street through 
the darkness of blocks of closed shops to 
the brightness of The World office. At 
the door of the city room, Letty stepped 
back of Trant. He strode forward into a 
room chaotic with the clicking of type
writers and telegraph instruments, with 
the ringing of telephone bells, with the 
hoarse cries of men yelling for copy-car
riers. Some of them looked up as Tom
my Trant came in. A sudden hush fell 
over the riot of sound like glaze run over 
figures on pottery, leaving the actors in 

the attitude but not in the reality of 
motion. Trant went on through the 
room to Hancock Brady's office. At the 
door he halted. Lawton was seated at 
Hancock Brady's table. He and the 
editor were poring over maps. Lawton's 
leather bag and typewriter case stood on 
the floor. Brady looked up at Tommy 
Trant. Some shadow of regret crossed 
his face. "Did you know," he asked 
him, " that the Big War's broken at last? 
Lawton's leaving to-night for the front." 

Tommy Trant felt the silence of the 
outer office rising as a wall of mist to cut 
him off from retreat. He felt, too, the 
silence of Lawton rising as another wall 
to head off his advance. For a moment 
he stood in a valley between mountains of 
disaster, a range of a past of misdirected 
effort, of a future of ungiven opportunities. 
Then the pictures shifted for him. He 
saw a hill tan in the hot Cuban sunshine 
whereon men plunged forward. He saw 
a jungle in Mindanao. He saw a great 
plain in China where armies clashed in 
conflict. Down at the end of his vallev 
of darkness the pictures ran like films on a 
screen. Suddenly came the thought that 
he must ride out toward them. It was 
his road, his old road, as Letty had said, 
that beckoned him. He had come back 
to his own people, to a place among the 
prophets. The tribe was calling him, 
and he turned toward the hills of Israel. 
With a little shrug of whimsical humor he 
flung off the garment of his years of bond
age in the valleys; and his big eyes 
gleamed behind the spectacles as he set 
on the feet of his spirit the sandals of his 
youth. Not the Tommy Trant of tango 
teas, but the boy from Indiana, faced 
Hancock Brady. 

He looked at the editor smilingly, at 
Lawton triumphantly. " I ' m going to 
the front to-morrow as a free-lance. I'd 
go to-night," he said, turning to the girl 
who stood just back of him, "only Letty 
and I are going to be married in the morn-
ing." 

"We are no t ! " she cried, but her eyes 
shone with the light of the morning star of 
June. 

"Well, then, in the afternoon," said 
Tommy Trant. 
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THE GARDEN OF WEEDS 

By John Corbin 

ILLUSTRATIONS FROM PHOTOGRAPHS BY J. B. CARRINGTON 

IIN a certain rural district where the den
izens of the metropolis cultivate the 
simple life in Italian villas, thus bland

ly foiling the metropolitan tax-collector, 
a gentlewoman lately remarked that it 
seemed to her an 
evidence of unseem
ly pride to refer to 
the home acres as a 
country place. She 
asked why people 
could not a d m i t 
f r ank ly that they 
w e r e f a r m e r s . 
There was present a 
resident of the coun
tryside who would 
have liked to be a 
farmer but could not 
afford it. He had 
plenty of land, and 
the whole sky was 
overhead. The sun 
shone as b r i g h t l y 

Little fuzzy-stemmed hepaticas. 

as anywhere, and he received his due pro
portion of rain. Things grew amazingly 
all over the place. But he found it cheap
er to buy eggs and chickens, milk, cream, 
and butter from a native farmer. His veg

etables he bought 
from the green-gro
cer at the railway 
station. Even hay 
and oats for his one-
ho r se -power run
about he bought at 
the local feed-store. 
H i t h e r t o he h a d 
thought of his es
tate as a place in the 
country. Now, it 
appeared, his estate 
was so lowly that he 
could not refer to it 
at all. The proud 
E n g l i s h t o n g u e 
had no w o r d suf
ficiently humble. 
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As a matter of course he had no flower-
garden. The neighbors whose farm-life 
he envied had levelled considerable tracts 
of land about their houses, and surrounded 
them by balustrades fashioned in all the 
chaste austerity of classic form. A ter
race is so much simpler to the eye, and, 
after one has paid the cost of blasting, 
grading, and turfing, so much more rest
ful to the nerves. Within the terrace there 
was perhaps a pool. 
As long as the gas
olene-pump works, 
and the s p r i n g re
sists t h e a n n u a l 
d r o u g h t , a surface 
of water, broadly re
flecting the sky, is 
more soothing even 
t h a n close-cropped 
t u r f . Simplest of 
all, however, is the 
bed of flowers. 

In grandmother's 
garden there used to 
be at all seasons a 
riot of colors—in
deed, to m o d e r n 
sensibilities, it was 
more in the nature 
of an insurrection. 
In the simple farm 
garden they do this 
thing better. One 
color is a g e n t e e l 
sufficiency. Some
times, indeed, it is 
the sort of sufficiency celebrated by Mr. 
Sam Bernard; for, in this matter of col
ors, seed catalogues are a snare. Pink 
means anything from salmon to solfer-
ino; crimson anything from maroon to 
magenta. So it is simpler to have one's 
seeds gathered by the corps of gardeners. 
Even then many stocks show a degenerate 
tendency to revert to the hue that used to 
delight grandmother's crude and barbaric 
complexity of taste. The gardeners cut 
back the stalk before it goes to seed—and 
so this sancta simplicitas becomes, like 
Milton's pensive nun, not only sober and 
demure, but steadfast. And then there is 
the matter of spraying. So many pests 
have been introduced by the cult of the 
exotic that the simple gardener is obliged 
to spray not only flowers and shrubs, but 

fruit-trees and shade-trees. He has been 
known to spray the baby for fear his bark 
will contract the Japanese chestnut blight. 
All this of course takes time and effort; 
but the simple life is obviously only the 
richer if it includes the strenuous life. 

Not every mind is able to grasp how 
stimulating this sort of thing may be, even 
while it soothes. In one such country
side an enthusiastic neighbor proposed to 

write, for a back-
to-nature magazine, 
a eulogy—he prom
ised, indeed, that it 
shou ld be a pan
egy r i c—en t i t l ed , 
"Successful Italian 
Gardens Near New 
York." There was 
a flutter of delighted 
anticipation among 
the farmers' wives 
throughout the Ital
ian villa d i s t r i c t . 
Crude publicity is 
to be shunned, but 
if one can share the 
delights of simplic
ity in all the seemli-
ness of anonymity, 
to do so is, of course, 
a public duty. There 
were to be only two 
tests of the success
ful g a r d e n , and it 
was e v e r y w h e r e 
a g r e e d that they 

were based upon a deep, a fundamental 
appreciation of the canons of what the in
itiated call landscape architecture. The 
gardens chosen were to be utterly appro
priate to site and to house, and utterly, 
utterly simple. But when the enterprising 
eulogist announced his choice it appeared 
that he was too utterly unfit for his under
taking. There was, indeed, a shocking 
revelation of complexity, of sheer duplic
ity. The Italian gardens which he had 
chosen as the most appropriate and the 
most simple of that countryside were those 
of the workmen along the railway, who 
surround their tar-paper huts with toma
toes, cabbages, and garlic. 

The anomalous resident of whose sad 
plight I have spoken did not even have 
time for this sort of Italian garden. Yet, 

Scattered among- the trees were huge glacial 
boulders.—Page 565. 
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as has been said, things grew all over the 
place. In the vocabulary of the farm, 
whether formal or informal, they were 
denominated weeds. 

In the cleared lands there were abun
dant daisies; the admirably intricate and 
formal wild carrot; goldenrod of a dozen 
varieties; purple aster, many varieties 
of lavender aster; and the tiny white-
flowered Michaelmas daisy, like a flurry 
of snow-flakes in summer. In the rocky 
underwoods grew masses of wild azalea 
and of mountain laurel, and on the wood
land border clumps of hazel and elder
berry. In the high pastures were brakes 
of sumac, their velvet-green, formal leaves 
overspun in midsummer with a mesh of 

The frail while blossoms of the bloodroot. 

The marsh-marigold's "golden eyes." 

deep-crimson cones—the whole flaming in 
autumn to a rich and varied red. There 

Spring beauties. 

were clusters of bayberries; and, on the 
broad hillsides, long-deserted pastures, 
masses of pungent sweet-fern spread slow
ly abroad in vast, irregular circles—ro
settes of deep-green that burned in au
tumn to a rich rust-color. 

Everywhere ledges cropped out of the 
pasture-land—in one place a sheer cliff 
of granite. Mosses flourished in all the 
soft hues of green, pearl-gray, and brown. 
In the crevices of southern exposures grew 
huckleberry-bushes, and shrubs of moun
tain maple that with the first breath of 
winter flamed scarlet, deepening to wine-
color and a golden bronze. On the north
ern exposures were many varieties of 
fern, some spreading lace-like leaves in 
formal circles, others minutely tracing the 
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the farmers of old had left dense, sol
emn groves of cedar, to serve, per
haps, as shaded resting-places for cat
tle; and with these giants as a base, 
small and smaller cedars had spread 
on every side into the open pasture, 
crowding about their century-old par
ents as a brood of young partridges 
clusters at the wings of the mother. 

Pussy-willows in the boggy ground. 

irregular course of moss-filled seams. Jack-in-
the-pulpits nodded their richly patterned hoods 
in spring, and in autumn raised up their scarlet 
clubs of seed. E v 
e r y w h e r e the col
umbine t o s s e d to 
the w i n d s its deli
cate, fantastic flowers 
of b r i g h t red and 
gold. 

In r o c k y swamp
land g rew madder-
purple ironweed and 
dusty-crimson clumps 
of j o e p y e - w e e d . 
Among the v a r i e d 
grasses, iris, gentian, 
and lobelia showed 
their several blues. 
In the s h a d e by a 
tiny spring were the 
t w i s t e d s p i r e s of 
that orchid which is 
called ladies' tresses 
for no better reason, 
apparently, than be
cause it breathes the faintest, most ex
quisite perfume. 

On the crests of the more massive ledges 

Fiddle-heads of the 
ferns. 

Wild geraniums. 

To the strenuous 
minds of the simple 
livers, these trees of
fered g l o r i o u s op
portunities. Slow of 
growth and difficult 
to transplant, the ce
dars are hardly avail
able for extensive use 
on the farm terrace. 
Here, h o w e v e r , by 
the mere aid of clip
ping-shears and prun-
ing-knife, they could 
be r e d u c e d to t h e 
d e n s e , s p i r e - l i k e 
formality of cypress, 
and the result would 
be a farm truly Ital

ian. It would only remain to build a 
house of stucco with pink or blue walls. 

It so happened, however, that many oi 
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the oldest and most imposing trees could 
not be reduced to the spire-like form. 
Here a cluster of several trunks had de
veloped a broad-based conical head, not 
unlike the ace of spades. Again, for some 
informal reason, the leader was twisted 
awry and the lower branches had grown 
more vigorously than is their wont; the 
result was an angular shape, wild and fan
tastic. Scattered among the trees were 
huge glacial boulders, some half sunk in 
the soil, and others, perched upon rocky 
outcrops, raising aloft their lichened 
domes. One Reuben, who had been in 
the Orient, suggested that the materials 
were all at hand for a Japanese garden— 
gnarled, angular trees interspersed with 
rocks. I t only remained 
to build a paper house 
with no cellar and a roof 
upturned at the corners. 

One is bound to admire 
the energy and the daring 
of such s u g g e s t i o n s . 
Many people a c h i e v e 
beauty by making the fa
miliar things of here and 
t o - d a y look like some
thing far different from 
what they really are, and, 
p e r h a p s , much better. 

Jack-in-the-pul-
pit's richly pat
terned hood.— 
Page 564. 

Dutchman's breeches in the hollow of a sunny hillside. 

The columbine tossed to the 
winds its delicate, fantas

tic flowers. —Page 364. 

This is, of c o u r s e , a 
case of de gustibus; but it 
may be pointed out that 
there are many who can
not afford such indul
gences. 

Their only recourse is 
to make the most of con
ditions that are native, 
intrinsic. In every given 
soil and climate a certain 
order of growth is spon
taneous — s i m p l e a n d 

fitting. If the native garden cannot chal
lenge the exotic splendors of the pro
fessional gardener and nurseryman, it at 
least avoids the pitfalls they dig for the 
most wary. The familiar spirit of any 
place, the genius loci, is not to be set at 
naught without provoking him to an ardu
ous and unending struggle. I t is within 
the forced and exotic rose that the worm 
i' the bud rejoices; it is the formal, far
fetched tree that most easily withers and 
dies. All summer one nurses the delicate 
creatures, and long before winter sets in 
they must be securely housed or swathed 
in straw jackets. At best one has a san
itarium; and a summer of drought or an 
early frost will turn it into a graveyard. 
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Wild violets on a rocky ledg, 

Many varieties of fern 
spreading lace-like 
leaves. —Page 563. 

The most precious 
flowers in any gar
den are peace and 
good cheer; so why 
should one willingly 
plant in it the seeds 
of d i s e a s e a n d 
death? 

If one bows to the 
local e a r t h - g o d , 
h o w e v e r , he be
comes a willing and 
tireless ally. Na
ture is t h e m o s t 
l a v i s h , the most 
dependable of seed-
m e r c h a n t s . No 
c a t a l o g u e distrib
utes abroad a decimal fraction of the 
number and variety of plant germs which 
she yearly throws to the winds and the 
birds. And she has in the highest degree 
the magic of the gardener's touch. With 
a divination truly wonderful she finds out 
the best possible soil, the most favorable 
location. She does not spread the lace
like web of maidenhair fern on a windy 
hilltop, or rear the aureole of goldenrod 
in the depth of the forest. If a pest arises 
to threaten some plant that is dear to her, 
she needs no force-pump spraying. Slow
ly, calmly, efficiently, without any appar
ent effort or anxiety, she lays her touch 
on that pest, and it fades into oblivion. 
If man interferes in the process, there is a 
danger that he will only make matters 
worse. The spray that is directed against 
the pest may prove even more deadly to 

the parasite than is nature's check on it— 
with the result that, in the absence of the 
parasite, the pest flourishes more vigor
ously than ever. When a disease arises 
that is not self-limited, as for example the 
blight that is denuding whole States of the 
pride of their chestnut-trees, the presump
tion is that it has been imported from a 
land where, together with the disease, na
ture has evolved the means of holding it 
in check. 

The adaptations of nature work slow
ly, of course, and are expensive of time— 

the one golden coin 
in the little traffic of 
m a n ' s l i f e t i m e . 
Nor are her ends al
ways to our liking. 
Her ways are not our 
ways, her thoughts 
o u r thoughts. At 
most we can enjoy 
our brief moment 
in the cosmic cycle. 
The purpose of the 
gardener of weeds is 
to select from the 
mysterious a b u n 
d a n c e t h o s e ele
ments most precious 
to his moment. This 
requires some slight 
m e a s u r e of fore
thought and labor; 
but when sun and 
soil are allies, and 

nature's planting long since done, the care 
of many acres falls within the scope of the 
scantiest leisure. Drought and frost have 

Blue flags in the low, wet meadow-lands. 
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no terrors; and if at any 
season, or even for a year or 
more, the gardener's work is 
perforce neglected, the life 
of no living crea ture is in 
danger. Winter brings only 
a sleep, for which spring has 
forever its lusty awakening. 

Has any one explained the 
mystery of the weed? Plough 
a field, or bank a roadside 
with earth, and up starts a 
crop of ragweed and sorrel, 
thistle and evening primrose 

Wild pinks in the cleft 
of the rocks. 

—not one of which, 
perhaps, was to be 
found, until then, in 
the vicinity. In re
cent s u m m e r s of 
drought, the beds of 
many of the Croton 
system of lakes went 
dry, and immediate
ly there sprang up a 
u n i v e r s a l crop of 
burdock and smart-
weed. W h e r e did 
t h e s e e d s c o m e 
from? The life of a seed is far shorter than 
is generally supposed. No perennial was 
ever as hardy as the myth that grains of 
wheat found in mummy-wrappings have 
germinated and grown. De Candolle kept 
seeds of three hundred and sixty-eight 
species of plants for fifteen years, after 
which only sixteen species grew—and 
among them not one of forty-five varieties 

The formal wild carrot.—Page 563. 

of Compositae, among which 
many of the most persistent 
weeds are classed. Yet it 
would seem that everywhere 
in the soil germs of all man
ner of plant life are latent. 

When the ground is cleared 
for an even start, the rankest 
growths prevail. Let no one 
plough a field or strip a sod 
who is not prepared to fight, 

perhaps for years. 
Yet w i t h patience 
the final victory is 
certain, and not too 
d i f f i c u l t . Run a 
scythe over the un
welcome weeds as 
soon as their flowers 
are done, and it will 
be found that tender 
grasses have prof
ited by their shade 
to t a k e firm root. 
Repeat the process, 
and with every year 
t h e g r a s s g a i n s 
ground. The dan
ger of u n w e l c o m e 

growth, of course, is never absent. Even 
a lawn that has aspired for generations to 
resemble a billiard-table needs hours of 
labor every spring with a spud. When 
the race is free for all, the fairest pasture 
soon becomes a thicket. Thistle and bri
er, even the generally welcome goldenrod 
and aster, overshadow the grass and 
eventually kill it out with a mat of their 

Goldenrod. 
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dead stalks. Some 
plants can be kept 
at bay by mowing 
them before they 
seed; but t h i s t l e s 
and briers are per 
s i s t e n t e n e m i e s . 
Pull them up ever 
so c a r e f u l l y and 
some p a r t of the 
root remains to send 
up new stalks. In 
the s e c o n d year, 
however, the growth 
is w e a k e r , and 
ea s i l y d e t a c h e d . 
Gradually the torn Crimson clumps of joepye-weed.—Page 564. 

On the border oj the pond. 

fibre moulds and rots, and in the end the 
root is dead. 

The most important moment in the ex
perience of the gardener of weeds is when 
he chooses his land. He may prefer fer
tile lowlands, with gentle contours and a 
near, intimate outlook; or he may prefer the 
sunny wilderness of rocky upland pasture. 
That is merely a matter of taste. But whether 
the land has recently been under cultivation, 
or long abandoned to the wilding mood of 
nature, is a serious question of expediency. 
The wilder the land, as a rule, the greater the 
variety of flowers and trees to be found on it; 
but by the same token it requires longer and 
harder labor to make of the weeds a garden. 
The most extensive, and by far the most 
finished and beautiful, place of the kind is on a 

high ridge in Con
necticut, overlook
ing the Sound from 
a distance. At the 
o u t s e t it was so 
densely overgrown 
w i t h b r a k e and 
bramble t h a t the 
native owners could 
only faintly remem
ber the time when 
the distant w a t e r 
was visible. In its 
p r e s e n t state the 
uninitiated w o u l d 
never suspect that 
the g racefu l con
tours of the land, the 

irregular mysterious vistas, 
and the masses of diverse 
and e v e r - c h a n g i n g color 
were in the least premedi
tated. Yet in this garden 
a l m o s t every flower and 
fern, shrub and tree, which 
is native to Connecticut may 
be found—and the flora of 
the State numbers "upward 
of eight hundred. To make 
it what it is has been the 
labor of seven years, winter 
and summer, with a large 
gang of men, horses, wagons, 
and derricks. The less en-

/n the rocky underwoods the mountain laurel. 
—Page 563. 
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terprising gardener may well be 
content with a place which has 
been more recently farmed. 

In general, it may be said that 
the problem is to limit each weed 
to the place where it does best 
and is most pleasing. Golden-
rod and aster, ironweed, marsh-
mallow, and joepye-weed flour
ish side by side in sun-drenched, 
well-watered soil, a mass of rich 
a n d brilliantly v a r i e d color. 
Once a year the dead stalks are 
cleared away. Sweet-fern thrives 
in light, upland soil. 
In its tiny, leaf-car
peted underwood, 
cedar and b i r c h , 
m a p l e , oak, a n d 
hickory germinate 
freely, and offer a 
hard p r o b l e m in 
selection. Each in 
its way is charac
teristic, and there
fore pleasing. Yet, 
if allowed to grow, 
trees will in the end 
kill the rarer sweet-
fern. The c e d a r 
makes least shade, 
and its rich green is 
most g r a t e fu l in 
contrast w i th the 
changing hues of 

the sweet-fern; so it alone is spared. Su
mac, which does well in the hot, dry 
pasture, luxuriates in rich, well-watered 
soil, and holds its own against all intrud-

The toad-flax, which the children call butter-
and-eggs.—Page 570. 

Brakes of sumac.—Page 563. 

Arrowheads in the shallows 
of the stream. 

ers. Each bed may 
be clearly outlined 
at little expense of 
labor, if one's eye 
finds delight in the 
more fo rma l and 
decorative effect. 

To the ordinary 
type of gardener a 
bed of roses is the 
worst possible sym
bol of the l i fe of 
ease and l u x u r y . 
If one is w i l l i ng , 
however, to abide in 
the will of the local 
ear th-god, t h e r e 

need be no fear of the metaphorical thorn. 
The taller weeds are eliminated, for they 
sap the soil and overshadow the roses. 
Even the taller grasses are sheared close. 

But the wi ld strawberry, lit
tle fruitful sister of the rose, is 
spared. I t flourishes in the un
dergrowth. In spring it is wel
come for its tiny white flowers, 
and in midsummer its berries, at 
once sweeter and spicier than the 
gigantic product of the culti
vated g a r d e n , are an often-
needed bribe to the weeder. For 
several weeks in June and early 
July the bed is thickly starred 
with the most formally beautiful 
of roses, and in September, even 
in October, here and there a late 
bud o p e n s . P r u n e the new 
growth in early autumn and next 



570 The Garden of Weeds 

year the r o o t s will 
strike wide, sending 
up a denser growth, 
and slowly enlarging 
the area of the bed. 
In the moist earth be
side a bowlder, even 
in the rocky under
wood, w i l d r o s e s 
flourish a n d spread 
flowers of a d e e p e r 
pink, that stand forth 
in wonderful contrast 
a g a i n s t the silvery 
gray-green lichens. 

In different seasons 
wild flowers differ in 
size and number, ac
cording as rain or sun 
predominates . One 
year the toad-flax, which the children call 
butter-and-eggs, grows in masses and the next 
is thin and scattered. If it were an exotic, 
say from China, its graceful spur, its fantastic 
yellow lips and downy orange tongue, would 
perhaps be more admired; but they could not 
be more quaintly beautiful. Whether it grows 
in luxuriant masses at the base of a ledge in 
the pasture, even in an opening of the densely 
shadowed wood, or whether it is scattered 
thinly here and there in the landscape, it 
strikes unerringly its note of cheer. 

At the foot of a sloping ledge lay a heap of 
boulders and stones which had been cast aside 
from the fields by the fortunate former owners 
who had been able to live by farming. The 
stones were used for roads and walls, and the 
boulders rearranged as the basis of a rock-

Thepink heads of the thistle. 

garden. If time and 
means had s e r v e d , 
the temptation would 
have been to p l a n t 
the spaces b e t w e e n 
the rocks with curi
ous and beautiful ex
otics from England, 
the A l p s , and the-
A n d e s . I t so hap
pened t h a t in t h e 
p r e s s u r e of more 
n e e d f u l labors the 
rock-garden was neg
lected. So the local 
earth-god took up the 

Lily-pads in the quiet pools. 

Purple New England asters.—Page 563. 

task. For decades fallen leaves, 
and the husks and shells of nuts 
scattered by the squirrels, had 
rotted in the c r e v i c e s of the 
stone-pile. When the soil was 
b a r e d to the sun a plant life 
sprang up of wonderful richness 
and v a r i e t y . In the spring 
there were violets, hepaticas, and 
bloodroot. In summer clumps 
of pennyroyal spread their form
al growth of sharp leaves and 
minute, p a l e - v i o l e t flowers 
against the rock surface. There 
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was catnip with its sage-
green leaves, angularly 
branching s t e m s , and 
soft heads of pale-lilac 
f lowers . C l u m p s of 
bastard p e n n y r o y a l 
broke out their lace-like 
veil of curly blue flow
ers. With the autumn 
came the pearly ever
lasting. In the lower 
levels ferns flourished, 
w h i l e o v e r the high 
boulders the V i r g i n i a 

Lavender asters—Page563. 

will gather, and the un
derwood will blossom 
with f l o w e r s . T h e 
craggy sides of the ra
vine stand forth in their 
c h a r a c t e r i s t i c vigor, 
and between the ta l l 
bare trunks one catches 
glimpses of water and 
distant hills. 

In an age which dis-

Cat-tails and rose-mallow. 

creeper spread its most decorative tracery. 
All this growth required, of course, to be 
separated and massed; and eventually it 
was augmented by maidenhair fern, azalea, 
and laurel, fetched from the underwoods. 
But the general character of the rockery 
retained the stamp which nature, unaided, 
had put on it. 

Trees are the hardiest weeds of all, of 
course, and in the end overtop and destroy 
the densest brake or brier-patch. Then, in 
the mossy and mould-carpeted shadows, 
crop up the shyest, rarest, and most deli
cate wood-flowers. At a very small ex
pense of care and labor the process can be 
immeasurably hastened. Here is a craggy 
ravine, overgrown with a rank second 
growth of hickory, linden, maple, wild 
cherry, and slippery elm. Clear away the 
less desirable species, leaving only as many 
trees as can flourish in the given space, and 
in the following year their tops will close 
together against the sun; and gradually, 
as the shadows deepen, mosses and ferns 

Rose-mallow. 

courages dogma, even in religion, it 
would be labor lost to attempt to hedge 
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in the love of nature behind a creed. In 
"The Winter's Tale," Perdita shrinks 
from the " a r t " of the gardener which 
"shares with great creating Nature" ; but 
her father very justly reproves her. 

"Yet Nature is made better by no mean 
But Nature makes that mean; so, over that art 
Which you say adds to Nature, is an art 
That Nature makes." 

Nature lives in the formal garden, and can 
sometimes be made to live even in the 
garden of exotics. When that happens, 
the result is an overwhelming, a saturating 
beauty. I only wish to point out that at 
best it is a transient beauty, and never 
really a simple beauty. One may even 
doubt whether such a beauty is in any high 
degree poetical. I t would be a dull eye, 
to be sure, that failed to take delight in 
the fair products of the stock-breeder— 
let us say in shapely, soft-toned Jersey 
cattle. Yet the fancy of the poet ranges 

more willingly with the wild gazelle. 
Much the same is true of the triumphs 
of the floral stock-breeder. The often-
doubled violet and the so-called perfect 
rose are dear to the heart of the au
thor of society verse; but the wood-vio
let and the native rose have been dear
er to the masters of song. One agrees 
with Polixenes willingly; but Perdita one 
loves. 

In another way the native garden has 
a larger outlook, and deeper reaches of 
spiritual blessing. No roof juts above it, 
nobalustrade, hedge, or embankment hems 
it in. Stretching abroad in the fields, 
or running sharply to the horizon of the 
high hillsides, its only borders are trees 
that raise their heads on high to sun and 
moon. Somehow they bring very near 
the benediction of the sky—perhaps be
cause the local earth-god is close kins
man of Him who sows the blue fields of 
heaven with stars. 

Winter brings only a sleep.—Page 567. 



T O S I G U R D 

By Katharine Lee Bates 

N O T one blithe leap of welcome? 
Can you lie 

Under this woodland mould, 
More still 
Than broken daffodil, 
When I, 
Home from too long a roving, 
Come up the silent hill? 
Dear, wistful eyes, 
White ruff and windy gold 
Of collie coat so oft caressed, 
Not one quick thrill 
In snowy breast, 
One spring of jubilant surprise, 
One ecstasy of loving? 

Are all our frolics ended? Never 
more 

Those royal romps of old, 
When one, 
Playfellow of the sun, 
Would pour 
Adventures and romances 
Into a morning run; 
Off and away, 
A flying glint of gold, 
Startling to wing a husky choir 
Of crows whose dun 
Shadows would tire 
Even that wild speed? Unscared to

day 
They hold their weird seances. 

Ever you dreamed, legs twitching, 
you would catch 

A crow, 0 leaper bold, 
Next time, 
Or chase to branch sublime 
That batch 
Of squirrels daring capture 

In saucy pantomime; 
Till one spring dawn, 
Resting amid the gold 
Of crocuses, Death stole on you 
From that far clime 
Where dreams come true, 
And left upon the starry lawn 
Your form without your rapture. 

And was Death's whistle then so 
wondrous sweet 

Across the glimmering wold 
That you 
Would trustfully pursue 
Strange feet? 
When I was gone, each morrow 
You sought our old haunts through, 
Slower to play, 
Drooping in faded gold; 
Now it is mine to grieve and miss 
My comrade true 
Who used to kiss 
With eager tongue such tears away, 
Coaxing a smile from sorrow. 

I know not what life is, nor what is 
death, 

Nor how vast Heaven may hold 
All this 
Earth-beauty and earth-bliss. 
Christ saith 
That not a sparrow falleth 
—O songs of sparrow faith !— 
But God is there. 
May not a leap of gold 
Yet greet me on some gladder hill, 
A shining wraith, 
Rejoicing still, 
As in those hours we found so fair, 
To follow where love calleth? 
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THE CONSCRIPT MOTHER 

I 

W H E N I met the signora at 
the tram station that May 
morning she was evidently 
t roubled by something 
which was only partly ex
plained by her murmured 

excuse, " a sleepless night." We were to 
cross the Campagna to one of the little 
towns in the Albanian hills where young 
Maironi was temporarily stationed with 
his regiment. If we had good luck and 
happened upon an indulgent officer, the 
mother might get sight of her boy for a 
few minutes. All the way over the flower
ing Campagna, with the blue hills swim
ming on the horizon before us, the signora 
was unusually taciturn, seemingly indif
ferent to the beauty of the day, to the 
wonderful charm of the Italian spring, to 
which she was always so lyrically respon
sive on our excursions. When a great 
dirigible rose into the blue air above our 
heads, like a huge silver fish, my compan
ion gave a slight start, and I divined what 
was in her mind—the imminence of that 
war which had been threatening to engulf 
Italy for many months. I t was that fear 
which had destroyed her customary gay-
ety, the indomitable cheerfulness of the 
true Latin mother that she was. 

" I t is coming!" she sighed, glancing 
up at the dirigible. " I t will not be long 
now before we shall know—only a few 
days." 

And to the ignorant optimism of my 
protest she smiled sadly, with the fatalism 
that women acquire in countries of con
scription. I t was futile to combat with 
mere theory and logic this conviction of a 
mother's heart. Probably the signora had 
overheard some significant word which to 
her sensitive intelligence was more real, 
more positive than all the subtle reason
ings at the Consulta ! The sphinxlike si
lence of ministers and diplomats had not 
been broken: there was nothing new in 

574 

the " situation." The newspapers were as 
wordily empty of fact as ever. And yet 
this morning for the first time Signora 
Maironi seemed convinced against her 
will that war was inevitable. 

These last days there had been a simi
lar change in the mood of the Italian pub
lic, not to be fully explained by any of the 
rumors flying about Rome, by the sudden 
exodus of Germans and Austrians, by 
anything other than that mysterious sixth 
sense which enables humanity like wild 
animals to apDrehend unknown dangers. 
Those whose lives and happiness are at 
stake seem to divine before the blow falls 
what is about to happen! . . . For the 
first time I began to believe that Italy 
might really plunge into the deep gulf at 
which her people had so long gazed in fas
cinated suspense. There are secret signs 
in a country like Italy, where much is 
hidden from the stranger. Signora Mai
roni knew. She pointed to some soldiers 
waiting at a station and observed: "They 
have their marching-kit, and they are go
ing nor th!" 

We talked of other things while the 
tram crept far up above the Campagna 
and slowly circled the green hillsides, until 
we got down at the dirty little gray town 
of Genzano, where Enrico Maironi's regi
ment had been sent. There were no bar
racks. The soldiers were quartered here 
and there in old stone buildings. We 
could see their boyish faces at the win
dows and the gray uniform of the grana-
tieri in the courtyards. I t seemed a hope
less task to find the signora's boy, until a 
young lieutenant to whom the mother ap
pealed offered to accompany us in our 
search. He explained that the soldiers 
had to be kept shut up in their quarters 
because they were stoned by the inhabit
ants when they appeared on the streets. 
They were a tough lot up here in the hills, 
he said, and they were against the war. 
That was why, I gathered, the grenadiers 
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had been sent thither from Rome, to sup
press all "demonstrat ions" that might 
embarrass the government at this mo
ment. 

The citizens of Genzano cer ta in ly 
looked ugly. They were dirty and poor, 
and scowled at the young officer. The 
little town, for all its heavenly situation, 
seemed dreary and sad. The word " so
cialismo" scrawled on the stone walls had 
been half-erased by the hand of authority. 
War meant to these people more taxes and 
fewer men to work the fields. . . . The 
young lieutenant liked to air his French; 
smoking one of the few good cigars I had 
left, he talked freely while we waited for 
Enrico to emerge from the monastery 
where we finally located him. It would be 
war, of course, he said. There was no 
other way. Before it might have been 
doubtful, but now that the Germans had 
been found over in Tripoli and German 
guns, too! What could one do? Evi
dently the lieutenant welcomed almost 
anything that would take the grenadiers 
from Genzano! 

Then Enrico came running out of the 
great gate, as nice a looking lad of nine
teen as one could find anywhere, even in 
his soiled and mussed uniform, and En
rico had no false shame about embracing 
his mother in the presence of his officer 
and of the comrades who were looking 
down on us enviously from the windows 
of the old monastery. The lieutenant 
gave the boy three hours' liberty to spend 
with us and, saluting politely, went back 
to the post. 

With Enrico between us we wandered 
up the hill toward the green lake in the 
bowl of the ancient crater. Signora Mai-
roni kept tight hold of her lad, purring 
over him in French and Italian—the more 
intimate things in Italian—turning as 
mothers will from endearment to gentle 
scolding. Why did he not keep himself 
tidier? Surely he had the needles and 
thread his sister Bianca had given him the 
last time he was at home. And how was 
the ear? Had he carried out the doctor's 
directions? Which it is needless to say 
Enrico had not. The signora explained 
to me that the boy was in danger of losing 
the hearing of one ear because of the care
less treatment the regimental doctor had 
given him when he had a cold. She did 

not like to complain of the military au
thorities: of course they could not bother 
with every little trouble a soldier had in a 
time like this, but the loss of his hearing 
would be a serious handicap to the boy in 
earning his living. . . . 

I t seemed that Enrico had not yet 
breakfasted, and, although it was only 
eleven, I insisted on putting forward the 
movable feast of continental breakfast, 
and we ordered our colazione served in the 
empty garden of the little inn above the 
lake. While Enrico ate and discussed 
with me the prospects of war, the signora 
looked the boy all over again, feeling his 
shoulders beneath the loose uniform to see 
whether he had lost flesh after the thirty-
mile march from Rome under a hot sun. 
I t was much as an American mother might 
examine her offspring after his first week 
at boarding-school, only more intense. 
And Enrico was very much like a clean, 
hearty, lovable schoolboy, delighted to be 
let out from authority and to talk like a 
man with another man. He was confi
dent Italy would be in the war—oh, very 
sure ! And he nodded his head at me im
portantly. His captain was a capital fel
low, really like a father to the men, and 
the captain had told them—but he pulled 
himself up suddenly. After all, I was a 
foreigner, and must not hear what the 
captain had said. But he let me know 
proudly that his regiment, the granatieri 
of Sardinia, had received the promise that 
they would be among the first to go to 
the front. The mother's fond eyes con
tracted slightly with pain. 

After our breakfast Enrico took me in
to the garden of the old monastery where 
other youthful grenadiers were loafing on 
the grass under the trees or writing letters 
on the rough table among the remains of 
food. Some of the squad had gone to the 
lake for a swim; I could hear their shouts 
and laughter far below. Presently the 
signora, who had been barred at the gate 
by the old Franciscan, hurried down the 
shady path. 

" I told him," she explained, " t ha t he 
could just look the other way and avoid 
sin. Then I slipped through the door !" 

So with her hand on her recaptured boy 
we strolled through the old gardens as 
far as the stable where the soldiers slept. 
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The floor was littered with straw, which, 
with an overcoat, Enrico assured me, 
made a capital bed. The food was good 
enough. They got four cents a day, which 
did not go far to buy cigarettes and post
age stamps, but they would be paid ten 
cents a day when they were at war ! . . . 

At last we turned into the highroad 
arched with old trees that led down to the 
tramway. Enrico's leave was nearly over. 
All the glory of the spring day poured 
forth from the flowering hedges, where 
bees hummed and birds sang. Enrico 
gathered a great bunch of yellow heather, 
which his mother wanted to take home. 
"Litt le Bianca will like it so much when 
she hears her brother picked i t ," she ex
plained. "Bianca thinks he is a hero al
ready, the dear !" 

When we reached the car-tracks we sat 
on a mossy wall and chatted. In a field 
across the road an old gray mare stood 
looking steadfastly at her small foal, 
which was asleep in the high grass at her 
feet. The old mare stood patiently for 
many minutes without once cropping a 
bit of grass, lowering her head occasionally 
to sniff at the little colt. Her attitude of 
absorbed contemplation, of perfect satis
faction in her ungainly offspring, made me 
laugh—it was so exactly like the signora's. 
At last the little fellow woke, got some
how onto his long legs, and shaking a 
scrubby tail went gambolling off down the 
pasture, enjoying his coltish world. The 
old mare followed close behind with eyes 
only for him. 

"Look at him !" the signora exclaimed, 
pointing to the ridiculous foal. "How 
nice he is! Oh, how beautiful youth al
ways i s ! " 

She looked up admiringly at her tall, 
handsome Enrico, who had just brought 
her another bunch of heather. The birds 
were singing like mad in the fields; some 
peasants passed with their laden donkeys; 
I smoked contemplatively, while moth
er and son talked family gossip and the 
signora went all over her boy again for the 
fourth time. . . . Yes, youth is beauti
ful, surely, but there seemed something 
horribly pathetic about it all in spite of 
the loveliness of the May morning. 

The three hours came to an end. En
rico rose and saluted me formally. He 

was so glad to have seen me; I was very 
good to bring his mother all the way from 
Rome; and he and the comrades would 
much enjoy my excellent cigarettes. "A 
riverderci!" Then he turned to his mother 
and without any self-consciousness bent 
to her open arms. . . . 

When the signora joined me farther 
down the road she was clear-eyed but 
sombre. 

"Can you understand," she said softly, 
"how when I have him in my arms and 
think of all I have done for him, his ed
ucation, his long sickness, all, all—and 
what he means to me and his father and 
little Bianca—and then I think how in 
one moment it may all be over for always, 
all that precious life—O God, what are 
women made for! . . . We shall have 
to hurry, my friend, to get to the station." 

I glanced back once more at the slim 
figure just going around the bend of the 
road at a run, so as not to exceed his leave 
—a mere boy, and such a nice boy, with 
his brilliant, eager eyes, so healthy and 
clean and joyous, so affectionate, so com
pletely what any mother would adore. 
And he might be going " u p nor th" any 
day now to fight the Austrians. 

"Signora," I asked, "do you still be
lieve in w a r ? " 

"They all say this war has to be," she 
said dully. "Oh, I don't know! . . . I t 
is a hard world to understand ! . . . I try 
to remember that I am only one of hun
dreds of thousands of Italian women. . . . 
I hope I shall see him once more before 
they take him away. My God!" 

That afternoon the expert who had 
been sent to Rome by a foreign news
paper to watch the critical situation care
fully pronounced his verdict: 

"Yes, this time it looks to me really 
like war. They have gone too far to draw 
back. Some of them think they are likely 
to get a good deal out of the war with a 
small sacrifice—everybody likes a bar
gain, you know ! . . . Then General Ca-
dorna, they say, is a very ambitious man, 
and this is his chance. A successful cam
paign would make him. . . . But I don't 
know. I t would be quite a risk, quite a 
risk." 

Yes, I thought, quite a risk for the con
script mothers! 
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I I 

DURING the turbulent week that fol
lowed, while Italy still hesitated, I saw En
rico Maironi a number of times. Indeed, 
his frank young face with the sparkling 
black eyes is mingled with all my memo
ries of those tense days when the streets of 
Rome were vocal with passionate crowds, 
when soldiers barred the thoroughfares, 
and no one knew whether there would be 
war with Austria or revolution. The pol
itician came to Rome and delivered his 
prudent advice, and the quiescent people 
began to growl. The ministers resigned: 
the public growled more loudly. . . . 

One night, having been turned out of 
the Cafe Nazionale when the troops 
cleared the Corso of the mob that threat
ened the Austrian embassy, I wandered 
through the agitated city until I found 
myself in the quarter where the Maironis 
lived, and called at their little home to 
hear if they had had news of the boy. 
There was light in the dining-room, 
though it was long past the hour when 
even the irresponsible Maironis took their 
irregular dinner. As I entered I could see 
in the light of the single candle three faces 
intently focussed on a fourth—Enrico's, 
with a preoccupation that my arrival 
scarcely disturbed. They made me sit 
down and hospitably opened a fresh bot
tle of wine. The boy had just arrived un
expectedly, his regiment having been re
called to Rome that afternoon. He was 
travel-stained, with a button off his mili
tary coat which his sister was sewing on 
while he ate. He looked tired but excited, 
and his brilliant eyes lighted with wel
come as he accepted one of my Turkish 
cigarettes with the air of a young world
ling and observed: 

"You see, it is coming—sooner than 
we expected!" 

There was a note of boyish triumph in 
his voice as he went on to explain again 
for my benefit how his captain—a really 
good fellow though a bit severe in little 
things—had let him off for the evening to 
see his family. He spoke of his officer ex
actly as my own boy might speak of some 
approved schoolmaster. Signor Maironi, 
who in his post at the war office heard 
things before they got into the street, 
looked very grave and said little. 

"You are glad to have him back in 
Rome, at any rate !" I said to the signora. 

She shrugged her shoulders express
ively. 

"Rome is the first step on a long jour
ney," she replied sombrely. 

The silent tensity of the father's gaze, 
fastened on his boy, became unbearable. 
I followed the signora, who had strolled 
through the open door to the little ter
race and stood looking blankly into the 
night. Far away, somewhere in the city, 
rose a clamor of shouting people, and 
swift footsteps hurried past in the street. 

" I t will kill his father, if anything hap
pens to h im!" she said slowly, as if she 
knew herself to be the stronger. "You 
see, he chose the grenadiers for Enrico be
cause that regiment almost never leaves 
Rome: it stays with the King. And now 
the King is going to the front, they say— 
it will be the first of a l l ! " 

" I see!" 
"To-night may be his last time at 

home.' ' 
"Perhaps," I said, seeking for the futile 

crumb of comfort, " they will take Gio-
litti's advice, and there will be no war." 

Enrico, who had followed us from the 
dining-room, caught the remark and cried 
with youthful conviction: 

" That Giolitti is a traitor—he has been 
bought by the Germans !" 

"Giol i t t i !" little Bianca echoed scorn
fully, arching her black brows. 

Evidently the politician had lost his 
popularity with the youth of Italy. With
in the dining-room I could see the father 
sitting alone beside the candle, his face 
buried in his hands. Bianca caressed her 
brother's shoulder with her cheeks. 

" I am going, too !" she said to me with 
a little smile. " I shall join the Red Cross 
—I begin my training to-morrow, eh, 
mamma mia?" And she threw a glance 
of childish defiance at the signora. 

"Lit t le Bianca is growing up fas t !" I 
laughed. 

"They take them all except the crip
ples," the signora commented bitterly, 
"even the girls!" 

" B u t I am a woman," Bianca pro
tested, drawing away from Enrico and 
raising her pretty head. " I shall get the 
hospital training and go up north, too—to 
be near 'Rico." 
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Something surely had come to the 
youth of this country when girls like Bi-
anca Maironi spoke with such assurance 
of going forth from the home into the un
known. 

"Sicuro!" She nodded her head to em
phasize what I suspected had been a moot 
point between mother and daughter. The 
signora looked inscrutably at the girl for a 
little while, then said quietly: " I t ' s 'most 
ten, Enrico." 

The boy unclasped Bianca's tight little 
hands, kissed his mother and father, gave 
me the military salute . . . and we could 
hear him running fast down the street. 
The signora blew out the sputtering can
dle and closed the door. 

" I am going, too !" Bianca exclaimed. 

The poet was coming to Rome. After 
the politician, close on his heels, the poet, 
fresh from his triumph at the celebration 
of Quarto, where with his flaming allegory 
he had stirred the youth of Italy to their 
depths! A few henchmen, waiting for 
the leader's word, had met Giolitti; all 
Rome, it seemed to me, was turning out to 
greet the poet. They had poured into the 
great square before the terminus station 
from even quarter. The packed throng 
reached from the dark walls of the ancient 
baths around the splashing fountain, into 
the radiating avenues, and up to the por
tico of the station itself, which was black 
with human figures. I t was a quiet, or
derly, well-dressed crowd that swayed 
back and forth, waiting patiently hour 
after hour—the train was very late—to 
see the poet's face, to hear perhaps his 
word of courage for which it thirsted. 

There were soldiers everywhere, as usu
al. I looked in vain for the familiar uni
form of the granatieri, but the gray-coated 
boyish figures seemed all alike. In the 
midst of the press I saw the signora and 
Bianca, whose eyes were also wandering 
after the soldiers. 

"You came to welcome D'Annunzio?" 
I queried, knowing the good woman's 
prejudices. 

"Him !" the signora retorted with curl
ing lip. "Bianca brought me." 

"Yes, we have been to the Red Cross," 
the girl flashed. 

"Rome welcomes the poet as though 
he were royalty," I remarked, standing 

on tiptoe to sweep with a glance the im
mense crowd. 

"He will not go to the front—he will 
just t a lk ! " 

"Enrico is here somewhere," Bianca 
explained. "They told us so at the bar
racks. We have looked all about and 
mamma has asked so man}' officers. We 
haven't seen him since that first night. 
He has been on duty all day in the streets, 
doing pichett 'armato, . . . I wish Giolitti 
would go back home. If he doesn't go 
soon, he'll find out !" 

Her white teeth came together grimly, 
and she made a significant little gesture 
with her hand. 

"Where's m a m m a ? " 
The signora had caught sight of another 

promising uniform and was talking with 
the kindly officer who wore it. 

"His company is inside the station," 
she explained when she rejoined us, "and 
we can never get in there !" 

She would have left if Bianca had not 
restrained her. The girl wanted to see the 
poet. Presently the night began to fall, 
the still odorous May night of Rome. 
The big arc-lamps shone down upon the 
crowded faces. Suddenly there was a for
ward swaying, shouts and cheers from the 
station. A little man's figure was being 
carried above the eager crowd. Then a 
motor bellowed for free passage through 
the human mass. A wave of song burst 
from thousands of throats, Mameli's "In-
no." A little gray face passed swiftly. 
The poet had come and gone. 

" Come !" Bianca exclaimed, taking my 
hand firmly and pulling the signora on the 
other side. And she hurried us on with the 
streaming crowd, through lighted streets 
toward the Pincian hill, in the wake of the 
poet's car. The crowd had melted from 
about the station and was pouring into 
the Via Yeneto. About the little foun
tain of the Tritone it had massed again, 
but persistent Bianca squirmed through 
the yielding figures, dragging us with her 
until we were wedged tight in the mass 
nearly opposite the Queen Mother's pal
ace. 

The vast multitude that reached into 
the shadow of the night were cheering and 
singing. Their shouts and songs must 
have reached even the ears of the Ger
man ambassador at the Villa Malta a few 
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blocks away. The signora had forgotten 
her grenadier, her dislike of the poet, and 
for the moment was caught up in the emo
tion of the crowd. Bianca was singing 
the familiar hymn. . . . Suddenly there 
was a hush; light fell upon the upturned 
faces from an opened window on a bal
cony in the Hotel Regina. The little 
figure stood forth in the band of yellow 
light and looked down upon the dense 
throng beneath. In the stillness his words 
began to fall, very slowly, very clearly, as 
if each was a graven message for his peo
ple. And the Roman youth all about me 
swayed and sighed, seizing each colored 
word, divining its heroic symbol, drink
ing thirstily the ardor of the poet. 

"The light has not wholly gone from 
the Aurelian wall . . . fifty years ago at 
this hour the leader of the Thousand and 
his heroic company . . . We will not 
be a museum, an inn, a water-color in 
Prussian blue ! . . . " 

The double line of soldiers behind us 
had forgotten their formation and were 
pressing forward to catch each word. 
. . . The signora was gazing at the man 
with fascinated eyes. Bianca's little hand 
tightened unconsciously on mine, and her 
lips parted in a smile. The poet's words 
were falling into her eager heart. He was 
speaking for her, for all the ardent youth 
of Italy: 

" Viva! Viva Roma senza onta! Viva la 
grande e pura Italia! . . . " 

The voice ceased: for one moment there 
was complete silence; then a cheer that 
was half a sigh broke from the crowd. 
But the blade of light faded, the poet was 
gone. When at last I got the Maironis 
into a cab there were bright tears in Bi
anca's eyes and the mother's face was 
troubled. 

"Perhaps it has to be," the signora 
murmured. 

"Of course!" Bianca echoed sharply, 
raising her little head defiantly. " What 
else could Italy do ? " 

The streets were rapidly emptying. 
Some companies of infantry that had been 
policing the city all day marched wearily 
past. Bianca jumped up quickly. 

"They're granatieri! And there's 'Ri
co's captain!" 

The sympathetic cab-driver pulled up 
his horse while the soldiers tramped by. 

" 'Rico, 'Rico!" the girl called softly to 
the soldiers. 

A hand went up, and the boy gave us 
a luminous smile as his file swung past. 

" I have seen him again!" the mother 
sighed. 

The poet spoke the next day, and the 
next, to the restless people who waited 
hour after hour in the street before his 
hotel. Having found its voice—a voice 
that spoke its inner heart—young Italy 
clamored for action. The fret of Rome 
grew louder hourly; soldiers cordoned the 
main streets, while Giolitti waited, the 
ambassadors flitted back and forth to the 
Consulta, the King took counsel with his 
advisers. I looked for young Maironi's 
face among the lines of troops barring 
passage through the streets. I t seemed 
as if he might be called at any moment 
to do his soldier's duty here in Rome ! 

All day long and half the night the cav
alry stood motionless before the church 
of Santa Maria Maggiore, ready to clear 
away the mobs that prowled about the 
corner of Via Cavour, where Giolitti lived. 
Once they charged. I t was the night the 
poet appeared at the Costanzi Theatre. 
The narrow street was full of shouting 
people as I drove to the theatre with the 
Maironis. Suddenly there was the ugly 
sound of horses' feet on concrete walks, 
shrieks and wild rushes for safety in door
ways and alleys. As our cab whisked 
safely around a corner the cavalry came 
dashing past, their hairy plumes stream
ing out from the metal helmets, their 
ugly swords high in the air. The signo-
ra's face paled. Perhaps she was think
ing, as I was, that there might be one 
thing worse than war with Austria, and 
that would be revolution. Bianca ex
claimed scornfully: 

"They had better be fighting Italy's 
enemies!" 

"They are not yet enemies," I ven
tured. 

She gave a little shrug of her shoulders. 
" They will be to-morrow !" 
The fever within the vast auditorium 

seemed to bear out the girl's words. Here 
was no "rabble of the piazza," to repeat 
the German ambassador's sneer, but well-
to-do Roman citizens. For three hours 
they shouted their hatred of Teuton, sang 



580 T h e C o n s c r i p t M o t h e r 

patriotic hymns, cried defiance to the pol
itician Giolitti, who would keep the na
tion bound in its old alliance. "Fuori i 
barbari! . . . Giolitti traditore!" One 
grizzled Roman hurled in my ears: "I ' l l 
drink his blood, the t rai tor!" 

When the little poet entered his flow
er-wreathed box every one cheered and 
waved to him. He stood looking down on 
the passionate human sea beneath him, 
then slowly plucked the red flowers from 
a great bunch of carnations that some one 
handed him and threw them one by one 
far out into the cheering throng. One 
floated downward straight into Bianca's 
eager hand. She snatched it, kissed the 
flower, and looked upward into the poet's 
smiling face. . . . 

He recited the suppressed stanzas of a 
poem, the slow, rhythmic lines falling like 
the red flowers into eager hearts. The 
signora was standing on her seat beside 
Bianca, clasping her arm, and tears gath
ered slowly in her large, wistful eyes, tears 
of pride and sadness. . . . Out in the 
still night from that storm of passion 
once more, we walked on silently through 
emptv streets. " H e believes it—he is 
right," the signora sighed. " I ta ly also 
must do her pa r t ! " 

" Of course," Bianca said quickly, " and 
she will! . . . See there!" 

The girl pointed to a heap of stones 
freshlv upturned in the street. I t was 
the first barricade. 

"Our soldiers must not fight each 
other," she said gravely, and glanced 
again over her shoulder at the barri
cade. . . . 

In front of Santa Maria the tired cav
alry sat their horses, and a double line of 
infantry was drawn across the Via Cavour 
before the Giolitti home. The boys were 
slouching over their rifles: whatever play 
there had been in this picket duty had 
gone out of it. Suddenly Bianca and her 
mother ran down the line. "Maironi, 
Maironi!" I heard some of the soldiers 
calling softly, and there was a shuffle in 
the ranks. Enrico was shoved forward to 
the front in comradely fashion. Mother 
and sister chatted with the boy, and pres
ently Bianca came dashing back. 

"They haven't had anything to eat all 
day ! " 

We found a cafe still open and loaded 

ourselves with rolls, chocolate, and ciga
rettes, which Bianca distributed to the 
weary soldiers while the young lieutenant 
tactfully strolled to the other end of the 
line. 

" T o think of keeping them here all 
day without food !" the signora grumbled 
as we turned away. The boys, shov
ing their gifts into pockets and mouths, 
straightened up as their officer came back 
down the line. "They might as well be 
at war," the signora continued. 

When I returned to my hotel through 
the silent streets the granatieri had gone 
from their post, but the horsemen were 
still sitting their sleeping mounts before 
the old church. Their vigil would be all 
night. 

The nation's crisis had come and passed. 
We did not know it, but it was marked by 
those little piles of stones in the Via Vi-
minale. The disturber Giolitti had fled 
overnight at the invitation of the govern
ment, which now knew itself to be strong 
enough to do what it would. And there
after events moved more swiftly. Rome 
was once more calm. The people gath
ered again by the hundreds of thousands, 
but peacefully, in the spirit of concord, in 
the Piazza del Populo and in the Campi-
doglio. Their will had prevailed, they had 
found themselves. A great need of recon
ciliation, of union of all spirits, found ex
pression in these meetings, in spots conse
crated by ancient memories of greatness, 
under the soft spring sky. 

In the press that filled the little piazza 
of the Campidoglio to the brim, and ran 
down into the old lanes that led to the 
Forum and the city, I met Signora Mai
roni once more. She had not come thith
er to find her boy—soldiers were no longer 
needed to keep the crowds from violence. 
She came in the hungry need to fill 
her heart with belief and confidence, to 
strengthen herself for sacrifice. 

"We haven't seen Enrico since that 
night on the streets. He is kept ready in 
the barracks unless he has been sent away 
already. . . . But he said he would let 
us know !'' 

A procession with the flags of Italy and 
the desired provinces mounted the long 
flight of steps above us, and the syndic 
of Rome, the Prince Colonna, came out 
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from the open door and fronted the mass 
of citizens. 

' 'He is going, and his sons !" the signo-
ra whispered. " H e is a fine m a n ! " The 
prince looked gravely over the upturned 
faces as if he would speak; then refrained, 
as though the moment were too solemn 
for further words. He stood there look
ing singularly like the grave portraits 
of Roman fathers in the museum near 
by, strong, stern, resolved. The evening 
breeze lifted the cluster of flags and waved 
them vigorously. Little fleecy clouds 
floated in the blue sky above the Aracoeli 
church. There were no shouts, no songs. 
These were men and women from the 
working classes of the neighboring quarter 
of old Rome who were giving their sons 
and husbands to the nation, and felt the 
solemnity of the occasion. 

' 'Let us go," the Prince Colonna said 
solemnly, ' ' t o the Quirinal to meet our 
King!" 

As we turned down the hill we could 
see the long black stream already flow
ing through the narrow passages out into 
the square before the new monument. 
It was a silent, spontaneous march of the 
people to its leader. The blooming roses 
in the windows and on the terraces above 
gayly flamed against the dark walls of the 
old houses along the route. But the hur
rying crowd did not look up. I ts mood 
was sternly serious. I t did not turn aside 
as we neared the palace of the enemy's 
ambassador. The time was past for such 
childish demonstrations. 

"If only we might go instead, we older 
ones," the signora said sadly, "no t the 
children. . . . Life means so much more 
to them!" 

We reached the Quirinal hill as the set
ting sun flooded all Rome from the ridge 
of the Janiculum. The piazza was already 
crowded and at the Consulta opposite the 
royal palace, where, even at this eleventh 
hour, the ambassadors were vainly offer
ing last inducements to avoid war, fa
vored spectators filled the windows. I t 
was a peculiarly quiet, solemn scene. No 
speeches, no cheers, no songs. I t seemed 
as if the signora's last words were in every 
mind. "They say," she remarked sadly, 
" that it will take a great many lives to 
carry those strong mountain positions, 
many thousands each month, thousands 

and thousands of boys . . . All those 
mothers!" 

At that moment the window on the bal
cony above the entrance to the palace 
was flung open, and two lackeys brought 
forth a red cloth which they hung over 
the stone balustrade. Then the King and 
Queen, followed by the little prince and 
his sister, stepped forth and stood above 
us, looking down into the crowded faces. 
The King bowed his head to the cheers 
that greeted him from his people, but his 
serious face did not relax. He looked 
worn, old. Perhaps he, too, was thinking 
of those thousands of lives that must be 
spent each month to unlock the Alpine 
passes which for forty years Austria had 
been fortifying! . . . He bowed again 
in response to the hearty cries of Viva 
il Re! The Queen bowed. The little 
black-haired prince by his father's side 
looked steadily down into the faces. He, 
too, seemed to understand what it meant 
—that these days his father's throne had 
been put into the stake for which Italy 
was to fight, that his people had cast all 
on the throw of this war. No smile, no 
boyish elation, relieved the serious little 
face. 

" Why does he not speak ? " the signora 
murmured, as if her aching heart de
manded a word of courage from the King. 

" I t is not yet the time," I suggested, 
nodding to the Consulta. 

The King cried, "Viva Italia!" then 
withdrew from the balconv with his fam-
ily. 

" Viva Italia!" I t was a prayer, a hope, 
spoken from the heart, and it was received 
silently by the throng. Yes, might the 
God of battles preserve Italy, all the 
beauty and the glory that the dying sun 
was bathing in its golden flood ! . . . 

Signora Maironi hurried through the 
crowded street at a nervous pace. 

" I do not like to be long away from 
home," she explained. " 'Rico may come 
and go for the last time while I am out." 

We had no sooner entered the door of 
the house than the mother said: "Yes, 
he's here!" 

The boy was sitting in the little dining-
room, drinking a glass of wine, his father 
on one side, his sister on the other. He 
seemed much excited. 

" We leave in the morning !" he said. 
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There was an exultant ring in his voice, 
a flash in his black eyes. 

"Where for?" I asked. 
He shrugged his shoulders. 
"They never tell—to the front some

where ! . . . See my stripes. They have 
made me bicyclist for the battalion. I've 
got a machine to ride now. I shall carry 
orders, you know!" 

His laugh was broken by a cough. 
" Ugh, this nasty cold—that comes from 

Messer Giolitti—too much night work— 
no more of tha t ! The r a t ! " 

I glanced at the signora. 
" Have you all his things ready, Bian-

c a ? " she asked. "The cheese and the 
cake and his clothes?" 

"Everything," the little girl replied 
quickly. " 'Rico says we can't come to 
see him off." 

The mother looked inquiringly at the 
boy. 

" I t ' s no use trying. Nobody knows 
where or when," he explained. "They 
don't want a lot of mothers and sisters 
fussing over the men," he added teas-
ingly. 

Little Bianca told me how she and her 
mother slipped past all the sentinels at 
the station the next morning and ran 
along the embankment outside the rail
road yards where the long line of cattle-
cars packed with soldiers was waiting. 

"They know us pretty well in the regi
ment by this time," she laughed. " I 
heard them say as we ran along the cars 
looking for 'Rico: 'See! There's Mai-
roni's mother and the little Maironi! Of 
course they would come somehow! . . .' 
We gave them the roses you brought 
yesterday—you don't mind? They loved 
them so—and said such nice things." 
Bianca paused to laugh and blush at the 
pretty speeches which the soldiers had 
made, then ran on: "Poor boys, they'll 
soon be where they can't get flowers and 
cakes. . . . Then we found 'Rico at last 
and gave him the things just as the train 
started. He was so glad to see us ! Poor 
'Rico had such a cough, he looked quite 
badly, he doesn't know how to take care 
of himself. Mother is always scolding 
him for being so careless—boys are all like 
that, you know ! . . . And there was such 
a noise! We ran along beside the train, 

oh, a long way, until we came to a deep 
ditch—we couldn't jump tha t ! And they 
cheered us, all the soldiers in the cars; 
they looked so queer, jammed in the 
cattle-cars with the straw, just like the 
horses. Enrico's captain gave us a sa
lute, too. I wonder where they are now." 
She paused in her rapid talk for a sombre 
moment, then began excitedly: "Don' t 
you want to see my Red Cross dress—it's 
so pretty ! I have just got i t ." 

She ran up-stairs to put on her nurse's 
uniform; presently the signora came into 
the room. She was dressed all in black 
and her face was very pale. She nodded 
and spoke in a dull, lifeless voice. 

"Bianca told you? He wanted me to 
thank you for the cigarettes. He was not 
very well—he was suffering, I could see 
that ." 

"Nothing worse than a cold," I sug
gested. 

" I must see him again ! " she cried sud
denly, passionately, " just once, once 
more—before—" Her voice died out in a 
whisper. Bianca, who had come back in 
her little white dress, took up the signo-
ra's unfinished sentence with a frown: 

"Of course we shall see him again, 
mamma! Didn't he promise to write us 
where they sent h i m ? " She turned to 
me, impetuous, demanding, true little 
woman of her race. "You know I shall 
be sent up north, too, to one of the hospi
tals, and mamma will go with me. Then 
we'll find Enrico. Won't we, mother?" 

But the signora's miserable eyes seemed 
far away, as if they were following that 
slowly moving train of cattle-cars packed 
with boyish faces. She fingered unsee-
ingly the arm of Bianca's dress with its 
cross of blood-red. At last, with a long 
sigh, she brought herself back to the pres
ent. Was I ready for an Italian lesson ? 
We might as well lose no more time. She 
patted Bianca and pushed her gently 
away. " Run along and take off that ter
rible dress!" she said irritably. Bianca, 
with a little, discontented gesture and ap
preciative pat to the folds of her neat cos
tume, left us alone. "She thinks of noth
ing but this war ! " the signora exclaimed. 
"The girls are as bad as the men !" 

" Is it not quite natural ? " 
We began on the verbs, but the signo

ra's mind, usually so vivacious, was not 
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on the lesson. I t was still with that slow 
troop-train on its way to the frontier. 

"You are too tired," I suggested. 
' 'No, but I can't stay in here—let us go 

into the city." 
Rome seemed curiously lifeless and 

dead after all the passionate movement of 
the past week. It was empty, too. All 
the troops that had filled the seething 
streets had departed overnight, and the 
turbulent citizens had vanished. The 
city, like the heart of Italy, was in sus
pense, waiting for the final word which 
meant war. 

"You will not stay much longer, I sup
pose?" the signora questioned. 

" I suppose not." Life seemed to have 
flowed out of this imperial Rome, with all 
its loveliness, in the wake of the troop-
trains. 

"If I could only go, too! . . . If we 
knew where he was to be ! " 

"You will know—and you will go with 
Bianca." 

" I would go into battle itself to see 
'Rico once m o r e ! " the poor woman 
moaned. 

"There will be lots of time yet before 
the battles begin," I replied with lying 
comfort. 

"You think so! . . . War is very ter
rible for those who have to stay behind." 

III 

In obedience to Signora Maironi's mys
terious telegram, I waited outside the rail
road station in Venice for the arrival of 
the night express from Rome, which was 
very late. The previous day I had taken 
the precaution to attach to me old Giu
seppe, one of the two boatmen now left 
at the tragheto, all the younger men hav
ing been called out. There were few 
forestieri, and Giuseppe was thankful to 
have a real signor, whom he faithfully 
protected from the suspicious and hostile 
glances of the Venetians. Every stranger, 
I found, had become an Austrian spy! 
Giuseppe was now busily tidying up his 
ancient gondola, exchanging jokes with 
the soldiers in the laden barks which 
passed along the canal. Occasionally a 
fast motor-boat threw up a long wave as 
it dashed by on an errand with some of
ficer in the stern. All Venice, relieved of 

tourists, was bustling with soldiers and 
sailors. Gray torpedo-boats lay about 
the piazzeta, and Red Cross flags waved 
from empty palaces. Yet there was no 
war. 

"Giuseppe," I asked, "do you think 
there will be any war ? ' ' 

"Sicuro!" the old man replied, straight
ening himself and pointing significantly 
with his thumb to a passing bargeful of 
soldiers. " They are on the way." 

" W h e r e ? " 
"Who knows? . . . The mountains," 

and he indicated the north with his head. 
" I have two sons—they have gone." 

"And Italy will w in?" I continued 
idly. 

"Sicuro!" came the reply reassuringly, 
"ma!" 

And in that expressive "ma" I might 
read all the anxiety, the fears, of Italy. 

At last the signora came, dressed in the 
same black she had worn the day Enrico 
had left Rome. In her hand she carried 
a little black bag. She gave me a timid 
smile as Giuseppe settled her under the 
felza. 

" You were surprised at the telegram ? " 
" A little," I confessed. 
" I had to come." She sighed as the 

gondola pushed into the narrow, tortuous 
canal that led back to the piazza. 

"What news from Enrico?" 
"Nothing! Not a word ! . . . That 's 

why I came." 
" I t ' s only been a week—the mails are 

slow," I suggested. 
" I could stand it no longer—you will 

think me mad. I mean to find him !" 
"But how—where?" I demanded in 

bewilderment. 
"Tha t ' s what I must discover here." 
" I n Venice!" 
"Somebody must know! Oh, I see 

what you think—I am out of my head. 
. . . Perhaps I am ! Sitting there in the 
house day after day thinking, thinking— 
and the poor boy was so miserable that 
last morning—he was too sick." 

" Surely you must have some plan ? " 
"An officer on the train last night—a 

major going up there to join his regiment 
—he was very kind to me, lent me his coat 
to keep me warm, it was so cold. He is a 
well-known doctor in Rome. Here. I have 
his card in my sack somewhere. . . . He 
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says it's a matter of hours now before 
they begin." 

"Well ," I said, in a pause, hoping to 
bring the signora's mind back to the start
ing-point. "Wha t has the major to do 
with your finding Enrico ? " 

" H e told me to inquire at Mestre or 
here where Enrico's train had been sent. 
. . . They wouldn't tell me anything at 
the railroad station in Mestre. So I must 
find out here," she ended inconsequen
tially. 

" Here in Venice ? But they won't tell 
you a thing even if they know. You had 
a better chance in Rome." 

She shook her head. 
" N o , they wouldn't tell his father—he 

tried to find out." 
"And you couldn't get north of Mestre. 

I t ' s all military zone now, you know." 
" I s i t ? " she answered vacantly. " I 

had to come," she repeated like a child, 
"and I feel better already—I'm so much 
nearer him. . . . Don't you really think 
I can get to see him for a few minutes?" 

I spent a futile hour, while Giuseppe 
pushed us languidly through the gray la
goons, trying to convince Signora Maironi 
that her search for the boy was worse than 
useless, might easily land her in prison 
should she attempt to penetrate the lines. 
At the end she merely remarked: 

" 'Rico expects me—he said that last 
night: 'You will come up north to see 
me, mother, before war is declared.'" 

Thereat I began again at the begin
ning and tried more urgently to distract 
the signora from her purpose. 

" You might be locked up as a spy!" I 
concluded. 

"Bu t I am an Italian woman—an Ital
ian mother !" she cried indignantly. 

Giuseppe nodded sympathetically over 
his long, sweep and murmured something 
like "E vero!" I t ended by my asking 
the old fellow if he knew where the office 
of the Venetian commandant was. 

"Sicuro!" the old man laughed, waving 
a hand negligently toward the Zattere. 
So we headed there. I thought that an 
hour or two spent in vainly trying to see 
the busy gentleman in command of Venice 
would probably do more than anything 
else to convince Signora Maironi of the fu
tility of her quest. As I helped her to the 
quay from the gondola in front of the old 
convent which was now the military head

quarters, she said gently, apologetically: 
"Don ' t be so cross with me, signor! 
Think merely that I am an old woman 
and a mother with a son about to fight for 
his country." 

I saw her disappear within the gate 
after being questioned by the sentinel; 
then Giuseppe and I waited in the shadow 
of an interned German steamship—one, 
two, almost three hours, until the sun had 
set the marble front of the Ducal Palace 
aflame with a flood of gold. Then I heard 
Giuseppe murmuring triumphantly, "Ec-
co! la signora!" The little black figure 
was waiting for us by the steps, a con
tented smile on her lips. 

"Have I been long?" she asked. 
" I t makes no difference, if you have 

found out something. Did you see the 
commandant?" 

She nodded her head in a pleased man
ner. 

" I thought I should never see him— 
there were so many officers and sentinels, 
and they all tried to turn me off. But I 
wouldn't go ! I t takes a great deal to dis
courage a mother who wants to see her 
son." 

"And he told y o u ? " I asked impa
tiently. 

"Heavens, how lovely the day is !" the 
signora remarked with her provoking in-
consequentiality. "Le t us go out to the 
Lido ! I know a little fisherman's osteria 
at San Nicolo where we can get supper 
under the trees." 

The gondola headed seaward in the 
golden light. 

" I t will be a terrible war," the signora 
began presently. "They know it. . . . 
The commandant talked with me a long 
time after I got to him, while others 
waited. . . . There are many spies here 
in Venice, he told me—Austrians who are 
hidden in the city. . . . He was such a 
gentleman, so patient with me and kind. 
. . . Do you know, I wept—yes, cried like 
a great fool! When he told me I must re
turn and wait for news in Rome, and I 
thought of that long ride back without 
seeing my sick boy—I just couldn't help 
it—I cried. . . . He was very kind." 

In the end the facts came out, as they 
always did with the signora, in her own 
casual fashion. The military commander 
of Venice, evidently, was a kind, fatherly 
sort of officer, with sons of his own in the 
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army, as he had told the signora. After 
giving the distracted mother the only 
sound advice he could give her—to resign 
herself to waiting for news of her son by 
the uncertain mails—he had let fall signifi
cantly, "Bu t if you should persist in your 
mad idea, signora, I should take the train 
to ," and he mentioned a little town 
near the Austrian frontier not three hours' 
ride from Venice. 

"What will you d o ? " I asked as we 
approached the shore of the Lido. 

" I don't know," the signora sighed. 
"But I must see Enrico once more !" 

The Buon' Pesche, a little osteria near 
the waterside, was thronged with sailors 
from the gray torpedo-boats that kept up 
a restless activity, dashing back and forth 
in the harbor entrance. We found a table 
under a plane-tree, a little apart from the 
noisy sailors who were drinking to the suc
cess of Italian arms in the purple wine of 
Padua, and, while the dusk fell over dis
tant Venice, watched the antics of the 
swift destroyers. 

"Don ' t they seem possessed!" the 
signora exclaimed; "like angry bees, as 
if they knew the enemy was near." 

We were speaking English, and I no
ticed that the country girl who served us 
looked at me sharply. When we rose to 
leave it was already dark, the stars were 
shining in the velvet sky, and Venice was 
mysteriously blank. As we strolled across 
the grass toward the boat-landing, a man 
stepped up and laid his hand on my shoul
der, indicating firmly that I should ac
company him. He took us to the military 
post at the end of the island, the signora 
expostulating and explaining all the way. 
There we had to wait in a bare room faint
ly lighted by one flaring candle while 
men came and went outside, looked at 
us, talked in low tones, and left us won
dering. After an hour of this a young 
officer appeared, and with a smiling, ner
vous air began a lengthy examination. 
Who was I ? Who was the signora 
—my wife, my mother? Why were we 
there on the Lido after dark, etc.? I t 
was easy enough to convince him that I 
was what I was—an amicable, idle Amer
ican. My pocketful of papers and, above 
all, my Italian, rendered him quickly more 
smiling and apologetic than ever. But the 
signora, who, it seems, had not registered 
on her arrival in Venice, as they had ascer

tained while we were waiting, was not so 
easily explained, although she told her 
tale truthfully, tearfully, in evident trepi
dation. To the young officer it was not 
credible that an Italian mother should be 
seeking her soldier son on the Lido at this 
hour. Another officer was summoned, 
and while the first young man entertained 
me with appreciations of English and 
American authors with whose works he 
was acquainted, the signora was put 
through a gruelling examination which in
cluded her ancestry, family affairs, and 
political opinions. She was alternately 
angry, haughty, and tearful, repeating 
frequently, " I am an Italian mother!" 
which did not answer for a passport as well 
as my broken Italian. In the end she had 
to appeal to the kindly commandant who 
had listened to her story earlier in the day. 
After hearing the signora's tearful voice 
on the telephone he instructed the youth
ful captain of artillery to let us go. The 
young officers, whose responsibilities had 
weighed heavily on them, apologized pro
fusely, ending with the remark: "You 
know we are expecting something to 
happen—very soon! . . . We have to 
be careful." 

We hurried to the landing, where we 
found Giuseppe fast asleep in the gondola, 
but before we could rouse him had some 
further difficulty with suspicious carabi-
nieri, who were inclined to lock us up on 
the Lido until morning. A few lire in
duced them to consider our adventure 
more leniently, and well past midnight 
the sleepy Giuseppe swept us toward the 
darkened city. 

"You might think they were already at 
wa r ! " I grumbled. 

"Perhaps they are," the signora replied 
sadly. 

"Well, you see what trouble you will 
get into if you attempt to enter the war 
zone," I warned. 

"Yes ," the subdued woman said dully, 
" I see!" 

" T h a t story of yours doesn't sound 
probable—and you have no papers." 

She sighed heavily without reply, but I 
thought it well to drive home the point. 

" So you had better take the train home 
to-morrow and not get arrested as a spy." 

I awoke from a dream with a confused 
reverberation in my ears several hours 
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later. Birds were wheeling in the gray 
dawn, crying loudly. Suddenly there 
came another crash very close to the 
hotel, followed by sputtering and crack
ling. I did not have to be told—this was 
war! From my balcony I could see the 
round dome of the peaceful Salute in the 
morning mist. The birds were still wheel
ing and crying in the garden beneath, and 
all along the Grand Canal sounded the 
clatter of machine guns and at intervals 
the louder explosions of bombs. 

Soon I could distinguish from other 
sounds the persistent hum of a motor far 
above in the sky. And there, like some 
gigantic gadfly, was the enemy aero
plane, buzzing in a straight line over Ven
ice toward the Adriatic. The little ma
chine was the very incarnation of hostile 
will, winging its way above its prey, 
dropping into the gray abyss its unseen 
missiles, indifferent to the splutter of the 
guns on the palace roofs. The aeroplane 
disappeared, but presently another came 
in sight from Mestre and the noisy bom
bardment began again. Some louder ex
plosions near me seemed to punctuate 
the fusillade. 

Yes, this was war ! And as I hurriedly 
dressed myself I thought that Signora 
Maironi would be lucky if she got back 
safely to Rome. We met over an early 
cup of coffee. The signora, who also had 
been awakened by the visit of the aero
planes, seemed not in the least frightened; 
indeed, she was stirred to renewed deter
mination by this touch of war. 

"Go back now without seeing h i m ! " 
she said spiritedly. " N e v e r ! " 

So Giuseppe took her over to Mestre in 
the gondola. I judged that it would be 
safer for her to start on her quest alone, 
depending solely on her mother appeal to 
make her way through the confusion at 
the front. She waved me a smiling fare
well on the steps of the old palace, her 
little bag in one hand, looking like a 
comfortable middle-aged matron on a 
shopping expedition, not in the least like 
a timid mother starting for the battle 
line in search of her child. 

And that was the last I saw of Signora 
Maironi for four days. Ordinarily, it 
would not take that many hours to make 
the journey to X . But these first 
days of war there was no telling how long 

it might take, nor whether one could get 
there by any route. Had her resolution 
failed her and had she already returned 
to Rome? But in that case she would 
surely have telegraphed. Or was she 
detained in some frontier village as a 
spy? . . . 

The morning of the fifth day since the 
signora's departure I was dawdling over 
my coffee in the deserted salone, enjoying 
the scented June breeze that came from 
the canal, when I heard a light step and a 
knock at the door. Signora Maironi en
tered and dropped on a lounge, very white 
and breathless, as if she had run a long 
way from somewhere. 

"Give me coffee, please! I have had 
nothing to eat since yesterday morning.'' 
And after she had swallowed some of the 
coffee I poured for her she began to speak, 
to tell her story, not pausing to eat her 
roll. 

"When I left you that morning—when 
was it, a week or a year ago?—I seemed 
very courageous, didn't I ? The firing, 
the danger, somehow woke me up. But 
before I started I really wanted to run 
back to Rome. Yes, if it hadn't been for 
the idea of poor 'Rico up there in that 
same thing I should never have done it. 
. . . Well, we got to Mestre, as Giuseppe 
no doubt told you. While I was waiting 
in the station for the train to that place 
the commandant told me, I saw a young 
lieutenant in the grenadier uniform. He 
was not of 'Rico's company or I should 
have known him, but he had the uniform. 
Of course I asked him where he was going. 
He said he didn't know, he was trying to 
find out where the regiment was. He had 
been given leave to go to his home in Sar
dinia to bury his father, poor boy, and was 
hurrying back to join the grenadiers. ' If 
you will stay with me, signora,' he said, 
' you will find where your boy is, for you 
see I must join my regiment a t once.' 
Wasn't that lucky for me? So I got into 
the same compartment with the lieuten
ant when the train came along. I t was full 
of officers. But no one seemed to know 
where the grenadiers had been sent. The 
officers were very polite and kind to me. 
They gave me something to eat or I should 
have starved, for there was nothing to be 
bought at the stations, everything had 
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been eaten clean up as if the locusts had 
passed that way! . . . And there was 
one old gentleman—here, I have his card 
somewhere—well, no matter—we talked a 
long time. He told me how many difficul
ties the army had to meet and about the 
spies. I t seems that the spies are terrible. 
The Austrians have them everywhere, 
and many are Italians, alas! the ones who 
live up there in the mountains! They 
are arresting them all the time. They 
took a woman and a man in a woman's 
dress off the train. Well, that didn't 
make me any easier in my mind, but I 
stayed close to my little lieutenant, who 
looked after me as he would his own 
mother, and no one bothered me with 
questions. . . . 

" Such heat and such slowness, you can
not imagine how weary I became before 
the day was done ! Trains and trains of 
troops passed. Poor fellows ! And can
non and horses and food, just one long 
train after another. We could scarcely 
crawl. . . . So we reached X as it 
was getting dark, but the granatieri were 
not there. They had been the day before, 
but had gone on forward. To think, if I 
had started the night before I should have 
found 'Rico and had him a whole day 
perhaps." 

"Perhaps not," I remarked, as the 
signora paused to swallow another cup of 
coffee. " I t was all a matter of chance, 
and if you had started the day before you 
would have missed your lieutenant." 

"Well, there was nothing for it but to 
spend the night at X . For no trains 
went on to Palma Nova, where the lieu
tenant was going in the morning. So I 
walked into the town to look for a place 
to sleep, but every bed was taken by the 
officers, not a place to sleep in the whole 
town. I t was then after nine o'clock; I 
returned to the station, thinking I could 
stay there until the train started for 
Palma Nova. But they won't even let 
you stay in railroad stations any longer! 
So I walked out to the garden in the 
square and sat down on a bench to spend 
the night there. Luckily it was still warm. 
Who should come by with an old lady on 
his arm but the gentleman I had talked 
with on the train, Count—yes, he was a 
count—and his mother. They had a villa 
near the town, it seems. ' Why, signora !' 

he said, when he saw me sitting there all 
alone, 'why are you out here at this 
t ime? ' And I told him about there not 
being a bed free in the town. Then he 
said: 'You must stay with us. We have 
made our villa ready for the wounded, 
but, thank God, they have not begun to 
come in yet, so there are many empty 
rooms at your disposal.' That was how 
I escaped spending the night on a bench 
in the public garden ! I t was a beautiful 
villa, with grounds all about it—quite 
large. They gave me a comfortable room 
with a bath, and that was the last I saw 
of the count and his mother—whatever 
were their names. Early the next morn
ing a maid came with my coffee and woke 
me so that I might get the train for Palma 
Nova. 

" T h a t day was too long to tell about. 
I found my young lieutenant, and as soon 
as we reached Palma Nova he went off to 
hunt for the granatieri. But the regiment 
had been sent on ahead! Again I was just 
too late. I t had left for the frontier, which 
is only a few miles east of the town. I 
could hear the big cannon from there. 
(Oh, yes, they had begun ! I can tell you 
that made me all the more anxious to hold 
my boy once more in my arms.) Palma 
Nova was jammed with everything, sol
diers, motor-trucks, cannon—such confu
sion as you never saw. Everything had 
to pass through an old gate—you know, 
it was once a Roman town and there are 
walls and gates still standing. About that 
gate toward the Austrian frontier there 
was such a crush to get through as you 
can't imagine! 

"They let no one through that gate 
without a special pass. You see, it was 
close to the lines, and they were afraid of 
spies. I tried and tried to slip through, 
but it was no use. And the time going 
by and Enrico marching away from me 
always toward battle. I just prayed to 
the Virgin to get me through that gate— 
yes, I tell you, I prayed hard as I never 
prayed before in my life. . . . The young 
lieutenant came to tell me he had to go on 
to reach his regiment and offered to take 
anything I had for Enrico. So I gave 
him almost all the money I had with me, 
and the little watch you gave me for him, 
and told him to say I should get to him 
somehow if it could be done. The young 
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man promised he would find 'Rico and 
give him the things at the first oppor
tunity. How I hated to see him disap
pear through that gate into the crowd 
beyond! But there was no use trying: 
there were soldiers with drawn bayonets 
all about it. My prayers to the Virgin 
seemed to do no good at all. . . . 

" So at the end, after trying everywhere 
to get that special pass, I was sitting at a 
cafe drinking some milk—everything is so 
frightfully dear, you have no idea!—and 
was thinking that after coming so far I 
was not to see my boy. For the first time 
I felt discouraged, and I must have shown 
it, too, with my eyes on that gate. An of
ficer who was waiting in front of the cafe, 
walking to and fro, presently came up to 
me and said: 'Signora, I see that sorrow 
in your eyes which compels me to address 
you. Is there anything a stranger might 
do to comfort you? ' So I told him the 
whole thing, and he said very gently: ' I 
do not know whether I can obtain the per
mission for you, but I know the officer 
who is in command here. Come with me 
and we will tell him your desire to see your 
son before the battle, which cannot be far 
off, and perhaps he will grant your re
quest.' 

"Think of such fortune! The Virgin 
had listened. I shall always pray with 
better faith after this! Just when I was 
at the end, too ! The kind officer was also 
a count, Count Foscari, from here in Ven
ice. He has a brother in the garrison here, 
and there's a lady to whom he wishes me 
to give some letters. . . . I wonder if I 
still have them!" 

The signora stopped to investigate the 
recesses of her little bag. 

"First , let me know what the Count 
Foscari did for you," I exclaimed, tanta
lized by the signora's discursive narrative. 
"Then we can look after his correspond
ence at our leisure." 

"There they are ! . . . He took me up 
into the offices of the military commander 
of the town—a very busy place it was. 
But the count just walked past all the 
sentinels, and I followed him without 
being stopped. But when he asked for 
the pass the commander was very cross 
and answered, 'Impossible!'—short like 
that. Even while we were there, another, 
stronger order came over the telegraph 

from the staff forbidding any civilian to 
pass through the town. I thought again 
it was all over—I should never see 'Rico. 
But Count Foscari did not give up. He 
just waited until the commander had said 
everything, then spoke very gently to him 
in a low tone (but I could hear). 'The 
signora is an Italian mother. I will give 
my word for tha t ! She wants to see her 
son, who was sick when he left Rome.' 
Then he stopped, but the other officer 
just frowned, and the count tried again. 
' I t is not much good that any of us can do 
now in this life. We are all so near death 
that it seems we should do whatever kind
ness we can to one another.' The com
mandant's secretary was there with the 
pass already made out in his hand—he 
had been preparing it while the others 
were talking—and he put it down on the 
table before the commandant for his sig
nature. But he turned his head, and the 
count gave a nod to the secretary, and 
the kind young man took the seal and 
stamped it and handed it to me with a 
little smile. And the commandant just 
shrugged his shoulders and pretended not 
to see. The count said to him: 'Thanks! 
For a mother !' 

"So there I was with my pass. I 
thanked Count Foscari and hurried 
through that gate as fast as my legs would 
carry me, afraid that some one might take 
the paper away from me. What an awful 
jam there was ! I thought my legs would 
not hold out long on that hard road, but I 
was determined to walk until I fell before 
giving up now. . . . I must have passed 
forty sentinels; some of them stopped me. 
They said I would be shot, but what did I 
care for tha t ! I could hear the roaring of 
the guns ahead, louder all the time, and 
the smoke. I t was really battle. I began 
to run. I was so anxious lest I might not 
have time." 

"Were you not afraid?" 
"Of what ? Of a shell hitting my poor 

old body ? I never thought of it. I just 
felt—little 'Rico is on there ahead in the 
middle of all that. But it was beautiful all 
the same—yes," she repeated softly, with 
a strange gleam on her tired face, " i t was 
beau and horrible at the same time. . . . I 
passed the frontier stones. Yes ! I have 
been on Austrian territory, though it's no 
longer Austrian now, God be praised ! I 
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was very nearly in Gradesca, where the 
battle was. I should never have gotten 
that far had it not been for a good man in 
a motor-car who took me off the road with 
him. How we drove in all that muddle ! 
He stopped when we passed any troops to 
let me ask where the granatieri were. I t 
was always 'just ahead.' The sound of 
the guns got louder. . . . I was terribly 
excited and so afraid I was too late, when 
suddenly I saw a soldier bent over a bi
cycle riding back down the road like mad. 
I t was my 'Rico coming to find me ! . . . 
I jumped out of the motor and took him in 
my arms, there in the road. . . . God, 
how he had changed already, how thin and 
old his face was! And he was so excited he 
could hardly speak, just like 'Rico always, 
when anything is going on. ' Mother,' he 
said, ' I wanted so to see you. You said 
you might come up here, and I looked for 
you all along where the train stopped, at 
Bologna and Mestre and Palma Nova. 
But I couldn't find you. This morning I 
knew you would come—I knew it when I 
woke.' Don't you see I was right in keep
ing on? . . . The young lieutenant had 
told him I was looking for him, and they 
let him come back on his bicycle to find 
me. Poor boy, he was so excited and kept 
looking over his shoulder after his regi
ment ! ' You see, mamma,' he said, ' this 
is a real bat t le! We are at the front! 
And our regiment has the honor to make 
the first attack !' He was so proud, the 
poor boy! . . . Of course I could not 
keep him long—five minutes at the most 
I had with him there by the side of the 
highroad, with all the noise of the guns 
and the passing wagons. Five minutes, 
but I would rather have died than lost 
those minutes. . . . I put your watch on 
his wrist. He was so pleased to have it, 
with the illuminated hands which will give 
him the time at night when he is on duty. 
He wrote you a few words on this scrap 
of paper, all I had with me, leaning on my 
knee. I took his old watch—the father 
will want it. I t had been next his heart 
and was still warm. . . . Then he kissed 
me and rode back up the road as fast as 
he could go. The last I saw was when 
he rode into a cloud of dust. . . . 

"Well ," the signora concluded, after a 
long pause, " tha t is all! I found my 

way back here somehow. I have been 
through the lines, on Austrian territory, 
almost in battle itself—and I have seen 
ray boy again, the Virgin be praised! 
And I am content. Let God do with him 
what he will." 

Later we went in search of Count Fos-
cari's brother and the lady to whom he 
had sent his letters. Then Giuseppe and 
I took the signora to the train for Rome. 
As I stood beside the compartment, the 
signora, who seemed calmer, more like 
herself than for the past fortnight, re
peated dreamily: " M y friend, I have seen 
'Rico and I am content. Perhaps it is the 
last time I shall have him in my arms, 
unless the dear God spares him. I know 
now what it is he is doing for his country, 
what battle is ! He is fighting for me, for 
all of us. I am content!" 

With a gentle smile the signora waved 
me farewell. 

Enrico came out of that first battle 
safely, and many others, as little Bianca 
wrote me. She and the signora were mak
ing bandages and feeding their thirsty 
hearts with reports of the brave deeds 
the Italian troops had done along the 
Isonzo. "They are all heroes!" the girl 
wrote. "But it is very hard for them to 
pierce those mountains which the Aus-
trians have been fortifying all these years. 
There is perpetual fighting, but Enrico 
is well and happy, fighting for Italy. 
Yesterday we had a postal from him: he 
sent his respects to you. . . . " 

Thereafter, there was no news from the 
Maironis for some time; then in Septem
ber came the dreaded black-bordered let
ter in the signora's childish hand. I t was 
dated from some little town in the north 
of Italy and written in pencil. 

" I have been in bed for some weeks, or 
I should have written before. Our dear 
Enrico fell the 3d of August on the Col 
di Lana. He died fighting for Italy like 
a brave man, his captain wrote us. . . . 
Bianca is here nursing me, but soon she 
will go back to Padua into the hospital, 
and I shall go with her if there is anything 
that a poor old woman can do for our 
wounded soldiers. . . . Dear friend, I am 
so glad that I saw him once more—now I 
must wait until paradise. . . ." 
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A strolling player comes 

I L L U S T R A T I O N S B Y R E G I N A L D B I R C H 

IX 
HOW A CONVEYANCE WENT AWAY EMPTY 

MRS. BARON "took to her 
room," as the saying is. 
For an hour or more she 
might have been, to all in
tents and purposes, in some 
far country. 

She left an awed silence behind her. 
"If you'll excuse me, I think I'll go 

and talk to Mrs. Shepard awhile," said 
Bonnie May, not without significance. 
The atmosphere had become too rare
fied for her. She was turning from an 
inimical clan. She was obeying that un
dying instinct which impelled the cave
men of old to get their backs toward a 
wall. 

Baron, Sr., prepared to go out. He 
turned to Flora and Victor as he took 
his leave, and his whole being twinkled 
quietly. He seemed to be saying: "Don ' t 
ask m e ! " 

Flora stole up to her mother's room. 
She tapped at the door affectionately—if 
one can tap at a door affectionately. 

A voice muffled by pillows was heard. 
"Making hay," it seemed to say. Flora 
frowned in perplexity. Then her brow 
cleared and she smiled wistfully. " O h ! " 
she interpreted, " ' G o a w a y ! ' " 

She sought Victor again. 
" I suppose she'll have to go," she said, 

almost in a whisper. 
"Oh, yes, certainly; yes, she'll have to 

go," agreed Victor firmly. 
"And yet I can't say it's her fault." 
"You might say it's her misfortune." 
"Yes. . . . Isn't she—wonderful!" 
"Oh, well, if two people simply can't 

understand each other, that 's all there is 
to it." 

"But she understands. She just talks 

*** A summary of the preceding chapters of " Bonnie 
May " appears on page 7 of the Advertising pages. 

too much. She won't realize that she's 
only a child." 

" Oh, what's the use !" exclaimed Baron. 
He thrust his hands into his pockets and 
strolled through the house, up into the 
library. 

He took down a copy of "Diana of the 
Crossways" and opened it at random, 
staring darkly at words which the late 
Mr. Meredith never wrote: 

"Why couldn't she have made allow
ances? Why couldn't she have over
looked things which plainly weren't 
meant to be the least bit offensive?" 

Obscurities, perhaps; but what does one 
expect of Meredith? 

He ruminated long and dejectedly. 
And then he heard his mother in the sit
ting-room. 

He put aside his book and assumed a 
light, untroubled air. "Better have it 
out now," he decided, as he opened the 
door and confronted his mother. 

" Where is the Queen of Sheba ? " asked 
Mrs. Baron. 

Baron dropped into a chair. "You 
know I'm awfully sorry, mother," he said. 
There was a singular lack of real repent
ance in his tone. 

" I don't doubt that. Still, you might 
have taken me into your confidence be
fore you brought that outrageous little 
creature into the house. I never heard 
of such a child. Never." 

"But you know what the circum
stances were " 

" Don't go into that again. I know that 
you brought her here, and that there 
wasn't any excuse for such foolishness." 

" But, mother !" Baron's face became 
heavy with perplexity. " She's such a lit
tle thing ! She hasn't got anybody to turn 
to when she's in trouble. My goodness! 
I think she has done nobly—not whim
pering once since she came into the house. 
She's probably — rattled! How would 
you or I behave if we were in her shoes ? " 
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Mrs. Baron's eyebrows steadily mount
ed. "The point is, we're not in the slight
est degree responsible for her. I want to 
know how we're going to get rid of her." 

Baron had taken a chair directly in 
front of his mother. Now he arose and 
paced the floor. When he spoke his tone 
was crisp almost to sharpness. 

"I t isn't any more difficult now than 
it was yesterday," he said. " I can turn 
her over to the police." 

Something in his manner startled his 
mother. She flushed quickly. "That's 
just like you," she protested. "What do 
you suppose people would say if we turned 
a motherless child over to the police? 
You ought to see that you've forced a re
sponsibility upon me!" 

Baron regarded her darkly. "There 
is," he admitted, "always the question of 
what people would say; though I'd rather 
believe we cared more for what we our
selves— " He broke off with a return to 
his crisp manner. " I could ask Thorn-
burg to take her," he resumed. "He of
fered to help. I have an idea he would 
be only too glad to have her." 

"The theatre man—yes. And he'd 
dress her up in a fancy-ball costume, and 
encourage her in her brazen ways, and 
she'd be utterly shameless by the time 
she got to be a young woman." 

Baron spoke with decision. "Mother, 
don't!" he exclaimed. "Thornburg isn't 
that kind at all. He—he'd probably try 
to get at her point of view now and then, 
and he might allow her to have certain 
liberties. I think he's broad enough to 
want her to be good without insisting 
upon her being miserable!" 

"Victor Baron!" warned his mother; 
and then she added with decision: "Then 
you'd better get him to take her—and 
the sooner the better." 

"To-morrow—I'll see him about it to
morrow," said Baron. He spoke defer
entially. He felt that anger had driven 
them both farther than they need have 
gone. He still hoped that there might be 
other solutions of the problem than the 
one he and his mother had agreed upon. 

Nevertheless, he called on Thornburg 
the next morning. 

"No, it's not that she has disappoint
ed me," he replied in response to a ques-
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tion from Thornburg. " The fact is I did
n't foresee the—the complications. My 
mother has taken them into account, and 
it's her decision rather than mine that we 
ought to give her up." 

There was an interruption here—the 
bustling intrusion of one of the attaches 
of the theatre. When Thornburg turned 
to Baron again he presented the appear
ance of one who has lost the thread of 
a conversation. "You were saying—oh, 
yes; you've got enough of—of what's her 
name ? Well, what's your impression of 
her, now that you've had time to look her 
over?" 

" I haven't changed my mind at all. I 
like her." 

"The family made a row?" 
Baron answered evasively. " I t isn't 

quite a question of liking. It's something 
like trying to keep a canary in a suit
case, or putting a lamb or a kitten into 
harness." 

Thornburg smiled. "Tell me just how 
she fails to square with the—the domestic 
virtues," he said. 

'' Her way of saying things—her views. 
. . . She is so wholly unconventional," 
said Baron haltingly. " She doesn't stand 
in awe of her superiors. She expresses 
her ideas with—well, with great liberty. 
You know children aren't supposed to be 
like that. At least, my mother takes that 
view of the case." 

He so plainly had little or no sympathy 
with the argument he made that Thorn
burg looked at him keenly. 

" I see ! She scratches the paint off !" 
interpreted the manager. He smiled up
on Baron exultingly. 

"You might put it so," agreed Baron, 
to whom the words were highly offensive. 
He proceeded coldly. " I understood 
that you felt some measure of responsi
bility. I thought perhaps you might be 
willing to take her, in case we decided it 
would be difficult for us to keep her." 

The manager pretended not to notice 
the aloofness of the other's tone. "Now, 
if it were a matter of expense—" he be
gan. 

" I t isn't. She doesn't seem at home 
with us. I think that states the case 
fully." 

"How could she feel at home in the 
little time she's been with you?" 
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"Then I might put it this way: she 
doesn't seem congenial." 

"Of course that's different. That seems 
to leave me out, as far as I can see." 

"You mean," said Baron, "you would
n' t care to assume the responsibility for 
h e r ? " 

"Why should I ? " demanded the man
ager bluntly. He glared at Baron resent
fully. 

"You're quite right, certainly. I seem 
to have had the impression " 

" I have an idea she's doing better with 
you than she would anywhere else," con
tinued Thornburg in milder tones. "Why 
not give her her place and make her stay 
in it? I can't understand a family of 
grown people throwing up their hands to 
a baby ! " 

" I merely wanted to get your views," 
said Baron as he rose to go. " I didn't 
want to call in the police until " 

Thornburg got up, too. "Don ' t un
derstand that I wash my hands of her," 
he hastened to say. "Of course, if you 
won't keep her " 

Baron thought he detected an ill-con
cealed anxiety in the other's tone. He 
waited patiently. 

"Look here, Baron, I 'm going to be 
frank with you. When you took her 
home I was inclined to think you were a 
bit officious, just at first. I like them— 
children, I mean. You see, you had 
taken her off my premises; and when you 
told me something about her the next 
day, about her being intelligent and nice 
—well, I thought about the big house I've 
got, and not a child in it, and never to 
be one, and I figured I might as well 
have taken her myself. Of course there 
were difficulties . . . " His expression be
came troubled. "Once before I tried to 
take a child into the house and Mrs. 
Thornburg objected. I t was my own 
child, too." He paused. "You know 
I've been married twice." 

Baron's thoughts went back a few years 
to the somewhat unpleasant story of 
Thornburg's divorce from an actress with 
whom he had spent only a little more than 
one troubled year. The facts had been 
public property at the time. He made 
no reply. 

Thornburg continued: " I ' m in doubt 
as to how my wife would look at it if I 

suggested that I 'd like to bring this waif 
home. Of course, it 's just possible she 
might not want to take a child of mine, 
and still be willing to take in some out
sider. You know what strange creatures 
women are." 

Baron did not break the silence that 
ensued, and presently the manager re
sumed: "You see what the difficulty is. 
The—the wife is likely to suspect that 
Bonnie May is the same little girl I 
wanted to bring home before—that she's 
mine. She never saw the little daughter. 
I 'd have to be careful not to make her 
suspicious." 

" B u t the circumstances . . . I don't 
see how she could suspect anything," 
argued Baron. 

" N o t if I don't seem too much inter
ested. That 's the point. I'll tell you, 
Baron—you come out and see us. Me 
and my wife. Come to-night. State the 
case to us together. Tell the plain truth. 
Explain how you got hold of Bonnie May, 
and tell my wife your people don't see 
their way clear to keeping her. That 
ought to make the thing clear enough." 

Baron turned homeward, marvelling at 
Thornburg. I t seemed strange that a 
strong, successful man should feel obliged 
to shape his affairs to please an ungra
cious, suspicious wife. He felt sorry for 
him, too. He seemed to be one of those 
blunderers who find their dealings with 
women are always bewildering, haphaz
ard experiments. 

He had promised to call that evening 
—to lend his aid to the manager. I t was 
the sensible thing to do, of course. They 
had to get rid of Bonnie May. Nothing 
was to be gained by debating that point 
any further. And yet . . . 

When he reached home he was hoping 
tha t his mother might, on some ground or 
other, have changed her mind. 

He found her up-stairs, and she met 
him, as he entered her room, with the air 
of one who will listen to no evasions, no 
half-measures. 

" I think Thornburg will take her," he 
said. He tried to speak lightly—as if the 
matter were too trivial to care very much 
about. " I believe he's got to do a little 
planning." 

"People sometimes do, before they 
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bring strange children into their houses," 
was Mrs. Baron's retort. 

Baron turned toward the library. A 
mischievous impulse seized him—engen
dered by that last fling of his mother's. 
He called back over his shoulder: "If the 
perverse little thing is quite unendurable 
you might lock her up in the attic and 
feed her on bread and water until she 
leaves." 

Mrs. Baron stared after him, dum-
founded. "I ' l l do nothing of the sor t ! " 
she exclaimed. " She shall not be treated 
unkindly, as you ought to know. We owe 
that much to ourselves." 

But beyond that amazed remonstrance 
she did not weaken; and though Baron 
spoke of the matter again at dinner he 
failed to shake her resolution. 

In his most callous manner he said— 
after Bonnie May had slipped back into 
the kitchen to be with Mrs. Shepard— 
" I 'm going over to Thornburg's to-night, 
to help him in shaping his plans. So that 
we can get rid of her without any delay, 
you know." 

He shot a furtive glance at her, only 
to discover that she was maintaining her 
self-possession perfectly. And so, later 
in the evening, he set out for the Thorn-
burgs'. 

He went away just a moment too soon 
to observe that an automobile swerved 
out from its course on the avenue and 
drew up in front of the mansion. 

A youthful- looking old lady, with 
snowy hair and small, nea t ly-g loved 
hands, pushed open the door and emerged. 
With the manner of one who repeats a re
quest she paused and turned. 

"Do come in, Colonel," she called into 
the shadowy recesses of the car. 

A gray, imposing-appearing man, with 
a good deal of vitality still showing in his 
eyes and complexion, smiled back at her 
inscrutably. " G o on," he said, tucking 
his cigar beneath his grizzled mustache, 
and bringing his hand down with a large 
gesture of leisurely contentment. "You'll 
be all right. I don't mind waiting." 

And Mrs. Harrod proceeded alone to 
make her call. 

By the most casual chance Mrs. Baron 
was standing at her sitting-room window 
when the car stopped before the house; 

and when she perceived that it was Mrs. 
Harrod—Amelia Harrod, as she thought 
of her—who was crossing the sidewalk, 
she underwent a very remarkable trans
formation. 

So complete a transformation, indeed," 
that Bonnie May, who was somewhat 
covertly observing her, sprang softly to 
her feet and became all attention. 

Mrs. Baron's face flushed—the child 
could see the heightened color in one 
cheek—and her whole attitude expressed 
an unwonted eagerness, a childish delight. 

The truth was that Mrs. Harrod was 
one of the old friends who had seemed to 
Mrs. Baron to be deserters when the 
neighborhood in which the Barons lived 
had become noisy and grimy from the 
encroachments of commerce. And they 
had been girls together, and intimates 
throughout their married lives—until the 
neighborhood had moved away, so to 
speak, and the Barons had remained. 

I t is true that, despite Mrs. Baron's 
fancies, Mrs. Harrod had remained a fond 
and loyal friend, though she had reached 
an age when social obligations, in their 
more trivial forms, were not as easily met 
as they had been in earlier years. And it 
may also be true that something of con
straint had arisen between the two during 
the past year or so, owing to Mrs. Baron's 
belief that she was being studiously neg
lected, and to Mrs Harrod's fear that her 
friend was growing old ungracefully and 
unhappily. 

"Oh, it 's Amelia!" exclaimed Mrs. 
Baron, withdrawing her eyes from the 
street. She gave herself a quick, critic
al survey, and put her hands to her hair, 
and hurried toward her room in a state 
of delighted agitation. 

She had not given a thought to Bonnie 
May. She did not know that the child 
slipped eagerly from the room and hurried 
down the stairs. 

Bonnie May was, indeed, greatly in 
need of a diversion of some sort. Not a 
word had been said to her touching the 
clash that had occurred at the table 
during the Sunday dinner. She did not 
know that the machinery necessary to her 
removal from the mansion had been set 
in motion; but she had a distinct sense 
of a sort of rising inflection in the atmos
phere, as if necessary arrangements were 
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in the making. And she was becoming 
restless. 

Now she opened the door and stepped 
aside, smiling, before the caller had time 
to touch the bell. 

"Come in," she said; and when she 
had closed the door she ad'ded: "Will you 
wait until I can make a light ? I'm afraid 
we've all forgotten about the light." The 
lower rooms had become quite gloomy. 

She had climbed upon a chair in the 
drawing-room and touched a match to 
the gas-burner before she could be ques
tioned or assisted, and for the moment 
the visitor was only thinking how peculiar 
it was that the Barons went on relying 
upon gas when electricity was so much 
more convenient. 

"Please have a seat," the child added, 
"while I call Mrs. Baron." She turned 
toward the hall. " Shall I say who it is?" 
she asked. 

Mrs. Harrod had not taken a seat. 
When the light filled the room child and 
woman confronted each other, the child 
deferential, the woman smiling with an 
odd sort of tenderness. 

"Who are you?" asked the visitor. 
Her eyes were beaming; the curve of her 
lips was like a declaration of love. 

"I 'm Bonnie May." The child ad
vanced and held out her hand. 

Mrs. Harrod pondered. "You're not 
a—relative?" 

"Oh, no. A—guest, I think. Noth
ing more than that." 

Mrs. Harrod drew a chair toward her 
without removing her eyes from the 
child's face. " Do sit down a minute and 
talk to me," she said. "We can let Mrs. 
Baron know afterward. A guest? But 
you don't visit here often?" 

" This is my first visit. You see, I have 
so little time for visiting. I happen not 
to have any—any other engagement just 
now. I was very glad to come here for— 
for a while." 

"You haven't known the Barons long, 
then?" 

"In a way, no. But you know you 
feel you've always known really lovely 
people. Don't you feel that way ? " She 
inclined her head a little; her lips were 
slightly parted; her color rose. She was 
trying very earnestly to meet this impress
ive person upon an equal footing. 

" I think you're quite right. And— 
how did you meet them? I hope you 
don't mind my asking questions?" 

"Not in the least. I met Mr. Victor 
at a—a kind of reception he was attend
ing. He was lovely to me. He asked 
me to meet his mother." 

"How simple! And so you called?" 
"Yes. That is, Mr. Victor came and 

—and brought me. It was much pleas-
anter, his bringing me." 

She had wriggled up into a chair and 
was keeping clear, earnest eyes upon the 
visitor. She was recalling Mrs. Baron's 
agitation, and she was drawing conclu
sions which were very far from being 
wholly wrong. 

" I think Victor's a charming young gen
tleman," declared Mrs. Harrod. "He's 
always doing something—nice." 

"Yes," responded Bonnie May. She 
had observed that the visitor paused be
fore she said "nice." Her eyes were 
alertly studying Mrs. Harrod's face. 

"And your name is Bonnie May. Is 
that the full name or ?" 

"Yes, that's the full name." 
Mrs. Harrod pondered. "You're not 

of the Professor Mays, are you?" 
"Why, I'm of—of professional people. 

I'm not sure I'm of the Mays you're 
thinking about." She had edged herself 
from her chair uneasily. " I hope I 
haven't forgotten myself," she added. 
"I 'm sure I should have let Mrs. Baron 
know you are here. I think you didn't 
say what the name is?" 

"I'm Mrs. Harrod. I hope you'll re
member. I should be glad if you'd be a 
friend of mine, too." 

The child's dilemma, whatever it had 
been, was past. She smiled almost radi
antly. "I'm very glad to have met you, 
Mrs. Harrod," she said. She advanced 
and extended her hand again. " I truly 
hope I'll have the pleasure of meeting you 
again." 

Then she was off up the stairs, walking 
sedately. It had meant much to her 
that this nice woman, who was clearly 
not of the profession, had talked to her 
without patronizing her, without " talk
ing down" to her. 

A strange timidity overwhelmed her 
when she appeared at Mrs. Baron's door. 
"It 's Mrs. Harrod," she said, and there 
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was a slight catch in her voice. " I mean, 
Mrs. Harrod has called. I let her in." 

Mrs. Baron, standing in her doorway, 
was fixing an old-fashioned brooch in 
place. She flushed and there was swift 
mistrust in her eyes. " O h ! " she cried 
weakly. The sound was almost like a 
moan. " I thought Mrs. Shepard " 

" I didn't tell her I was—I didn't tell 
her who I was. I thought you would 
rather I didn't. I was just nice to her, 
and she was nice to me." 

She hurried away, then, because she 
wanted to be by herself. For some rea
son which she could not understand tears 
were beginning to start from her eyes. 
Mrs. Baron had not been angry, this time. 
She had seemed to be ashamed! 

She did not know that the old gentle
woman looked after her with a startled, 
almost guilty expression, which gave 
place to swift contrition and tenderness. 

Mrs. Baron did not descend the stairs. 
She was about to do so when Mrs. Har
rod appeared in the lower hall. 

"Don ' t come down !" called the latter. 
" I mean to have my visit with you in 
your sitting-room." She was climbing 
the stairs. " I don't intend to be treat
ed like a stranger, even if I haven' t 
been able to come for such a long time." 
Shadows and restraints seemed to be 
vanishing utterly before that advancing, 
friendly presence. And at the top of the 
flight of stairs she drew a deep breath and 
exclaimed: 

"Emily Boone, who is that chi ld?" 
She took both Mrs. Baron's hands and 
kissed her. " I told the colonel I simply 
wouldn't go by without stopping. He 
had an idea we ought to go to see—what's 
the name of the play ? I can't remember. 
I t gave me a chance to stop. I seem 
never to have the opportunity any more. 
But do tell me. About the child, I mean. 
Do you know, I've never seen such a 
perfect little human being in my life! 
She's so lovely, and so honest, and so 
unspoilt. Who is she?" 

Mrs. Baron felt many waters lift and 
pass. Bonnie May hadn't done anything 
scandalous, evidently. And here was her 
old friend as expansive, as cheerfully out
spoken, as in the days of long ago. 

She found herself responding happily, 
lightly. 

" A little protege of Victor's," she said. 
"You know what a discoverer he i s ? " 
They had entered the sitting-room. Mrs. 
Baron was thinking again how good it 
was to have the old bond restored, the 
old friend's voice awakening a thousand 
pleasant memories. 

But as Mrs. Harrod took a seat she 
leaned forward without a pause. "Now 
do tell me about that—that cherub of a 
child," she said. 

In the meantime Victor Baron was ex
periencing something very like surprise 
to discover that Thornburg, the manager, 
seemed a new, a different, sort of person, 
now that he was in his own home. He 
had quite the air of—well, there was only 
one word for it—a gentleman. 

The Thornburg home was quite as nice, 
even in the indefinable ways that count 
most, as any home Baron was acquainted 
with. There was an impression of ele
gance—but not too much elegance—in 
the large reception-room. There was a 
general impression of softly limited illu
mination, of fine yet simple furniture. 
The walls had a kind of pleasant individ
uality, by reason of the fact that they 
were sparingly yet attractively orna
mented. 

A grandfather's clock imparted home
liness to one end of the room; there was a 
restful suggestion in the broad fireplace, 
in which an enormous fern had been in
stalled. Baron's glance also took in the 
grand piano of a quietly subdued finish. 

Mrs. Thornburg alone seemed in some 
odd way out of harmony with the fine, 
cordial picture in which Baron found 
her. She was a frail, wistful woman; and 
because her body was ailing, her mind 
too—as Baron speedily discovered—was 
not of the sound, cheerful texture of her 
surroundings. 

"Ah, Baron!" exclaimed Thornburg, 
advancing to meet his guest as the latter 
was shown into the room. " I 'm glad to 
see you here." 

As he turned to his wife, to introduce 
the visitor, Baron was struck by some
thing cautious and alert in his manner— 
the manner of a man who must be con
stantly prepared to make allowances, to 
take soundings. 

"Mr . Baron is the man who carried 
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that little girl out of the theatre the other 
day," explained the manager. He turned 
again to Baron with a casual air. " D o 
you find that your people still want to 
let her g o ? " 

He was playing a part, obviously—the 
part of one who is all but indifferent. 
Mrs. Thornburg scrutinized the visitor's 
face closely. 

"Yes, I believe they do," replied 
Baron. 

" I ' ve been talking to Mrs. Thornburg 
about the case. She understands that 
I feel a sort of responsibility. I think 
I've about persuaded her to have a look 
at the little girl." 

Mrs. Thornburg seemed unwilling to 
look at her husband while he was speak
ing. Baron thought she must be con
cealing something. She was gazing at 
him with an expression of reproach, not 
wholly free from resentment. 

"Hasn ' t the child any relatives?" she 
asked. She seemed to be making an ef
fort to speak calmly. 

" I really can't answer that ," said 
Baron. "She seems not to have. She 
has told me very little about herself, yet 
I believe she has told me all she knows. 
She has spoken of a young woman—an 
actress—she has travelled with. There 
doesn't appear to have been any one else. 
I believe she never has had a home." 

Mrs. Thornburg withdrew her gaze 
from him. She concerned herself with 
the rings on her thin, white fingers. 
"How did you happen to be with her in 
the theat re?" she asked. 

" I was in one of the upper boxes. I 
don't know how she came to be there. I 
believe she couldn't find a seat anywhere 
else." 

"And you'd never seen her before?" 
"Never." 
There was an uncomfortable silence. 

Both Thornburg and Baron were look
ing interestedly at Mrs. Thornburg, who 
refused to lift her eyes. " I wonder how 
you happened to take her to your home ? " 
she asked finally. 

Baron laughed uneasily. " I ' m won
dering myself," he said. " Nobody seems 
to approve of what I did. But if you 
could have seen her! She's really quite 
wonderful. Very pretty, you know, and 
intelligent. But that isn't it, after all. 

She is so charmingly frank. I think 
that 's it. I t ' s unusual in a child." 

"Yes, indeed," agreed Mrs. Thornburg. 
"Unusual in any one, I should say." 

"Why, perhaps it is," agreed Baron, 
simply. He was not a little puzzled. 

"And why don't you want to keep 
her?" she wanted to know. 

"We meant to. But it turns out that 
she and my mother are—well, antago
nistic." 

"Tha t ' s unfortunate, isn't i t? Please 
pardon me—you see, I 'm really very 
much in the dark. But—what kind of 
woman is your mother?" She put the 
question so softly that it did not seem 
offensive. 

Baron hesitated. "Perhaps it will ex
plain if I say that she is elderly? There 
haven't been any children in the house 
for a good many years. She believes— 
what is the familiar saying?—that chil
dren ought to be seen and not heard." 

Mrs. Thornburg hes i ta ted . "That 
wouldn't be quite the reason," she said. 
"Your mother is—is orthodox, I suspect. 
In her friendships and ways. I 'm sure 
you see what I mean." 

"Yes ," admitted Baron. " I think you 
are getting closer to the facts than I did." 

A pretty, delicate hue warmed the 
woman's face, and her voice softened al
most to tenderness. " I think I know," 
she went on. "The little girl of the stage, 
out of some unknown place in Bohemia 
•—she must seem quite disturbing, hope
lessly out of harmony. . . ." 

"You put the case much better than 
I did. Yet you know all that 's scarce
ly fair to Bonnie May. She's not really 
bold and impertinent, in the usual sense 
of those words. She hasn't had the kind 
of training other children have. She has 
never associated with other children. 
You can see that instantly. She assumes 
that she has the same right to her opinion 
that older people have to theirs. She 
never means to offend. I have an idea 
she's really quite affectionate. I have an 
idea if you once won her over " 

Mrs. Thornburg turned toward her 
husband and leaned forward in her chair. 
Her eyes were filled with a soft, generous 
impulse. When she spoke her voice vi
brated with feeling. 

"Bring her home!" she said. 
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Baron fancied there was an expression 
of triumph in the manager's bearing. 
"You mean now—to-night?" he asked. 

"Why not to-night? I 'm eager to have 
her; really eager, now that I 've decided." 

" I t ' s quite simple," declared Thorn-
burg. " I suppose you'll have to—to get 
a few things r eady?" 

Her whole being became tremulous 
—she who had had no children of her 
own, and who knew nothing about them. 
'' Nothing to-night, to speak of. To-mor
row " She clasped her hands and 
looked into vacancy, as if visions were 
coming to her. 

When Thornburg's automobile stopped 
before the Baron mansion, half an hour 
later that evening, and the manager and 
Baron got out, something happened. 

Mrs. Baron, her gray hair stirring 
slightly in the spring breeze, stood on the 
front steps for all the world like an alert 
sentinel. 

"Well, Victor?" she demanded', as her 
son advanced toward her. Her voice was 
sternly challenging. 

"This gentleman has come to take 
Bonnie May away," replied her son. He 
derived a certain satisfaction from her 
disturbed state. 

"Do you mean you've brought that 
machine to take her away to-night?" 

"Why, yes—certainly." 
"Well, you can just send it away. 

You won't need it to-night." 
She turned with the air of a queen who 

had been affronted. In an instant she 
had disappeared. The door had been 
quite unmistakably slammed behind her. 

X 

RELATES TO THE PLAYING OF PARTS 

M U C H light is thrown upon the char
acter of Victor Baron when it is said that 
he was the kind of young man who likes 
to sit in an attic when the rain is falling. 

Such a young man may possess many 
high virtues, certainly; but he can scarce
ly hope to escape occasional contact with 
what is called the world's cold shoulder. 
He is clearly not the sort of person who 
knows what magic there is in the matter 
of percentages, and other such progressive 
and acquisitive sciences. 

We now encounter this peculiar young 
man in his attic room, on an afternoon 
when the rain was falling steadily. 

Days had passed since Mrs. Baron had 
driven the manager, Thornburg, from her 
front door. Something like a fixed sta
tus in the case of Bonnie May had been 
brought about. Seemingly she had be
come a permanent member of the Baron 
household. 

Yet Baron was not happy. Having 
performed his duty in solving one prob
lem, he had now passed on to another, 
an older problem. 

There was the fact of his aimless exist
ence staring him in the face; the fact 
that he had been home from the univer
sity over a year now and that as yet he 
had chosen no plough to the handles of 
which he meant to set his hands. 

He did a little newspaper writing when 
the spirit moved: articles and reviews 
which were often quite cordially accepted 
—and sometimes even urgently solicited 
—but which were still subjected to a 
measuring process in the accounting-room 
of the newspaper offices and which were 
only meagrely profitable. 

To be sure, his needs were quite sim
ple. He made no contribution to the 
upkeep of the household. He kept his 
tailor's bills paid with a reasonable degree 
of promptitude. Usually, too, he had 
funds enough for books and other simple 
needs. Still, there were occasions when 
he had to go to his mother for assistance; 
and this practise he was compelled to con
template with utter disfavor. 

I t is true that he never asked his 
mother for money. The Barons pro
nounced the word "money" as if it were 
spelled with a capital letter, like certain 
other more or less unsavory names: Lu-
cretia Borgia, New Caledonia, Christian 
Science, Prussianism, or Twilight Sleep. 
He used to ask her, when need arose, if 
she had any street-carfare lying about. 
And she would put her index finger to 
her forehead and meditate, and then re
member suddenly that there was some in 
her work-basket on the centre-table, or 
under something or other on the side
board. A burglar would have had a dis
couraging experience in the mansion— 
not because there was never anything to 
steal, but because what money there was 
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always lay about in such unpromising 
places. 

" I really ought to get down to busi
ness," concluded Baron, sitting in his attic 
—though the phrase was inept, since busi
ness was another word which the Barons 
pronounced as if it were spelled with a 
capital letter. 

The place was depressingly quiet, and 
the silence weighed upon Baron's spirit. 
He was glad when Bonnie May broke in 
upon his revery. 

She came into the attic room and 
spread her arms wide, inviting inspection. 
"You will please make no unkind re
marks about my new dress," she began. 
She assumed the attitude of a fencer, and 
slowly turned around. 

The subject—and the child's frivolous 
manner—irr i ta ted Baron. "Really, I 
think it's very pretty and suitable," he 
said. 

"No t at all. I t 's neither pretty nor 
suitable—though both words mean about 
the same thing, when it comes to a dress. 
But it's a great improvement on that first 
thing. I told your mother that. I told 
her I'd wear it until I got something 
more becoming." 

Baron sighed. "What did she say to 
t h a t ? " 

"She was offended, of course. But 
what was I to do? I can't see that I 
was to blame." 

"But can't you see that mother is 
doing the best she can for you, and that 
you ought to be grateful?" 

" I see what you mean. But I believe 
in having an understanding from the be
ginning. She's got her ideas and I've got 
mine. She believes your Satan's if you 
look pretty—and I believe you ought to 
be, if you don't ." 

"But you do look—pretty." He spoke 
the last word ungraciously. 

She shook her head slowly, her eyes 
thoughtfully averted. Then she bright
ened. "Anyway," she said, " I think it's 
the chance of my life—my being here 
with you all." 

" A chance—for w h a t ? " he asked. 
"Oh, to pick things up. You know I 

can't always be a Little Eva. I'll be too 
old for that after a while. And then it 
will be handy for me to have a little—a 
little class." 

" Class !" exclaimed Baron. " Class ? " 
He had been thinking that the one 

thing wrong with his way of thinking and 
living was that he and his family had at
tached a silly importance to the class 
idea, and that it had prevented him from 
learning to be active and useful in ways 
that counted in the world in which he 
had to live. 

" I t ' s a good thing," defended Bonnie 
May. " I t ' s needed in all the best plays. 
And you can't get it just by going to the 
wardrobe mistress, either. I t 's some
thing that 's got to be in you. In order 
to do it right you've pretty near got to 
have the goods." 

She couldn't understand why Baron 
had spoken with such emphasis—with 
such resentment. 

" Class," mused Baron to himself. He 
looked intently at this child who did not 
know where she had been born—who 
knew nothing even about her parentage. 

But she had turned to a happier mem
ory. "You know you can't play the part 
of Little Eva very long, even when you 
begin quite early. And I was just a little 
bit of a thing when I played it first.'' She 
laughed heartily. " I couldn't even speak 
plain. I used to say 'U'kle Tom !' How 
they laughed at me ! 'U'kle Tom !' I t 's 
really a hideous word, isn't i t? 'Uncle,' 
and 'Aunt, ' too. You can see that the 
man who framed up those words never 
thought very highly of uncles and aunts. 
Just compare those words with 'father ' 
and 'mother ' ! Aren't they lovely? 'Fa
t h e r ! ' " she spoke the words musingly. 
" ' Father ! ' " Her body drooped forward 
slightly, and her face was pitched up so 
that she was gazing into space. "And 
'mother! ' . . . 'mo the r ! ' " Her voice 
had become a yearning whisper. 

Baron touched her shoulders with gentle 
hands. "Don ' t , child !" he implored her. 

She aroused herself as from a dream. 
Her eyes brightened. She looked at him 
searchingly. "You thought . . . I be
lieve I was, t o o ! " 

She sprang to her feet. " I really do 
mean to pick up a lot of things while I 
am here," she added briskly. She walked 
across the floor. "An imitation of a per
son of class," she said. She moved with 
studied elegance. "You see!" she ex
claimed, turning to him, " I can't do it 
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at all right. I ought to beat that." She 
returned to her starting-point. "See if I 
do it any better," she said. 

Mrs. Baron appeared in the doorway, 
but neither Baron nor the child saw her. 
Again Bonnie May crossed the room. 
This time she assumed a slightly careless 
air, and looked airily at imaginary ob
jects to right and left. Her movement 
was slightly undulating. She turned to 
Baron suddenly: "What you have to do 
is to really be proud, without thinking 
about it. I know how it ought to be 
done, but it's hard to get the hang of it. 
If you don't get it just right you're likely 
to look like a saleslady." She discovered 
Mrs. Baron, who stood rather scornfully 
in the doorway. 

"Oh, Mrs. Baron !" she exclaimed. She 
was somewhat dismayed. She thought 
of adopting a conciliatory course. "You 
could show us just what I mean, if you 
would," she said. 

" I came to say that dinner is ready," 
said Mrs. Baron. "Could show you 
what?" 

"Won't you please come here?—quite 
over to this end of the room. Now please 
go out. We'll come right away." 

Mrs. Baron regarded her sternly. Bon
nie May flushed and her glance became 
softly appealing. She took Mrs. Baron's 
hand and patted it. " I'm not being rude, 
really," she declared. "It 's as if we were 
asking you to settle a bet, you know." 

"I don't understand at all." 
"Well, please don't be angry. If you 

are, it will spoil everything." 
Mrs. Baron turned to her son. He was 

telegraphing to her an earnest appeal, in 
which she read an assurance that she was 
not to be made ridiculous, even from the 
extraordinary view-point of Bonnie May. 

"Did you understand that dinner is 
ready?" she asked. 

"Yes, mother. We'll be right down." 
Mrs. Baron left the room. 
"Look at it! Look at i t !" whispered 

Bonnie May. Her hands were clasped 
in a worshipful ecstacy. Her eyes seemed 
to retain the picture after Mrs. Baron 
had disappeared. Then she turned with 
swift intensity to Baron. 

"Oh, I do hope she'll care for me a 
little!" she exclaimed. "She's so—so 
legitimate!" 

XI 

MYSTERIES—AND A CALLER 

FROM a sky that had been rapidly clear
ing a bolt fell. 

For the first time in his life Baron re
ceived one morning an anonymous com
munication. 

The thing had the merit of brevity: 
"Do not give up the child Bonnie May to 

any one who does not present a legal claim 
on her." 

He threw the puzzling words aside. 
People did not pay any attention to anon
ymous communications, he reflected. 

Nevertheless, he could not calm him
self. He started nervously at the sound 
of the telephone-bell down in the dining-
room. 

Responding, he heard Thornburg's 
voice at the other end of the wire. 

"Is this Baron? Say, can you come 
down to my office right away?" The 
manager's voice betrayed excitement, 
Baron thought. Or was he himself in an 
abnormal frame of mind? 

'' Yes, certainly,'' he replied. He added: 
"anything wrong?" 

"Why—no; no, I think not. I'll tell 
you when you get here." 

Something was wrong, however—Baron 
could see it the moment he entered the 
manager's office half an hour later. 

He had to wait a little while for an 
audience. Thornburg was talking to an 
actress—or to a woman who had the ap
pearance of an actress. She sat with her 
back toward the office-door, and did not 
turn around. But Thornburg, upon Bar
on's entrance, made a very obvious effort 
to bring the interview with this earlier 
caller to an end. He seemed vastly un
comfortable. 

"What you ought to do is to get a 
stock engagement somewhere," Thorn
burg was saying impatiently. " I might 
possibly get you in with Abramson, out 
in San Francisco. He wrote me the other 
day about a utility woman. I'll look up 
his letter and see if there's anything in 
it. You might come back." 

He arose with decision, fairly lifting the 
woman to her feet by the force of peremp
tory example. "About that other mat
ter— " he moved toward the door, clearly 
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intimating that he wished to finish what 
he had to say outside the door. 

The woman followed, but in passing 
Baron she paused and her eyes rested 
upon him sharply. There was a sugges
tion of suspicion in her manner, in her 
glance; and Baron had the vexing sensa
tion of having seen her before without 
being able to identify her. A furrow ap
peared in his forehead. He made a de
termined effort to remember. No, he 
couldn't place her. She might be an ac
tress he had seen on the stage somewhere 
or other. 

She and Thornburg passed out of the 
office, and the manager closed the door 
behind him. Baron could still hear their 
voices, now lowered to an angry whisper. 
Thornburg seemed to be speaking accus
ingly, but Baron could not catch the 
words. 

Then this one sentence, in Thornburg's 
voice, came sharply: " I tell you, you've 
worked me as long as you're going t o ! " 

Then the manager, flushed and excited, 
re-entered the office and closed the door 
angrily. 

And in that moment Baron remem
bered: that was the woman who had 
stood in the theatre talking in a tense 
fashion with the manager the day he, 
Baron, had sat up in the balcony box 
with Bonnie May! 

He had no time to ponder this fact, 
however. Thornburg turned to him 
abruptly. "Have you seen the Times 
to -day?" he asked. 

" I glanced at it. W h y ? " 
The manager took a, copy of the paper 

from a pigeonhole in his desk. "Look 
at that ," he directed, handing the paper 
to Baron. I t was folded so that a some
what obscure item was uppermost. 

Baron read: "Any one having knowl
edge of the whereabouts of the child call
ing herself Bonnie May, and profession
ally known by that name, will please 
communicate with X Y Z, in care of the 
Times." 

Baron dropped the paper on the desk 
and turned to Thornburg. "I ' l l have to 
reply to that right away, of course," he 
said. 

"Tha t ' s precisely what I don't want 
you to do. That 's why I sent for you. 
I want to attend to the matter myself." 

Baron flushed. Then he arose with 
decision. " I'll leave it to you," he added. 
"Only, I want to make one condition." 

"Oh—a condition ! Well, what ? " 
"You'll not take offense, Thornburg." 

Baron's mind had gone back over sev
eral episodes, and his analysis of them 
pointed unyieldingly to one plain duty. 
" I want to ask you just one question, 
and you're to answer it in just a word— 
Yes or No." 

"Well, what's the question?" 
"The woman who was here in your 

office when I came in, who stood with 
you in the theatre that day I took Bonnie 
May home " 

"Wel l ? " 
" I s she the—the former Mrs. Thorn

burg? Is she the mother of Bonnie 
M a y ? " 

And Thornburg's answer came reso
lutely, promptly, in the tone of a man 
who tells the truth: 

" N o ! " 

Unconscious that destiny had its eye 
upon her, Bonnie May found increasing 
comfort and contentment in her new 
home. 

As if for her special entertainment, un
usual things happened. 

For example, Mr. Addis called again! 
And a call from Mr. Addis became, in 
Bonnie May's drama-loving mind, the 
most delicious form of intrigue. Mrs. 
Baron became indignant at the very men
tion of Mr. Addis's name. Flora became 
quietly wistful. 

Kneeling on a low brussels hassock at 
the front window of the upper floor one 
night Bonnie May saw the figure of a 
man extricate itself from the passing cur
rent of humanity and make resolutely for 
the Baron door. 

She swiftly placed her finger on her lip 
and reflected. " M r . Addis!" she ex
claimed in a whisper. 

She made a supreme effort to leave the 
room without appearing to have any def
inite purpose. Once out of sight in the 
hall, however, she rushed down the 
stairs, just in time to open the door be
fore the bell was rung. She was in an 
elated state. She had the lower floor to 
herself, save for Mrs. Shepard, who would 
be sure not to interrupt. 
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" O h ! Mr. Addis!" she whispered 
eagerly. She promptly ushered him into 
the drawing-room and quietly closed the 
door with an effect of being absent-
minded rather than designing. "Please 
sit down," she said. She had the light 
burning immediately. 

She drew a chair forward and stood be
side it a moment; and under her inspec
tion Mr. Addis's cheeks took on even 
a deeper rosiness and his brown eyes 
twinkled. 

"How is—my confederate?" he asked. 
She was delighted. "Tha t ' s i t ," she 

said. "Tha t ' s what I want to be. 
Your confederate. May I ? " 

"You may," he said, with emphasis. 
She sat down. "You know," she con

fided, " I ' m strong for what you call heart 
interest. If you haven't got anything but 
manners in your show, you soon find 
that people are pa t ron iz ing the bur
lesque houses. Don't you think I 'm 
r ight?" 

Mr. Addis did not make a very perti
nent response to this. "You're a queer 
little customer," he said. 

"That ' s what I call favorable criticism 
put into plain words. I thank you." 
She added, " I want to be friends with 
you if you'll let me, because I think we 
can't have the right kind of heart interest 
around here unless you—unless you take 
a more prominent par t ." 

Mr. Addis nodded. "Tha t ' s my idea, 
too. That's why I called. If you'll tell 
Mrs. Baron I 'm here, I'll see if I can't 
get her to agree with us." 

Bonnie May did not stir. "Please not 
just yet," she begged. "Couldn' t we 
talk things over first ? If I could find out 
what's wrong . . ." She looked at him 
with pretty embarrassment. 

"What , for instance, would you like to 
know?" 

She pulled herself farther back into her 
chair and reflected a moment. "Would 
you mind," she asked, "telling me how 
you got acquainted with Miss F lo ra?" 

"Not at all. She's been coming to my 
store—to order things—ever since she was 
a little girl." 

"Oh!—your store. Well, go on." 
"And occasionally I've dropped into 

the church she goes to. You know who 
I am, I suppose?" 

She beamed upon him. " I may not 
have all the details. Suppose you make 
a complete confession." 

He shot a dubious glance at her; then 
he smiled. Bonnie May thought his 
teeth were quite wonderful. " I ' m the 
head of the Addis Stores Company." 

Bonnie May looked slightly dismayed. 
" A business man," added Mr. Addis 

firmly. " I've admired Miss Flora a very 
long time. I had chances just to be nice 
and polite to her. I haven't taken any 
pains to hide from her, for a year or 
so " 

" I understand," Bonnie May finished 
for him. 

"Well, then. But the trouble is that 
Mrs. Baron " 

" She can only see you with a pencil 
behind your ear," supplemented Bonnie 
May. 

Mr. Addis laughed. "Now you have 
i t ! " he agreed. 

Bonnie May pondered. "You know 
you're not a regular-looking Romeo," she 
conceded. 

" I know that very well. But at the 
same time " 

She gave him time to finish; then, as 
he seemed to lack words, she came to his 
aid again. "If you undertook to pay a 
lady's travelling expenses, it would take 
a pretty smooth Iago to make you do 
anything nasty." 

"Tha t ' s i t ! " agreed Mr. Addis with 
emphasis. 

"Have you tried the—the little, unim
portant th ings?" 

"As for an example?" 
"Well, just as a suggestion—you know 

you weren't carrying a stick when you 
came in to-night." 

"Oh, that sort of thing! You see, 
that 's not in my line at all. I wouldn't 
know how to carry a stick, or where to 
put it. I don't see any use in 'em except 
to beat off dogs, maybe—and all the dogs 
like m e ! " 

Bonnie May nodded. "After all, I be
lieve you're right in not taking up that 
sort of thing. Anyway, I wasn't criti
cising. What I was saying was just— 
just confederate stuff, you know." 

"Yes, I understand." 
"Would you . . . would you mind 

telling me what you think about mostly? 
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When you're not thinking about Miss 
F lora?" 

Mr. Addis smiled quite delightedly. 
"No t at all. I think of a nice home, you 
know. A place out in the suburbs, with 
several acres of ground, with a driveway, 
and—and chickens," he concluded some
what lamely. 

"Chickens!" echoed Bonnie May. 
"Well, there would be fresh eggs; and 

then the look of them about the place— 
especially the little ones; and roosters 
crowing in the morning." 

She shook her head dubiously. " What 
else?" she asked. 

"Oh, such things as investments. 
Ground in the new additions, where the 
values are going up fast. Such things." 

Bonnie May put up a restraining hand. 
" T h a t will do," she said. "Now tell me 
what chance you have of seeing Flora 
when you—when you haven't got your 
pencil behind your ear." 

"Why, there's church. I can always 
go to church. They make a real to-do 
over me. They like to come to me for 
subscriptions, you know." 

At the word "church" she looked at 
him with quickened interest. "Did they 
try to put anything over on you the first 
time you went there?" she asked. 

"No t a thing." 
"That ' s funny." She put her own ex

periences out of her mind. "Well," she 
resumed, "why don't you go to church 
regularly and let them see how nice and 
friendly you look when you haven't got 
your make-up o n ? " 

" I 've thought of that. But, you see, 
it doesn't seem quite honest. As I un
derstand it, church is mostly for singing; 
and I couldn't carry a tune any more 
than a bird could carry a bank-account. 
I 'd feel like an impostor if I went." 

Bonnie May, sitting bolt upright in her 
chair, put her hand on her heart and 
moved her head, carefully erect, as far 
forward as possible, without changing 
the attitude of her shoulders. 

" I greet you," she said. " I can't sing 
either." 

"And so going to church doesn't seem 
to put me in Miss Flora's class at all." 

"Still," observed Bonnie May thought
fully, "Flora is not one of the Original 
Songbird Sisters herself." 

"No , but she follows along. And I 
never could get the hang of the thing at 
all." 

Bonnie May laughed swiftly, and then 
cast a cautious eye at the ceiling and 
checked herself. "After all," she said, 
"we're not getting at the real trouble, 
whatever it is. You know the difference 
between the Old Families and the—the 
others, is that the others talk about mak
ing money, while the Old Families talk 
about spending it. You're not an Old 
Family probably?" 

"Well, I never talk about it, if I am. 
I like to work. I like to be interested in 
things that everybody else is interested 
in. The objection to me, I think, is that 
my business happens to be groceries. Peo
ple think of soap, I suppose, and a crate 
of eggs, with here and there a broken 
one in it. Ugly things, you know." 

Bonnie M a y shuddered. "P lease 
don ' t ! " she implored. "You must keep 
your mind off of it. Your suburban-home 
idea is nice. But put a soft pedal on 
the chickens. Think of Chinese lanterns. 
Lawn parties, I mean. Talk about al 
fresco performances of Shakespeare, and 
house parties. Don't let anybody think 
about how you earn money. Let them 
believe you've just got i t ! Really, it 's 
not a very nice subject. If the word 
'money' ever comes up, just yawn and 
say something about not being able to 
decide whether you want to spend the 
summer in the Yellowstone or in the 
Thousand Islands." 

Mr. Addis shook his head. " N o , " he 
said. " I couldn't put on airs. You see, 
I think Miss Flora thinks enough of me 
as I am, and I couldn't be something 
different just to please her mother." 

At this juncture Mrs. Baron, in her 
sitting-room, closed the anthology with 
the flexible leather covers and inclined 
her head slightly. 

"Flora," she called, " I ' m sure I hear 
voices down-stairs. Will you go see?" 

Flora appeared in the doorway. " I 
can't hear anything," she said. "Where's 
Bonnie May? I thought she was here 
with you." 

" I thought she was here too, until just 
now. She may be 'receiving' to-night. 
Of course she wouldn't think it necessary 
to take us into her confidence." 
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Flora sighed softly. " I really don't 
hear anybody," she said. " I expect she's 
gone up to Victor's room." A smile 
came to her lips as she went down-stairs. 
Her mother's petulance had been of the 
sort she might be expected to manifest 
if her own child had irritated her. 

She was startled when she opened the 
drawing-room door and confronted Mr. 
Addis and Bonnie May. 

"Enter the heroine!" was the child's 
greeting. "Exit the crowd." She would 
have left the room then, but Miss Baron 
stood in her way. 

"Bonnie M a y ! " she cried with gentle 
severity, " I ' m afraid you're going to get 
us all into trouble one of these days." 
She turned a flushed face to Mr. Addis. 
"Good evening," she said, with reproach 
in her tone. She added, with gentle mis
chief, "You seem to have gained an ally." 

Mr. Addis was on his feet shaking her 
hand vigorously. " I have," he con
fessed. "But please don't blame her. 
I think I haven't set her a very good ex
ample." 

Flora turned to the child with a kind 
of forlorn fondness, and made a charac
teristic movement, as if she were pushing 
escaping strands of hair into place. She 
appeared not to observe that Mr. Addis 
was still holding her hand. Then with 
evident decision she moved away from 
him. 

" It won't do," she declared, meeting 
the visitor's eyes. " I t ' s not the right 
way to do things." 

" I 've been trying to think of the right 
way," replied Mr. Addis with dignity. 

" But doing things secretly . . . I don't 
believe anything is worth having unless 
you have it honestly—even a friendship. 
You know how mother feels. And—and 
I can't quarrel with her. I think a lit
tle injustice is better than quarrelling." 
Her voice held a note of sadness, of dis
couragement. 

Mr. Addis suddenly stood more erect. 
"Miss Flora, you're right," he said. " I 
mustn't try to hide anything. I won't ." 

"Bonnie May," said Flora, "will you 
please go and ask mother to come down ? " 

"That ' s it ," agreed Mr. Addis. "The 
thing for me to do is to have a little talk 
with her." And then they waited, with
out looking at each other, until Mrs. 

Baron descended the stairs and entered 
the room. 

The poor old lady's manner hardened 
the instant she entered the room. 

"Good evening, Mr. Addis," she said 
in a tone of frank resentment. " I don't 
believe we were expecting you." 

"No, I wasn't expected," replied Mr. 
Addis. " I hope you'll excuse me for 
taking you by surprise." 

Flora was holding to a chair as if for 
support. She did not sit down. 

"There's no harm done," said Mrs. 
Baron. " I dare say there won't be." 
She seated herself with great firmness of 
purpose, and looked from Mr. Addis to 
Flora and then back to Mr. Addis with
out winking. 

This aloof form of bullying had a happy 
effect upon Mr. Addis. He became om
inously calm. 

"No , no harm at all," he said. "On 
the contrary. I think a little plain talk 
may be the best thing for all of us. 
Maybe I haven't come to the point as I 
should have done, up to now. I think 
I've been a little timid, you know. But 
here's the fact. I think Miss Flora here 
is the finest girl I've ever met. I've got 
great respect for you, too, Mrs. Baron. 
And for your family. But—the plain 
truth is, I want Miss Flora. I don't say 
she's mine for the asking. But I want 
the right and the chance to consult her 
about it. If she tells me she's quite sure 
I won't do, that'll settle it. But you 
seem to have made up your mind before
hand that Flora shall not have a mind 
of her own. One of the reasons why I 
think so highly of her is that she is a good 
daughter. That isn't such a common 
thing, nowadays, Mrs. Baron. She's 
nice and high-minded. She wouldn't 
stoop to any tricks. She's a young lady 
who tells the truth. And that, if you 
will excuse me, is something I like to do 
myself. What I want to point out is 
that I don't believe you've thought what 
it means for you to take advantage of her 
obedience and respect. You don't want 
her to pay a penalty for being a good 
girl. Give her a chance. Give me a 
chance. I don't mind your proving to 
her that I wouldn't make her a good hus
band—if you can. But you can trust to 
her sense and to her honor. Be frank 
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with her. Don't treat her as if she were 
a child. You know, madam, it's her own 
affair more than it is yours, after all. 
Give her and me a chance to talk it over." 

Flora's color came and went during this 
patient, rather labored recital. The ut
terly prosaic course events were taking, 
as a result of her mother's prejudice, im
pressed her strangely. She could have 
laughed—but also she could have wept. 

Mrs. Baron had refused to meet Mr. 
Addis's eyes while he spoke, but now she 
compelled herself to regard him. Her 
eyebrows were at a most formidable ele
vation. " I have tried to impress you 
with the fact, Mr. Addis," she said, 
" tha t I do not consider you a suitable 
person to—to become associated in any 
way with my family." 

Mr. Addis flushed. "The loss would 
be mine, ma'am, if I were not permitted 
to be friendly toward all the members of 
your family, but if you will pardon me, 
I can very easily console myself for the 
loss, if I have Miss Flora." These words 
Mr. Addis spoke with unmistakable em
phasis. 

"Would you mind," said Mrs. Baron, 
speaking very evenly, "would you mind 
not speaking quite so loudly?" 

She succeeded in conveying the idea 
that he had violated all the laws of good 
taste, and that she had borne with him 
like a martyr. 

Mr. Addis looked at her questioningly. 
When he spoke again his voice was low, 
his words were measured. 

" I beg your pardon," he said. " I al
ways tell my young men not to become 
too spirited when they're in earnest. If 
I have offended in that way I ask you to 
excuse me." 

There was a lump in Flora's throat. 
He had accepted a rebuke which seemed 
to her needless, and even cruel, with the 
kind of dignity which her mother should 
have prized above all other qualities. 
And he seemed so splendidly simple and 
earnest and strong. 

She came forward with an obvious ef
fort to speak and move easily. "Mother ," 
she said, " Mr. Addis is only asking to be 
received here as a visitor. He has paid 
us the compliment of wishing to become 
better acquainted with us. Can you 
think of any good reason why he should
n't?—because, really, I can't think of 
any at all." 

"Oh, you can ' t ! " responded her moth
er. "Then I'll make it plain to you. 
For the present I must ask you to go up
stairs and let me have a word with this— 
this gentleman, who appears to have his 
own method of getting into houses where 
he isn't invited." 

Flora was too deeply wounded to re
spond to this. Shame and grief were in 
her glance. "Goodnight ," she said. She 
went out of the room without glancing 
back. But there was something strangely 
eloquent in her exit. She seemed to take 
with her beauty and light, and to leave 
the room a prey to all manner of unloveli-
ness. 

Something in her bearing had dismayed 
Mrs. Baron. Something, too, in the cold, 
steady glance of Mr. Addis dismayed her. 
She turned nervously toward the hall. 
'' Flora !'' she called. " Flora !" And she 
followed her daughter up the broad stair
way. 

They had all forgotten Bonnie May. 
When she had summoned Mrs. Baron, at 
the behest of Flora and Mr. Addis, she 
had returned, quietly and unobserved, 
and had taken her place inconspicuously 
in a far corner of the room. 

Now she came forward, a light of eager
ness in her eyes. 

"Tha t was a great speech you made," 
she said. 

Mr. Addis, gazing toward the empty 
staircase, seemed unaware of her pres
ence. 

" I t was good stuff," she said; and then 
Mr. Addis, like one who returns from a 
strange country, turned to her with an 
almost unseeing glance. 

(To be continued.) 



The QUEST of NARCISSE LABLANCHE 

by George T. Marsh 

I L L U S T R A T I O N S B Y N . C . W Y E T H 

Q U E Y ! Quey!" As 
he spoke, the bow
man of the thirty-
foot freighter bound 
up the A l b a n y to 
For t Ma tagami on 
the English River, 

• —- rose to his fee t , 
shading his eyes with a lean hand. 

Up-stream, the far flash of dripping pad
dles in the July sun already low on Kee-
watin hills, marked an approaching canoe. 
"Wha t is it, Dav id?" called a bearded 
Scotchman from the stern of the big 
birch-bark, which bore on its curved bow 
the letters H. B. C. 

"Four paddle ! 'Jibway !" replied the 
half-breed after an interval, still watching 
intently the regularly repeated dip and 
swing of spruce blades driven by sinewy 
hands in the oncoming craft. 

"Ojibway crew? I t must be a Fort 
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Hope boat, then," said the Scotchman. 
"Swing her inshore. We'll wait for 'em." 

The bowman thrust forward his long 
paddle, and, with a turn, pried the nose of 
the canoe off the current, while five nar
row Cree blades drove the boat sidling to 
the shore. 

Shortly the nearing canoe, swept down
stream by the vicious lunge of its Ojibway 
crew, aided by the swift current, was 
within speaking distance. 

Again the bowman called. 
"Bo'-jo! Bo'- jo ' !" came the answer 

from many throats, and with a few strokes 
the up-river canoe was alongside. 

"Hello, Craig! What brings you to 
Albany in July? We passed your York 
boats yesterday homeward bound," called 
the factor of Fort Matagami. 

"The same reason, Walter Douglas, 
that brought you to the Bay with your 
English River brigade when you belong at 
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home—the longing for the sight of a red 
Scotch beard and the taste of a drop of 
Highland dew." 

While Douglas acquainted the Fort 
Hope factor with the news from the out
side world brought by the spring ship to 
James Bay, the crews, holding the canoes 
against the current with propped setting 
poles, exchanged the gossip of the fur-
posts in a medley of Ojibway, Cree, and 
broken English. But one, a tall French-
Cree, leaning on his pole behind the bow
man of the Matagami boat, took no part 
in the chatter. As he listened, his black 
eyes wandered from one to another of the 
up-river crew. Finally, his gaze focussed 
momentarily on the grizzled sternman 
whose sharp features, and lighter color 
even under the tan, marked a strong 
strain of French blood. Presently the 
low sun warned the Company men of the 
necessity for seeking camp-grounds and 
the canoes parted. 

The Fort Hope boat had left the freight
er slowly bucking the current and was well 
down-stream, when the young breed in the 
Matagami canoe said, in Cree, to the bow
man: 

"The old man in the canoe from Hope 
—he is no Ojibway?" 

" No," replied David, over his shoulder, 
"he is a Frenchman. He comes from 
Quebec." 

"Why does he work at a post in the 
Ojibway country?" 

" I don't know. He came to the Bay 
many snows ago." 

"What is his name?" 
"They call him Black Jack." 
"Black Jack?" Rising to his feet, 

the younger man turned with an oath 
toward the down-river boat. 

"What's the matter with you, Nar
cisse ? Sit down!'' shouted Douglas from 
the stern. 

Oblivious to the command, Narcisse 
Lablanche, his dark features distorted 
with hate, hurled curse after curse at the 
fast-disappearing canoe. 

In wonder at this paroxysm of rage, the 
bowman turned to him: 

" What you do, Narcisse ? De 'mal-de-
tete' get you?" 

A parting grimace of mingled hatred 
and despair twisted the swart features of 
the frenzied youth as he turned from the 
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boat speeding down the Albany trail. 
Then until the freighter swung into the 
shore for the night, the boiling of Albany 
water behind his blade as he followed 
the quick strokes of the bowman, or the 
vicious drive of his pole as he threw his 
weight into it, alone told of the despera
tion and grief that obsessed him. 

As the crew unloaded the long craft 
preparatory to turning it over on the 
shore, the factor spoke to him: 

"Look here, Narcisse, you stick in 
camp to-night and don't go trailin' down
river after that Fort Hope crowd. You 
can't settle any old scores on this trip. If 
you're missing when we break camp to
morrow, there'll be trouble. Under
stand?" 

But the silent Narcisse had no answer 
for his chief. Later, when the men 
sprawled around the fire after supper, the 
tall bowman sought the sullen youth, who 
sat apart, head in hands, gazing moodily 
between narrowed eyelids at the blazing 
birch logs. 

David sat down at his side, produced a 
black plug, cut with his knife a pipeful, 
and handed the plug to Narcisse. La
blanche took the tobacco and filled his 
pipe. Then the older man drew a burn
ing ember from the fire and lighted both 
pipes. For a time they smoked, until the 
older man spat at the fire and broke the 
silence. 

"You never see heem before, dees 
Blackjack?" 

The face of Narcisse remained set, the 
beady eyes intent on the fire. From the 
rigid lips came no answer. 

The two smoked on. Finally, after an 
interval, the younger man took the pipe 
from his mouth, expelled a cloud of smoke, 
and with eyes still on the fire, said slowly: 

" I t ees many long snows." 
Again silence, until the older man ven

tured: 
"You not lak heem?" 
Slowly came the low answer: "He be 

dead man now, eef I know heem to-day." 
"Ah-hah!" the other murmured, ex

haling a mouthful of smoke. Then, In
dian-like, he threw out indirectly: 

"He mak' some bad t'ings wid your 
famile?" 

The stone-hard face of Narcisse La
blanche for the first time relaxed. His 
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mouth shaped a b i t t e r smile as he 
nodded. 

"Oua, he mak' some leetle trouble 
wid my famile. Ah-hah! Some leetle 
t rouble!" he repeated, and the deep-set 
eyes took on a far-away look as though the 
words of David had conjured a vision of 
pain out of the past—a cruel memory. 
Then he drew a sinewy hand across his 
brow as if to blot out the picture. " O u a " 
continued Lablanche," he was so close to
day, I keel heem wid de knife." His lean 
fingers closed convulsively as if upon the 
throat of his enemy. 

He rose, took an ember from the fire, 
and lit the pipe which had gone out. 
Then he resumed his seat beside the silent 
bowman and began, in the Cree tongue 
of their mothers: 

" This I speak, for you were to me a 
father when I came to Fort Matagami. 
Never in the many moons we have jour
neyed by canoe and dog-team have you 
asked me what trouble eats at my heart. 
The sternman from Fort Hope, some 
day, I will kill as the gray wolf kills the 
moose that is weak from age and hunger. 
S o ! " Thrusting out his right hand in a 
quick movement, the speaker opened and 
shut his fingers, following the gesture with 
a turn of the wrist. 

"Many moons have I camped on his 
trail; north up the east shore of the Big 
Water under the white lights where the 
husky sleeps in snow-tepees, and hunts in 
skin canoes the long-toothed fish that 
breathe the air, and the seal, brother to 
the otter, and the great bear with fur 
like the snow. But I never looked on his 
face, for they told him I had come to find 
him. 

"Far into the Ojibway country beyond 
Lac Seul, to the great Lake of the Spirit, I 
wandered to that fort of the Company 
called Norway House, but, fearing me, he 
had gone. 

" Into the south I travelled, even to the 
trail over which the white man drives the 
iron horse fed with fire; but always, he 
had gone. One summer I went on the 
Company boat to Fort Churchill, many 
sleeps over the Big Water toward the set
ting sun, for they told me he had wintered 
there with the French traders. But no 
man knew where he had journeyed. He 
had travelled in a Company canoe to Lac 

Isle-a-la-Cross, and the crew had returned 
without him. 

"Over the north I have followed him 
from the day I was strong enough to voy
age in Company boat or drive the dogs. 
Eight long snows have drifted and van
ished in the sun since I left Albany and 
the good Pere Bisant at the mission, to 
search for this man. And now to-day, I 
found him and knew him not." 

Again the tense features of the speaker 
knotted with pain. The man at his side 
smoked on. In a moment the other con
tinued : 

" H e was a dead man to-day, but he has 
gone." 

Once more David ventured: "He is a 
bad man; he made trouble with your 
famile, m a y b e ? " 

Slowly came the answer: " H e killed 
my mother." 

"Ah-hah!" 
" H e killed my mother, and I will find 

and kill him if his trail reaches into the 
sunset even to the great Barren Grounds." 

For some time the two men sat watch
ing the fire. Then Narcisse spoke: 

" I will tell you a story. 
" Many snows ago a Frenchman came 

to Fort Albany. His dogs were better 
than any the Crees had. He had credit, 
too, with the Company, and was a good 
hunter and canoe-man, so the factor said 
who had known him in Quebec. He came 
from the Timiskiming country with a fine 
outfit—canoe, tent, traps, everything. 
Tha t summer, at the mission, he married 
my mother, a young girl." 

The speaker paused as if to control the 
emotion that memory roused in him, then 
continued: 

" I t was the winter of the rabbit-plague. 
We were camped far on the headwaters of 
the Drowning River. There were three 
of us. I had seen four summers, but 
there was no other child. The snow came 
early and was the longest in many years. 
Toward spring, the salt goose and dried 
fish were gone, and the moose and caribou 
had left the country. I t was hard to 
travel, for the snow kept filling up the 
trails after they were hardened. Never 
had there been so much snow. Although 
my mother set her rabbit-snares for many 
miles around our camp, because of the 
plague she caught few; and the par-
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tridge and ptarmigan were starving and 
scarce." 

Lablanche was silent for a space, then 
began again. 

" I t was the moon of the breaking of the 
snowshoes. The ice still held in the river, 
but the trails were too soft for travel with 
the sled, and besides we had eaten our 
dogs. We caught few fish in the net under 
the ice or with bait, and were slowly starv
ing. Unless my father found moose or 
caribou soon, the river would open too 
late for us to reach Henley House. 

" I was very young, but I remember, 
now, the look in my mother's eyes when 
she put me in the blankets at night. 
Tha t I might eat she starved. The rab
bits she snared she often hid from him, 
that I might have enough, for my father 
needed much food to give him strength to 
hunt. Often, when he found me eating, 
they quarrelled. But she loved her son 
and was not afraid. 

" A t last, one night, when he returned 
with no game, they talked long in the 
tepee by the fire. Before daylight, my 
father left to hunt for caribou, as he had 
to travel far before the sun softened the 
snow. Days we waited, my mother and 
I, living on a rabbit and a few fish." 

Lablanche sat long, with his head in his 
hands. Then he finished his story. 

" She never saw him again. His heart 
was rotten, like the spring ice in the lakes. 
After many sleeps, he crawled, half dead, 
into Henley House and fattened there, 
while his wife and child starved far on the 
Drowning River. She took food from her
self that I might live. When the ice went 
out, she caught a few fish, and a rabbit 
now and then, but there came a sun when 
she was too weak to go to the snares. One 
night she took me in her arms and lay 
down in our blankets. In the morning 
when I cried to her, she heard me not. I 
touched her face. I t was cold. 

" She would starve no more that her son 
might live. She had gone to the Happy 
Valley where there are no long snows and 
men with the hearts of wolverines, to wait 
for me. Later some Crees found our te
pee and brought me to Henley House." 

The speaker stopped, then, turning to 
the man at his side, said: 

" H e left us that he might fill his belly. 
We could not all reach the post, until the 

river opened, so he went away alone. 
Some day I will have his throat here in 
my two hands, so, and as he begs for life 
and chokes, I will say: 'This is for the 
little starved mother and the child you 
deserted on the Drowning River. This 
child you gave life, now gives you death 
for the woman you forgot. '" 

"You do well to keel heem. He ees a 
ver' bad man," David said. 

One afternoon, weeks later, a birch-
bark was slowly poled up the rapids below 
Martin's Falls on the middle Albany. The 
lean face of the half-breed voyageur 
lighted with a smile as he turned a bend 
and recognized the buildings of the lone
liest fur-post in Ontario, huddled on 
the high shore above the white water. 
Swiftly his long pole drove the light craft 
against the current, the practise of years 
making easy what would have been an 
impossible feat for one less skilled. 
Greeted at the shore by a pack of half-
wild huskies which he kicked out of his 
way, he climbed the path leading to the 
stockade and trade-house. 

"Quey! Quey!" grunted the half-
breed factor, surprised at the appearance 
of a single Company Indian at this season 
on the middle Albany. 

" D e old man from Fort Hope, he has 
passed on his r e tu rn?" was the eager 
question. 

"No , he's down-river still. What you 
doin' up here ? I t 'o ' t you were a Mata-
gami man." 

" I carry letter for old man at Fort 
Hope. When I reach de Albanee, I tink 
he gone by, and I come up six sleeps." 

" Six sleeps ? By Gar! you travel fast." 
By sunrise on the following morning 

many a mile of racing river separated 
the canoe of Narcisse from the post at 
Martin's Falls. Three days he travelled 
before sighting his quest far below the 
mouth of the English. Then one late 
afternoon, beneath a flock of gray geese 
swinging down-stream into the far dis
tance, he saw the flash of paddles. 

" Ah-hah!" he muttered. " At last he 
comes to me. One sleep will see de end of 
dees 'malade' in de heart of Narcisse La
blanche." He turned his canoe to the 
shore and hid it in the thick brush. Then 
he waited. 
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I t was after sundown when the Fort 
Hope boat came abreast of the watcher in 
the willows. As they followed the west 
shore of the wide river, seeking a camp
ground, the faces of the crew were indis
tinguishable, but there in the stern stood 
the man whom for eight years he had 
hunted through the wide north. The eyes 
of the half-breed glittered as he watched 
them poling slowly against the current. 
His heart tortured him with its pounding. 

Not a hundred yards above him they 
landed on the opposite shore and made 
camp. Where the watcher lay, the 
laughter of the crew, as they busied them
selves with their cooking and pitched the 
leaking seams of the birch-bark, drifted 
across on the twilight air. When the dusk 
fell, the light of their fire against the back
ground of spruce marked his goal to the 
one who had waited years for this mo
ment. 

Stars pierced the purple sky as night 
closed in on the restless river. Pipes 
were smoked and the light from the fire 
went low. Dark shapes passed to and 
fro, and finally he knew that they were 
rolled in their blankets. 

For two hours he waited that they 
might lie deep in sleep when he crossed. 
Then, putting his canoe into the water, he 
paddled swiftly down-stream to the oppo
site shore. The river ran too strong for 
paddling against the current and he dared 
not pole, so he waded silently, drawing the 
canoe behind him. A hundred yards be
low the camp he left the boat on the 
beach and crept toward the sleepers. The 
fire was almost dead, but the waning light 
from the red embers threw into relief the 
white mosquito tent of the factor. Wait
ing a moment with ear strained for the 
breathing of the crew, he rose to his knees 
behind some low willows and looked. 
There, rolled in their blankets near the 
fire, they lay. But the man he sought— 
which was he? 

Narcisse stood upright to obtain a bet
ter view, when a snore and a groan from 
a sleeper dropped him flat on his chest. 
The "Hoo-hoo, hoo-hoo" of a gray owl 
held him there, scarcely breathing. A 
wood-mouse skimmed over the leaves. 
Then, like a blanket, silence fell again. 

After years of fruitless search this man 
whom he hunted should not escape him 

through too much haste. The night was 
young; so he lay, shaken by his laboring 
heart as a boat by its engine. 

Later he stole into the friendly depth of 
some young balsam that he might study 
the sleeping shapes. But not a face was 
exposed. Indian-fashion, and to escape 
the flies, they slept with blankets over 
their heads. There lay four men—three 
Ojibways and a Frenchman. Which was 
his man? 

Learning nothing where he was, he 
began to crawl on his stomach nearer. He 
had his knife in his teeth now, for it was 
swift work and a quick flight that lay be
fore him. No slow strangling while the 
terror in his victim's eyes faded into the 
glassy stare of death. No one should 
know; David would keep his secret safe at 
Matagami. A deep thrust home, and day
light would overtake him a day's journey 
down the river. 

He raised his head to look at the two 
men who lay near him, side by side. Their 
moccasins were Ojibway. A Frenchman 
in summer would sleep in his socks. 
Again he circled back, and approached 
from the rear the remaining two sleepers. 
An Ojibway moccasin, poked out of a 
blanket, covered the foot of one. Besides, 
this was a large man, too large to be the 
one he sought. 

As he lay within striking distance of the 
other a wave of exultation swept him. 
Trembling with the joy of the moment, 
Narcisse Lablanche forgot his danger and 
the long trail he had taken to reach this 
man. Memory gripped like fingers of 
steel at his throat. He saw a hollow-
cheeked little mother in a tepee, on the 
Drowning River, feeding her son while she 
starved. His face set hard. His teeth 
bit at the blade of his knife. Closer he 
wormed his way to the sleeping form. He 
was within arm's length of his goal when 
the sleeper moved, groaning in his dreams. 
In a flash Lablanche had his knife at the 
muffled throat. Again the sleeper groaned, 
mumbling in Ojibway. 

The pounding heart of Narcisse, 
checked, turned to ice. He became des
perate. Could he have made a mistake? 
He must see the sleeper's face at the haz
ard of waking him and the whole camp. 

The regular snoring was resumed. Nar
cisse took a position at full length by the 
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side of his victim. If any of them waked 
but partially and saw him, he would be 
mistaken for one of the crew. A stock
inged foot showed beneath the blanket. 
The rest wore Ojibway moccasins. It was 
he whom he sought. 

Slowly, with great care, he began cut
ting a slit in the soft Company blanket 
which, tucked under, covered the back of 
the sleeper's head. If the hair was griz
zled, it was his man, and he would drive 
the knife deep in under the left shoulder-
blade, and make for the canoe. 

He had cut the two sides of a flap that 
would expose the hair, when the sleeper 
moaned and changed his position. Bury
ing his face in his arm, Narcisse snored 
loudly, watching from the corner of his 
eye. With a grunt the man sank again 
in slumber. For a long while the hunter 
lay motionless, then he carefully turned 
back the flap he had cut in the blanket. 

Pain stabbed his heart as his knife 
would have pierced that of his victim. 
The hair beneath was black as a crow's 
wing. 

Dazed, and in his disappointment reck
less now of the danger of being caught, he 
rose and carefully examined the three men 
he had passed by. They were all Ojib
ways. 

Despair crushed him. The one he 
sought had escaped. Raising his hands 
to the stars, he shook his clenched fists at 
the Fate that so ironically thwarted him, 
and stole back to his canoe. 

Four days later, at Albany, Pere Bisant 
walked before his mission on the river 
shore, with a kindly arm across the shoul
ders of a tall half-breed. 

"Yes, he came with the Fort Hope 
boat, but went to Moose in a Company 
canoe, and is, no doubt, headed for Ti-
miskiming and the settlements." 

"He knew that I would not let him live 
at Fort Hope till the long snow," said the 
voyageur bitterly. " I have lost him 
again." 

"My son, when will you put this re
venge from your heart, this fire that con
sumes you? Have I not told you these 
many years that the Great Father will not 
forgive one who slays him who has given 
him life?" 

"Yes, father, but the hunger and the 

thirst and the pain will not die. It is 
always here." The speaker struck his 
chest with clenched fist. "Always the 
face of that little starving mother is in my 
thoughts. Always those eyes, so sad, so 
big, look at me. I will hunt him till I can 
run no longer with the dogs or journey in 
the Company boats. I will follow his trail 
while this arm can strike with the knife, 
or these fingers sink into his throat." 

" My son, from the time I taught you as 
a child in the mission school, I have loved 
you, and it grieves me that this demon 
still rages in your heart. I would that the 
man would die and give you peace." 

Six years later Narcisse Lablanche, 
head voyageur at Fort Matagami, drove 
the Fort Albany winter packet around to 
the trade-house to get the mail-bag and 
his provisions for the trip. Douglas, the 
factor, was finishing a letter to the com
missioner at Winnipeg as the courier en
tered the store. 

"Narcisse, David's rheumatism is too 
bad for the Albany trail; you'll have to 
take the dogs through alone. I don't 
think the old man will be good for many 
hard winter trails again," said the factor, 
closing the mail-bag and handing it to 
Narcisse. 

" I t looks like dirty weather. You'd 
better take two weeks' rations. You'll 
likely run into a northwester." 

Narcisse lashed the provision-bags, 
tent, and blankets on the light sled, with 
whitefish for the dogs, and, shaking 
hands with the factor, shouted a "Bo'-
jo ' !" to the post people. Cracking his 
long dog-whip, he turned the team down 
into the river trail and was off on a swing
ing trot. 

Except for the position of honor that he 
now held in the service of the Hudson's 
Bay Company, as head Company man 
at Fort Matagami, time had made little 
change. The best bowman on the Eng
lish and lower Albany River, and a hard
ened dog-runner, he had long been indis
pensable to the great Company. Having 
no family of his own, he sat, when at the 
post, in the cabin of old David, while the 
children of David's children crawled over 
him, and he shared David's tepee when 
they trapped together during the months 
the Company's service did not require 
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them. Long since he had put from his 
heart the hope of finding the man who had 
deserted his wife and child, for the news 
had come to Albany years before that the 
Frenchman, "Black Jack" Lablanche, 
had been drowned in the Montreal River 
near Lake Timiskiming, far to the south
east toward the settlements. 

Cracking his whip at the lead-dog's 
ears, he swung down the hard sled-trail of 
the English River, with pleasant anticipa
tion of a few days at Albany with his old 
friend, Pere Bisant, of the Oblat Mission. 

Behind him fled the white miles, for his 
dogs were fast. At times, where the wind 
had beaten the snow from the ice, he rode 
on the sled, urging on the too willing hus
kies, who were as keen for the trail as a 
thoroughbred for the thrill of the race. 

On the third day out of Matagami the 
Albany packet ran into the blizzard. 
Through the afternoon, before the snow 
had made deep enough for the drive and 
swirl of the northwester to block the trail 
with drifts, Narcisse forced the dogs, head 
on, into it. Then, when the fierce cold 
froze the powdery flakes into a needle-
pointed scourge which beat blood from the 
faces of man and dogs, and the team, re
fusing to face the torture longer, swung 
round in their traces with thick-coated 
backs to the torment, Narcisse gave up 
and made camp in the spruce timber of 
the shore where he waited for the wither
ing wind to spend its fury. 

One afternoon, days later, the Albany 
mail was jingling again into the north, 
now floundering through white ridges, 
shoulder-high, now racing over the icy 
shell of the river, swept naked of snow 
by the unleashed wind. For sometime 
the dogs had been slowly making their 
way behind their master who broke trail 
through a long stretch of new snow. Sud
denly the lead-dog threw up his muzzle 
and sniffed, then yelped. This action was 
followed by the dogs behind. 

Narcisse turned, looking in the direc
tion of their pointed noses. No tepee 
smoke of storm-bound traveller rose above 
the silent spruce forest. The dogs had 
caught the scent of some animal on the 
near shore, and were excited. There 
might be moose or caribou in there stalled 
by the blizzard. The thought of fresh 
meat spurred him. 

Unlashing his rifle in its skin case from 
the sled, he drove the team to the shore 
and, much against their protest, tied them 
with their traces to trees. In the deep, 
soft snow they would only hinder his 
hunting. Then he circled far back up
wind, hoping to strike a fresh trail. But 
the snow lay unmarked as the storm had 
left it, except by the tracks of furred 
creatures, who, on the previous night, had 
sought to break a three days' fast. 

Narcisse had reached the river shore 
again, above his team, and was approach
ing, when their excited yelping broke out 
anew. He hurried to them and loosed 
their traces. On being freed the lead-
dog at once ran down the shore a few 
hundred yards, followed by his mates, and 
disappeared in the spruce, where the yelp
ing began again. 

The curiosity of Narcisse was aroused. 
They had found something in that silent 
forest that had escaped him. Following 
their trail into the thick timber, he discov
ered them scratching at a tepee half buried 
in the snow. Out of a drift near the tent 
stuck the end of a sled and the webbed 
toe of a snow-shoe. All other signs of hu
man habitation were obliterated by the 
snow. 

With the shoe Narcisse hurriedly shov
elled down to the tent-opening, knowing 
too well what horror might lie within. 
Tearing open the frozen caribou-skin flap, 
he peered inside. There, muffled in blan
kets, lay a body beside the dead embers of 
a fire. Scattered about with cooking-uten
sils were fragments of bones, which had 
been broken and boiled for their marrow. 
It was a starvation camp on which he had 
stumbled, and not the first. 

Crawling into the tepee, Narcisse 
turned back the blankets from the hud
dled body. A mat of long gray hair and 
beard obscured the sunken features of an 
old half-breed. Hurriedly he examined 
the body for signs of life. Detecting a 
faint flutter of the heart, the Company 
man vigorously set to work in a struggle 
with the white death for the life of the 
man he had found. 

Bringing up his sled, he soon had a fire 
going under kettles of tea and pemican. 
Then he started in to rub the circulation 
back into the shrivelled limbs of the old 
breed. Soon he could distinguish the 
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faint beating of the heart, and redoubled 
his efforts. For an hour Narcisse bat
tled for the life that he barely held from 
snuffing out by a hair. At length the 
quivering of sunken eyelids told him he 
would win. When he was able to get the 
half-conscious man to swallow some hot 
tea, the fight was over. 

Late that night the stricken one opened 
his eyes and muttered a few words in 
Cree, then sank into a peaceful sleep. 
With the aid of the life-giving tea and 
steaming soup, Narcisse had conquered 
starvation and the white death. 

For days the packet camped in the 
spruce, while the starved man was gain
ing sufficient strength to ride on the sled 
to Albany. Anxious as he was to reach 
the fort and his friends there, Lablanche 
patiently nursed the old man without re
gret at the delay, for of the unwritten 
laws of the north none is more rigidly ob
served than that commanding the succor 
of those worsted by the relentless hand 
of nature. From Labrador to Bering 
Sea, while there is game for the kettle 
or bannocks for the pan, to ask is to be 
fed. 

Gradually the old Indian regained his 
strength and began to talk. He said he 
had been trapping alone on the head
waters of a small river. Some time back 
the scarcity of game had wiped out his 
provisions to such an extent that he had 
started for Albany. On the way down
stream to the Albany River he had fall
en and hurt his leg. This had prevented 
him from travelling, and he had been 
forced to eat his dogs. The last dog went 
before the blizzard. He was a French-
Cree with relations who traded at Albany, 
but no living family. Starvation had 
completed what the strain of winter trail 
and summer portage had left of life and 
strength in his aged frame. 

At length the old man was strong 
enough to ride on the sled, on which Nar
cisse had fashioned a cariole body of 
wooden strips lashed with caribou hide, 
taken from the sled of the Indian. 

So one January afternoon, at dusk, the 
Matagami winter mail jingled up to the 
trade-house at Fort Albany with its hu
man freight. Narcisse drove his team at 
once to the Oblat Mission below the post 

to turn over the invalid to his friend, Pere 
Bisant. 

At the door of the mission stood the 
bearded priest awaiting them. 

" My son, it gladdens my heart to see 
you," cried the father in Cree, gripping 
Narcisse's hand. "We feared for you 
when the northwester struck in. A dog-
team was to go up-river to look for you in 
a day or two. But what have you here ?'' 
the priest asked, peering into the dusk at 
the blanketed form on the sled. 

"Old Indian, starved out, father," re
plied the courier. "He was too weak to 
travel." Then under his breath: "He is 
a very old man, and I think will take the 
long trail soon." 

"Take him into the hospital, my son; 
we have two there who were brought in 
yesterday." 

Narcisse unlashed his passenger and 
carried him into the log hospital of the 
Oblat Mission, where two lay brothers 
took the old man and placed him in a 
bunk by the roaring stove. 

Then the voice of Pere Bisant called 
Lablanche to the priest's private room. 

" Come to me, my son, that I may look 
at your face in the light. It is indeed 
good to see you again, straight and strong 
as ever. It is many moons since you 
were at Albany." He spoke in Cree. 

"Yes, father, and your face shows 
much worry for your children, while the 
snow falls thick upon your brow." 

"My cares are many. The winter has 
been lean for my people, and word has 
come that already there are many starva
tion camps on the Elkwan. But, come, 
let us look to your man; what is his 
name?" 

"He told me his French name was Joe 
Brazeau," said Narcisse, following Pere 
Bisant into the bunk-room. 

The old man lay asleep where the light 
from a large lantern fell full on his face. 
Seating himself on the cot, the priest 
pushed back the tangled gray hair from 
the emaciated features. He looked long 
at the famine-pinched face. Presently 
he turned as if to speak to Lablanche, who 
stood with back toward him warming his 
hands at the stove. For a moment Pere 
Bisant sat deep in thought, then he hur
riedly exposed the neck of the sleeping 
man. A long scar crossed the left collar-
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bone. Again the priest carefully exam
ined the face before him. 

"Come!" he commanded, rising and 
moving to the door, his dark eyes strangely 
bright. When they were alone in the 
priest's room, Pere Bisant took the as
tonished Lablanche into his arms. "My 
son," he cried, " at last my prayers are an
swered. You have put the demon from 
your heart." 

The half-breed held the priest at arm's 
length. 

"What words do you spik, father?" 
" Mock me not, my son. I have loved 

you since I taught you as a child here at 
Albany. And when you went into the 
north, seeking one you would destroy, it 
grieved me much. But now——" 

"By Gar! What you say?" The 
perplexed Narcisse trembled with a great 
fear that suddenly swept him. 

It was the priest's turn to be amazed. 
"Do you not know?" he asked. 

"Oh, no! No!" groaned the one to 
whom the light was coming as a knife 
comes to the breast. "Dat ole man in 
dere, et ees not he. He were drown' long 
ago, long ago. No! No! Eet ees not 
he!" 

Narcisse buried his face on the priest's 
shoulder. 

A great disappointment made heavy 
the heart of Pere Bisant as he sighed: 
"And you did not know, my son, who 
this man was?" 

" I nevaire see heem but one tarn in all 
dese year I hunt for heem." 

As he finished, Narcisse strode to the 
room where the man he had saved slept. 
Fearing his intentions, the priest followed. 
With face picturing the hate that was 
in his breast, the half-breed stood with 
clenched hands menacing the man who 
had left his wife and child to a wilderness 

death that he might live. Then the priest 
led him away. 

Late that night they sat and talked— 
the priest and the victim of fate's irony. 
The good medicine of this kindly physi
cian of souls was working its cure at last. 
The wound in the heart of the sufferer, 
open and raw for years, had begun to 
heal. 

As they parted the priest said: "Re
member, my son, she once loved you both. 
She would have it as it is. From the 
Happy Valley where she looks out to
night, she sees you together here, and is 
glad. Yes, she would have it so." 

Long alone sat Narcisse after his friend 
left him. Many and far trails he trav
elled in memory; from a lone tepee on the 
Drowning River, north up the east coast, 
where the white lights veil the stars; 
south to the iron rails; west where the 
sun sets in the great barrens. Over these 
his fancy hurried him by phantom dog-
team and canoe, always seeking one who 
eluded him. Again he lived through the 
torture of those goalless years as he pur
sued his quest. Twice in the night, when 
the old hate momentarily mastered the 
growing peace in his heart, he went to the 
bedside of the man he had sworn to kill. 
Twice the last words of the Oblat father 
sent him back to his vigil in the other 
room. 

At last the vision of one in the Happy 
Valley conquered the bitterness. Rising, 
he went to the sleeping man. Stretching 
forth his arms, with eyes that beheld a 
mother and child in snow-enveloped tepee 
on a desolate river shore, deserted, he 
groaned: 

" Maybe de good pere spiks true. She 
would have eet so." 
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WHEN the story of the Euro
pean war comes to be writ
ten by an impartial histo
rian, its ultimate causes 
will be found far back of 
the murder of the Arch

duke Ferdinand in Bosnia, the alleged 
mobilization of the armies of Russia, or 
the invasion of Belgium. They will not 
be found in the White Books, the Blue 
Books, or the Orange Books. They will 
not be found in the utterances of foreign 
offices or the accidents that precipitated 
the cataclysm in the summer of 1914. 
Just as the mines which exploded the Civil 
War were planted by the Missouri Com
promise 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 be
gan with the occupation of Egypt by Eng
land in 1882. And one of the hidden, un
official explosives is the struggle for the 
Mediterranean, a struggle whose record is 
only to be found in the diplomatic corre
spondences and conventions of the last 
twenty years and the national hopes and 
fears that the struggle involved. 

Access to, free passage through, or con
trol of the Mediterranean is the perma
nent objective behind the foreign pol
icy of all the greater European powers. 
It is an objective by its very nature so 
diffused and covering such a wide geo
graphical area that it cannot be expressed 
in state papers, even had the nations in 
conflict dared to declare their ultimate 
policies. It is an objective, however, that 
lies at the very industrial and commercial 
life of Great Britain and Russia, that is 
bound up with all of the ambitions of 
Germany, and that underlies the indus
trial and financial aspirations of Italy 
and the Balkan states. For the Mediter
ranean is the greatest trade route in the 
world. It is the gateway from the Oc
cident to the Orient. Through it a large 
part of the maritime commerce of Eng
land and Germany passes. In the Orient 
are hundreds of millions of non-industrial 

people, offering an almost limitless mar
ket for the output of the mills and facto
ries of Manchester, Liverpool, Leeds, and 
Lancashire in England, and of Essen, 
Barmen, Elberfeld, Diisseldorf, and the 
lower Rhine regions of Germany. For 
centuries Russia has looked with un
satisfied eyes toward the Bosporus as 
an outlet from the Black Sea, through 
which her wheat would find a market 
—a market necessary for the payment 
in gold of the interest upon her public 
debt to France. The Balkan states were 
moved by the same urge to gain access 
to some port upon the Mediterranean; 
otherwise their exports and imports must 
pass through hostile territory. Austria, 
like Russia, desired free access to the 
Mediterranean, unchecked by Italy. The 
new industrial forces which have revo
lutionized Europe during the past fifty 
years were all crowding against the bar
riers which, in one way or another, shut 
them out from free contact with the out
side world. 

At the outbreak of the present war 
England was mistress of the Mediter
ranean, which is in fact a British sea. 
Its western and eastern entrances are 
controlled by Gibraltar and the Suez 
Canal. The Straits of Gibraltar are 
narrow. The British fortress is impreg
nable. I t commands the narrow passage
way as do the guns which guard the en
trance to a harbor. The shipping of all 
other nations is under this menace, a 
menace recently brought into action to 
compel Greece to permit the landing of 
the Allies at Salonika. At the opposite 
end of the Mediterranean Great Britain 
controls Egypt and the Suez Canal. She 
secured possession of the canal by the 
secret purchase of a controlling interest in 
the stock by Disraeli in 1875. The pur
chase was made through the house of 
Rothschild. It has proven a brilliant fi
nancial investment, for the shares now 
yield 25 per cent dividends annually. 
Since that time British capital has flowed 
into Egypt in immense sums. The pro-
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tection of these investments and the pre
vention of internal disorder was respon
sible for the bombardment of Alexandria 
and the occupation of Egypt in 1882. 
This was the beginning of British im
perialism, an imperialism that resulted in 
the friction with France which continued 
until 1903. It was in part responsible 
for the loss of British influence in Turkey 
and the subsequent alliance of Germany 
with Turkey. It marks the beginning of 
the struggle for colonial possessions on the 
part of all the greater powers and the 
identification of their governments with 
the bankers and concession-seekers that 
has since brought a great part of the 
uncivilized world under the dominion of 
Great Britain, France, and Germany. 

The Mediterranean "has since been the 
storm centre of Europe. The colonial 
policies of England, France, Germany, 
Italy, and Russia have, in the main, re
volved about the control of the lands bor
dering upon it. Crowded out of Egypt 
by Great Britain, France turned to north
west Africa. She had possessed Algeria 
since 1830. Following the Franco-Prus
sian War France was encouraged to ex
pand her possessions into Tunis as a 
means of satisfying the desire for revenge 
for the loss of Alsace-Lorraine. France 
recovered from her losses quickly. She 
expanded eastward from Algeria into 
Tunis, over which she soon acquired a 
protectorate. To the west, in Morocco, 
her task was more difficult. Morocco 
covered an immense stretch of territory 
bordering upon the Mediterranean and 
Atlantic Ocean. Here Great Britain, 
Germany, and Spain claimed interests, 
all more or less fictitious but all loaded 
with potential controversies. The in
terest of England was political. Her 
chief concern was that the shores of Mo
rocco should not fall into the hands of 
a hostile power that would menace Gi
braltar and her exclusive control of the 
western entrance to the Mediterranean. 
The claims of Germany were based upon 
concessions from the Sultan, while those 
of France were those of the nearest colo
nial power fearing a dangerous neighbor. 
Germany also possessed mining conces
sions granted to the Krupps and Mannes-
manns. She had banking, dock, and other 
concessions granted by the Sultan. She 

was assured of an open door for her trade 
and commerce by the Sultan. 

These were the explosives nearly ig
nited into war in 1911 by the landing of 
French troops in Morocco, the bombard
ment of Casablanca, and the penetration 
of French troops into the Moroccan cap
ital. Germany sent the Panther to Agadir 
to present her claims and as a protest 
against the destruction of the autonomy 
of Morocco, which had been guaranteed 
by the Algeciras Act of 1906, an act which 
insured the open door to all of the powers 
and guaranteed all of the rights and finan
cial concessions previously granted by the 
Sultan. Great Britain backed France in 
her claims. Lloyd George in his famous 
Mansion House speech announced that 
Great Britain would support the French 
people in the control of Morocco, a con
trol which was inspired by the French 
bankers who had invested millions of 
dollars in the country and who desired 
greater protection for their concessions 
than the Sultan was able to give. 

In this controversy Germany was fur
ther actuated by a desire to preserve her 
standing with the Sublime Porte at Con
stantinople, whose protector in Europe 
Germany had undertaken to become. 

Only a miracle saved Europe from war 
as a result of the Morocco incident. But 
the seeds of hatred between Germany and 
England were laid, and in the minds of 
many the Morocco imbroglio was the pre
lude to the present war. 

Germany increased her naval arma
ment; her imperialists insisted that the 
dignity of the empire required a navy 
able to enforce a recognition of German 
claims in the subsequent partition of the 
world. From 1911 dates the tension, the 
aggravated suspicions, and the irritation 
of peoples among the warring nations of 
Europe. 

As a result of the Morocco settlement, 
France, a nation friendly to Great Britain, 
gained control of all the lands bordering 
upon the Atlantic and the Mediterranean, 
to the east of Egypt and Tripoli. Eng
land's trade route to the Orient was made 
further secure, while France obtained 
possession of a country rather rich in 
minerals but with small purchasing power 
for goods and commodities. 

Balked in the west, German activity 
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turned even more feverishly to the Near 
East—to Turkey and Asia Minor. As 
early as 1889 the Deutsche Bank had ob
tained concessions for certain railroad-
building in Turkey. In that year the 
Kaiser made a trip to Constantinople to 
bring about a commercial and financial 
rapprochement between Germany and 
Turkey. Ten years later the Kaiser made 
a second visit as a means of converting 
the commercial relationship into a politi
cal one. As a result of these visits Ger
many became the protector of Turkey 
in Europe—a protectorate in which the 
Deutsche Bank was the pioneer, and 
through whose activities the political 
penetration of Germany was promoted. 
And one of the terms of the German-
Turkish understanding was a concession 
for the building of the Bagdad Railway, 
which began at the Bosporus and ex
tended through to the Persian Gulf at 
Koweit. About this stretch of steel, 
which crossed Asia Minor and continued 
through the Mesopotamian Valley and 
down through Bagdad to the sea, the 
new imperialism of Germany was de
veloped. It was partly financial, partly 
commercial, and largely political. As 
viewed by German statesmen, it was a 
transcontinental railway beginning at 
Hamburg and continuing through Berlin, 
Vienna, Nish, and Constantinople, and 
then on to the Far East, over which Ger
man goods and German merchandise 
would find an unmolested route to the 
Orient. By means of this all-rail route 
Germany would free herself from the 
British control of the Mediterranean; 
she would avoid Gibraltar and the Suez 
Canal. She would be able to place her 
surplus products in the markets of the 
Orient far more expeditiously than would 
Great Britain, compelled to follow an all-
sea route. 

This was the German Drang nach Osten, 
a drive which ignored all of the costly 
Gibraltars which Great Britain had erect
ed during a century, to insure her control 
of the trade routes to the Orient. And 
this was the desire of the German trading 
classes; of that great group of industrials 
located about the lower Rhine, whose 
achievements have placed the German 
merchant marine and "Made in Ger
many" in every market in the world. 

But this drive to the East was also a 
drive of imperial proportions. It opened 
up a new empire, comparable to that of 
ancient Rome in the time of Trajan. It 
was an empire of easy defense. It was 
an empire that satisfied the historical 
mind of Germany. It appealed to the 
sentiments of the historian and the mili
tarist. And, quite as important, it was an 
empire that threatened to split the Brit
ish Empire in twain. For the Bagdad 
Railway concessions included branches 
from the main line to Smyrna on the 
AEgean Sea. There were other branches 
from Adana, which menaced Cyprus. 
There was a line from Aleppo, through 
Damascus, down through Palestine to 
the Gulf of Arabia, which threatened the 
Suez Canal and British control of Egypt. 
Beyond lay India, Australia, and the 
British Chinese ports. 

Endless obstacles were placed in the 
way of the building of the Bagdad Rail
way by England, France, and Russia. 
Great Britain and France insisted that the 
railway should be under the joint control 
of all of the European powers; they in
sisted on this as a condition to aiding in 
its financing. For Germany was unable 
to finance the road herself, despite the 
colossal profits which it promised. She 
desired that its shares should be listed 
on the Bourse and invited French, Eng
lish, and Russian participation into the 
control, but with Germany always as the 
predominant partner. But this did not 
satisfy the other powers, and France and 
England endeavored to create a vacuum 
of capital around the project. They en
deavored to thwart its building by these 
means. The negotiations and diplomatic 
intrigues covered a period of ten years. 
But despite the obstacles the building 
of the railroad progressed; the menace 
loomed larger and larger in British eyes. 
Finally Great Britain demanded that the 
last stretch of the Bagdad Railway reach
ing to the Persian Gulf should be inter
nationalized or placed under her exclusive 
control. This Germany refused to con
cede, for the outlet on the Persian Gulf 
was of the very life of the railroad itself. 
Then England took matters into her own 
hands. She abandoned diplomacy and 
by some means or other induced the 
sheik whose possessions bordered upon 
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the Persian Gulf to disavow allegiance to 
Turkey and accept a protectorate from 
Great Britain. One morning European 
foreign offices were electrified by the news 
that a British gunboat had entered the 
harbor of Koweit and that the British 
flag was flying over this port. Great 
Britain had again balked Germany in her 
ambitions about the Mediterranean: she 
had balked the dream of years of a drive 
to the East and a free, unimpeded high
way from the North Sea to the Indian 
Ocean. Possibly even more important— 
the plans for a great German hinterland 
in the form of a semicolonial dependency 
running from the Balkans to Persia and 
Arabia, equal in its possibilities to the 
richest of Great Britain's colonial depend
encies, were menaced by the control of 
its eastern terminus by the power which 
had become Germany's implacable in
dustrial foe. 

Coincident with the negotiations over 
Morocco and the diplomatic negotiations 
and financial strategy for the blocking 
of the Bagdad Railway, Great Britain 
erected further safeguards to her control 
of the Near and Far East by the partition 
of Persia through conventions with Rus
sia. This process covered a period of five 
years, from 1907 to 1912; it involved the 
segregation of Russian influence in north
ern Persia and of British influence in 
southern Persia. In this process Persia, 
like Morocco, lost her independence. The 
dismemberment of Persia diverted Rus
sian ambitions from the Persian Gulf; 
it gave England an additional bulwark 
against Russian and German advance to 
the East and protected her control of the 
Persian Gulf. It also opened up valua
ble opportunities for new railroads to be 
built by British capital as well as oppor
tunities for other financial concessions. 

The recent shifting of the seat of war 
from the French and Russian frontiers 
to the Balkans and Turkey is a shifting 
from assumed centres of conflict to the 
actual centre of conflict, a conflict which, 
under diplomatic conversations and con
ventions, has been going on for the great
er part of twenty years. And this is a 
struggle almost as old as the world. I t 
is a struggle for the historical centre of 
civilization. To Great Britain it involves 
not only Egypt and the Suez Canal, it 

involves the life-cord that unites the em
pire. It involves the free passage of her 
ships of war, of her merchant marine, of 
raw materials and food supplies. Were 
this life-cord severed, the eastern colonies 
and dependencies would be open to at
tack or severance from the mother coun
try. But the struggle has even wider 
significance than this. The financial 
fabric of Great Britain is erected upon 
the control of the seas. This is endan
gered, as is her great merchant marine 
and the clearing of the trade of the world 
through her ports of London, Liverpool, 
Bristol, and Glasgow. Great Britain is 
the world's market-place; her shipping 
is the distribution agency; her banking 
institutions support these industries as 
well as supply the credit for the develop
ment of the empire. And over $20,000,-
000,000 has been invested by Great Brit
ain in different parts of the world. From 
this source she derives one-fourth of her 
annual income. Into these colonies and 
dependencies she pours $1,000,000,000 a 
year in new investments. And the break
ing of her control of the Mediterranean 
through the building of the Bagdad Rail
way threatens the financial and commer
cial structure which Great Britain has 
erected during the past hundred years. 
I t threatens her maritime and trading 
supremacy. For the maintenance of this 
supremacy every diplomatic move of a 
generation has been directed, as has the 
expenditure of untold wealth. For the 
British navy on its present basis came 
into being with the conquest of Egypt, 
the control of the Suez Canal, and the 
financial imperialism which had its origin 
at this time.. The German Drang nach 
Osten is far more than a drive at Egypt 
or even the acquisition of a great colonial 
empire, it is a drive at the financial and 
imperial heart of the British Empire. It 
would be difficult to overestimate the con
sequence to the industrial and commercial 
life of Great Britain if the substantial 
monopoly of the shipping and financing 
of the Orient, and with it the industrial 
structure identified with this control, were 
subject to the competition of a rail route 
from Germany and Central Europe to the 
Indian and Pacific Oceans and the trade 
of the Near East and Africa, Asia, India, 
and the Pacific islands as well. 



THEIR GARMENTS 

B y E d i t h M . T h o m a s 

SHE knew the garments hanging in the hall, 
Their old, worn garments—knew them, one and all. 
It seemed a kind of light around them shone— 
The old, rough cloak the winter road had known, 
The plaided shawl that kept the ingle-nook, 
The battered cap awry upon the hook, 
The blouse of blue—so faded in the sun. 
She took them from the wall, and, one by one, 
She pressed them to her face, and kissed them all— 
There, standing silent in the silent hall. . . . 
But there was Something she could not recall— 
And oh! the unused tears began to fall! 
They fell—they burst the folded doors of sight, 
And in upon her rushed the empty Night! 
There was no hall—no garments touched with light, 
But only tears, marking a dream's swift flight. 

T H E ROAD FROM P O T T E R V I L L E 

By Charles Caldwell Dobie 
I L L U S T R A T I O N S B Y G A Y L E H O S K I N S 

A N D R E W C A M E R O N ' S 
farm was the last touch of 
civilization upon the road 
from Potterville. Beyond, 
the road c l i m b e d boldly 
through the timber, strag

gling into a mere trail that sheep-herders 
from the parched San Joaquin country 
traversed in quest of perpetual spring and 
green pastures. 

The house, weather-beaten and de
crepit, stood bleakly upon a ridge; be
fore it, the little mountain clearing fell 
away abruptly to where a wind-blown ap
ple orchard separated fields from meadow. 
Altogether it should have been a geni
al environment when the season allowed, 
but somehow it gave an impression of 
isolation, of ruggedness, of gaunt beauty, 
that robbed it of any sense of human 
homeliness. Its fields seemed to yield 
their harvests sullenly, the forest at its 
back frowned darkly upon it, the wind 
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stirred continually across the face of the 
meadow and up through the distorted 
apple-trees with insistent melancholy. I t 
was as if old Andrew Cameron himself 
had set the stamp of his personality upon 
the very fields he had broken to the 
plough, and they had responded dutifully, 
sufficiently, but without prodigality or 
joy-

But however dull and sad the fields 
and forest, the road from Potterville was 
a thing of life. The very boldness with 
which it plunged in a curving line down 
the mountainside and into the purple 
westward glow stamped it with the vi
tality of the unexpected. Any one, any
thing, might emerge from the distant 
mists; and any one, anything, might be 
swallowed up in the whispering pine 
country beyond. 

So, at least, it seemed to Margaret 
Cameron, who always found the road 
from Potterville full of promise and the 
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wayward charm of surprise. Not that 
anything wonderful had ever passed over 
its sun-baked surface in her day, although 
she had waited and hoped with an almost 
religious faith. But meagre as experi
ences were with Margaret Cameron, this 
road from Potterville was connected with 
every vital and stirring thing in her life. 
When had she ever heard singing except 
from the throats of rollicking horsemen 
swinging down the road from Potter
ville? When did the cries of children 
ever stir her, except at springtime as the 
squaws herded their broods along the 
highway and up into the forests and free
dom? What had been the occasion of her 
first tears ? Was it not when the last bend 
of the road had shut her brother from 
view as he galloped confidently into a far 
country? And the bitterest moment of 
her whole life had been when old Andrew 
Cameron, her father, had ridden away, 
without one tender word, along the same 
road not three weeks ago. 

Since then, every evening, Margaret 
Cameron had scanned the road from Pot
terville for a sign of her father's home
coming. Day after day she had watched 
clouds of dust rise, evolve into horse
men, mule-teams, flocks of sheep, pass the 
house, and merge into dust again. But 
her waiting had no element of anxiety in 
it; she waited more from a sense of duty 
than from expectancy. 

The sight, at last, of her father's horse, 
climbing past the first bend in the road 
surprised, but did not excite, her. She 
rose from her seat and leaned against the 
porch railing. I t was her father's horse 
without a question, but the rider was not 
her father. Unmoved, she threw her sun-
bonnet aside. The dust rose in a denser 
cloud, shutting the ambling horse and its 
strange rider completely from view. 

She was sure, quite sure, that she would 
never see her father again. But she felt 
no sorrow, no regret, not even pity. Yet 
she put her hand to her eyes, trying to 
rouse a sense of filial anxiety, at least a 
feeling of dread. 

On that last day, when her father had 
saddled his lean, stumbling horse and rid
den away, he had not even kissed her, 
he had scarcely said good-by. And she 
had felt pity then, pity for his bent frame, 
for the added note of thinness to his stern 

lips, for the senile cough that racked him 
with feeble fury. If he had kindled the 
dying fires in her heart with even a be
lated spark of affection, she could not 
have stood thus, dry-eyed and unafraid. 

She recalled the last impression of her 
father, the grim silhouette of a stooped 
form against scarred cliffs, as he dipped 
down the winding road and disappeared. 
She had thought then: " H e is dying; he 
will not live another month." And she 
had gone into the house shuddering, not 
at the fear of death, but at the realization 
that one could be so near to solving the 
eternal mystery and still have zest for life 
and its futilities. In the face of death he 
had cruelty and rancor enough left to 
set out upon the roughest of journeys to 
collect a debt almost on the day it fell 
due. Yes, she could still see the line of 
satisfaction hardening his lips, the cold 
glitter in his eyes, the nervous play of his 
claw-like fingers as he saddled his horse, 
all his faculties rising above physical in
firmity at the spur of avarice. How 
bravely the October sun had mocked the 
warped figure crawling down the moun
tainside ! Now, the early twilight, en
veloping the home-coming horse and its 
strange rider, struck a gentler note, she 
thought, as she watched the black mass 
emerge from its dust-cloud again and 
crawl tortoise-wise up the hard white 
road. 

The evening air rust l ing fretfully 
through the pines recalled her. The brief 
Californian twilight had spent itself and 
she discovered that it had grown quite 
dark. 

She went into the house, lit a lantern, 
and started down the road. The crunch
ing of hoofs came nearer. She stopped; 
at last her heart began to beat. 

As she lifted up her lantern a swarm of 
moths fluttered gayly in its yellow light. 
Then, quite suddenly, the roadway was 
darkened by her father's horse. She lift
ed the lantern higher. I t was just as she 
had guessed: the rider was not her father. 

She stepped forward, and the light fell 
upon the stranger's face. At first, only 
a confused jumble of bloodshot eyes, a 
bristling stubble of beard, and a dust-
stung brow flashed across her conscious
ness. But in an instant the truth rose to 
the surface and her mind leaped quickly 
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over the gap of ten weary years. She re
membered her first tears and the youth
ful, buoyant figure that had swung down 
the Potterville road and out of her life on 
a spring day that had mocked her grief, a 
youthful, buoyant figure that now sagged 
wearily in her father's saddle. 

The figure swayed sidewise and crum
pled into the dust. The horse stopped. 
Margaret Cameron's lantern fell with a 
crash. Her b ro ther had come home 
again. 

I I 

AFTERWARD, sitting in her father's low
browed room, Margaret Cameron had 
time to think upon the wanderer's return. 
On a broad couch her brother slept with 
heavy-lidded exhaustion. 

A slight stir from him brought her to 
his side. He did not wake, but she stood 
and watched him, searching deeply the 
spiritual scars that life had left upon his 
face. 
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How often had she pictured this home
coming ! Always with a vague sense of 
pageantry which she had some difficulty 
in visualizing. She had expected a stir
ring note, a clattering of many horsemen, 
fluttering banners, the pomp and circum
stance of a cavalcade, and, of necessity, 
her brother the central figure. She never 
had seen the road from Potterville peo
pled with quite the merry company that 
was to gallop home with her brother, 
and she knew that such companies no 
longer existed. But she treasured this 
vague vision in her hear t unti l it 
blossomed into a symbol of what his 
return was to mean to her. And now 
reality came and mocked her again with 
the bedraggled figure of her brother, 
creeping up the hillside upon her fa
ther's lean, stumbling horse, silently and 
alone. 

Beneath the sandy stubble of beard she 
followed the curving line of her brother's 
mouth, parted slightly as he lay with head 
thrown back. Yes, it was the same gen
tle, almost sensuous, mouth that had so 
often trembled before his sister's blunt 
reproofs, but which had been so ready to 
ripple with smiles. Even in his sleep this 
same smile hovered timidly. The blurred 
memory of her mother, or, more particu
larly, her mother's smile, came to her, a 
smile that had so often faded in the face 
of Andrew Cameron's thin-lipped dis
pleasure. There had come a time when 
her mother's smile had grown rarer, and 
finally ceased to blossom; she had died 
soon after this melancholy circumstance. 
Why, Margaret Cameron found herself 
wondering. And, at once, the last picture 
of her father rose before her, a grim, self-
sufficient, terrible figure, dipping down 
the winding road. 

She turned from her brother and went 
toward the open window. A cool wind 
colored her cheeks and blew strands of 
her uncompromising hair loose. She 
leaned upon the sill and looked out. 

Where had her brother met their fa
ther? Before or after Andrew Cameron 
had left Potterville? And the money? 
Had the old man collected the debt? 
She had been so surprised, so moved by 
her brother's home-coming that thoughts 
about the money had never occurred. A 
vague uneasiness stirred her. What had 

become of the money ? She could think of 
nothing else. 

She heard her brother stirring again, 
and she went to him. He twisted toward 
the light, and then sat up suddenly. She 
dropped on her knees before him. He 
reached out and took her two hands in 
his. 

"Margaret ," he began, "are you ready 
to hear bad news? The fact is—you 
see " 

"Father is dead," she finished for him 
harshly. 

He glanced at her with a look more of 
pain than surprise. 

"Yes. Father is dead. He died just 
off the road, near the Pinto Trail, about 
thirty miles out of Potterville." 

"Near the Pinto Tra i l?" she echoed 
indifferently. "How—then you were com
ing home?" 

He let her hands fall. "No . I was 
not coming home. I'd been down the 
Merced Way herding cattle, and I was 
working back. I just stumbled onto him. 
He'd fallen from his horse, and he lived 
only a few hours. I suppose you'd call it 
Providence, if you've a leaning that way. 
But I've quit believing in most things." 

"So have I ," she flung back, clenching 
her fists. 

A startled look swept him. "You, 
too?" he queried compassionately, and 
he put out his hands to her. 

She gave him her hands again, coldly, 
mechanically. Only one question burned 
in her brain. What had become of the 
money? 

" H e was pretty far gone, Margaret," 
he droned on. " I found him at three 
o'clock and by sundown he was dead. At 
first I thought: ' I ' l l bury him here.' I t 
was a peaceful enough spot, pines over
head and plenty of blue sky between. So 
I thought: ' I'll bury him here and then 
I'll go home and tell Margaret . '" He 
stopped for a moment and instinctively 
drew her closer. "But , then, when I'd 
thought it all out I made up my mind that 
wouldn't do. There's the law and all that 
to think of, even in a place as wild as the 
Pinto Trail country. So I strapped his 
body across the horse and started for 
Potterville. . . . I wish to God I hadn't ." 

She shuddered a bit as she rose. Her 
brother's eyes were searching her face 
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hungrily, searching, she felt sure, for the 
tears that would not come. 

"Was all this after he left Potterville?" 
she asked significantly. 

"Yes, after he left Potterville." 
"Did he tell you why he went there?" 
"Yes. He went to collect the old debt 

that Mulford owed him. He had it on 
him when he died, the whole fifteen hun
dred." 

She turned upon him eagerly. "Then 
the money is safe?" 

He got up. "No . The money's spent 
—every nickel of it. That 's what I came 
home to tell you, Margaret. I spent 
every nickel of it in Potterville—on cards, 
and women, and all the rest." 

He sat down quite suddenly and nat
urally, while she stepped back into the 
shadows in an effort to regain herself. 
His jaws were snapped together with a 
viciousness that smothered the curve in 
his lips, and the mouth, losing its genial 
quality, seemed, even in intensity, hope
lessly weak. There was a brutal heaviness, 
too, about his face that made Margaret 
Cameron recoil—as if the suddenness of 
his confession had forced every ugly thing 
in his nature to the surface. 

"Every nickel of it in Potterville—on 
cards, and women, and all the rest." Her 
brother's words struck her with all their 
simple irony. Her father's money, the 
money of old Andrew Cameron, squan
dered in the pursuit of pleasure ! Squan
dered in the pursuit of pleasure! She found 
hysterical satisfaction in turning this idea 
over in her mind. I t was so inconceiv
able, so remote, so fantastic. 

She looked at her brother again, long 
and searchingly, almost with a desire 
to laugh. So this was the figure that for 
ten years had animated her day-dreams ! 
She would not have cared so much if his 
unworthiness had been tricked out jaunt
ily in a cloak of swagger and bravado— 
she had all the furtive, feminine admira
tion for impudent outlawry. But his in
efficiency was so palpable—he had not 
even the courage of his acquired vicious
ness. 

A feeling of rancor began to stir her. 
If old Andrew Cameron's money was to 
have been squandered in the pursuit of 
pleasure, who but she had the right to 
squander it? 

She moved into the circle of light again 
and faced him. 

"What possessed you to come and tell 
m e ? " she demanded. 

He shrugged. "Because I 'm a cow
ard." 

"Tha t ' s just what I thought," she 
sneered. "You're a regular prodigal, 
ain't you ? Somehow, prodigals never do 
have courage to eat their husks alone, like 
men. They always come crawling back 
on their hands and knees, asking some
body's forgiveness. Bah!" 

He shrank from the flame of her sar
casm, and his cowering movement roused 
her to fresh cruelty. She could feel the 
pent-up fury of the years struggling for a 
voice. 

" I 've always wanted to preach a ser
mon," she fumed; "once, just once, so I 
could give the unprodigal his innings. 
Everybody always cries over your sort. 
But did you ever hear of any one-shedding 
a tear for the one who stays home? Does 
any one ever waste a tear, or a fatted calf, 
on the one who stays home ?" She pushed 
her face close to him. " D o you see the 
lines on this face ? And my hands—look 
at them ! Do you imagine I was ever re
paid for staying with him ? Do you imag
ine any one ever is repaid for such fool
ishness? Look at me. Why, the dirtiest 
Indian squaw who passes this cabin with 
a child at her breast has got more out of 
life than I have. I've been cheated out 
of every good thing—even the chance of 
being a prodigal. I've just showed you 
my wrinkled face and my shrunken hands. 
But if you could see my soul—I tell you 
I haven't enough soul left for even the 
devil to bother with !" 

She stopped, waiting for his answer. 
He sat quite still, a stinging flush on his 
face. He said nothing. She had meant 
to call him a thief, to scream about the 
squandered money, but, curiously enough, 
she found that this loss meant nothing 
to her. All her anxiety concerning it 
had been an unconscious subterfuge with 
which she had kept at bay the fear of her 
brother's unworthiness. 

She turned upon him with redoubled 
bitterness. "Why did you come back?" 
she demanded. "How could you come 
and tell me such a story! If I 'd been in 
your shoes, I 'd have killed myself first." 
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He shrank away. " I tried—I did try, 
Margaret," he gasped. "Bu t I couldn't 
—somehow '' 

She bent over toward him. " My God, 
but you arc a coward," she sneered. 

He did not flinch this time; he looked 
steadily at her. 

"So are you," he replied dully. " E v 
erybody is a coward—some way. What 
made you stay with him? Wasn't it be
cause you were afraid to do the thing 
you wanted to do? And I didn't cheat 
you of any chance to be a prodigal. 
You're too much like father. Prodigals 
are born, not made !" 

She turned from him and tapped the 
floor with her foot. She knew he was 
right. She had been a coward; she al
ways would be a coward; slaves to duty 
could be nothing else. Conscience? 
Dutv ? Necessity ?—these were all pretty 
names that people gave cowardice. . . . 
Yes, prodigals were born, not made. 
And, at once, the lean silhouette of her 
father dipping down the winding road 
rose before her. 

She stole a furtive look at her brother. 
He was on his feet again, and the lamp
light struck him full in the face, empha
sizing his uncanny gauntness. 

"How long since you've had anything 
to ea t ? " she asked suddenly. 

" I—I don't remember," he stammered. 
" Sit down !" she commanded. 
He did as he was bidden, and she 

brought food. . . . Standing back, she 
watched him eat, snapping at his victuals 
like a lean jackal. She had known hard
ship and privation and frugality, but 
never gnawing, physical hunger. She 
wondered dimly whether any affinity lay 
between the starvation of his body and 
the starvation of her soul. . . . Had her 
inner life shrunken to just such a parcel 
of skin-hung bone ? 

This ministering to her brother's physi

cal necessity stirred in her an odd, primi
tive joy. Suddenly she sensed the deep, 
mystical truths that lay beneath the sur
face of simple, elemental things, and the 
significance of the prodigal's feast was 
clear to her. Pity began to well up in her, 
pity which swept away all scorn of his 
timidity, his cowardice, his inability to 
play up boldly to his faults. 

Her mind wandered swiftly over the 
years of sacrifice and self-denial that had 
not ennobled. Perhaps these years had 
not been so hard in a physical way, but 
they were devoid of color, of beauty, of 
anything elemental, except elemental ug
liness. And old Andrew Cameron? Yes, 
he was a just man, an honest man, a God
fearing man. But in this brief moment 
of ministering to a prodigal's need, Mar
garet Cameron knew that her father had 
travelled with the blind eyes of a just man 
and missed every good thing in life. He 
had never feasted, he had never sung, he 
had never wasted his substance, riotously 
or otherwise, he had never tasted the joys 
of forgiveness or being forgiven. And she 
remembered again the picture of him on 
that last day when he had saddled his 
lean, stumbling horse and ridden away— 
a grim, self-sufficient, terrible figure dis
appearing in the bend of the road. 

How long she stood in battle for her 
soul's possession she did not know, but 
when she came from the struggle her 
brother's head had sunk in sensual torpor 
across the grease-smeared surface of his 
empty plate. The wind was still blowing 
through the open window, and a tossing 
curtain made fantastic shadows on the 
wall. I t had grown very cold. 

She tiptoed to the couch and picked up 
a blanket. Hesitating a moment, she 
held the covering high above the sleep
ing figure sprawled heavily across the ta
ble, then gently, very gently, she let it fall 
upon her brother's shoulders. 
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WAR 
By Thomas Walsh 

ILLUSTRATION BY CHARLES H. CULLEN 

THE High-God Mars is dead !— 
They cried—Ye poets, keep his 

dirge and praise 
And pageantry alone for ancient 

days; 
Now for the Golden Age of Peace!—they 

said. 
'Twas true, proud God of Hates, 
You died—not on a Cross, but where the 

rust 
And purple worm besieged you in your dust; 
And all the boast of your emblazoned gates,— 
0 Rome and Macedon,— 
O Xerxes, Hannibal, Attila, Tamerlane, 
And Bonaparte,—were but as shadows vain 
Where tinselled things might lurk before they run. 
Dead God of War,—then who 
Is this that ravens o'er the rocking world? 
What foul alembic of the fiends unfurled 
This thing of Frankenstein to ape at you? 
Not Hate itself begot 
Such ghoul,—but Error from its tepid mire; 
Not here your savage rapture, strength and 

fire, 
But blight as from a caldron Hate knew not. 
Here are the madness, sweat, 
And hunger, dissolution and disease; 
But where the falchions and the argosies, 
The Lion-Hearts, the shields and lances met? 
In bronze and marble lain 
Are they that battled right or wrong, but well; 
Like men they challenged, grappled, slew, or fell, 
Owning their victor, mourning foemen slain. 
Now is there knightly plume, 
Or patriot king, or rustic hero crowned 
In all your pantheons, War, but hears this sound 
Of monstrous treading down his shrine and tomb 
Where his renown of yore 
Is gulped within this dire machine of shame, 
But dreads to hear the children speak his 

name 
With lips that call these modern shambles 

War? 
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" M U T I N Y ! " 

By Dudley Burrows 

I L L U S T R A T I O N S BY W. J. A Y L W A R D 

THE Babylonia, pinioned to 
the side of her North River 
pier by countless manila 
h a w s e r s , wire c a b l e s , 
spring-lines, and what-not, 
suggested nothing so much 

as a great aquatic Gulliver. Captured 
while asleep, she was now forced to endure 
the excited rush of thousands of Liliputian 
feet, which carried their owners hither 
and yon over the surface and interior of 
the leviathan, making her ready for a 
long battle with the elements and well-
ordering the massive cargo of miscel
laneous merchandise which had been 
pouring down her hatches for six days 
past. Occasionally the clanking steam-
winches would scream in protest as some 
particularly heavy mass of machinery, 
or brochette of iron car-wheels, was slung 
on the hooks—but the Babylonia gave 
forth no sound nor even quivered when 
a carelessly adjusted sling gave way, 
dropping a thousand pounds of babbitt 
metal deep into her middle. Complain? 
Never ! I t was not for complaining that 
the owners had fondly ent i t led her 
"Queen of the Seven Seas !" 

Not that there wasn't complaining 
going on inside the monster liner. A 
crowd of the older rivets on the port 
side—the side which scraped along Don-
caster Reef for a matter of a hundred 
yards or so in '95, if you remember— 
had nursed a revolutionary propaganda 
for three trips past, and were even now 
threa ten ing to carry away and raise 
merry Ned if they were not reinforced, 
or removed altogether! On the last trip 
home from Rio these malcontents had 
been joined by a group of rudder-chain 
links, who grumbled that they had had 
no vacation in twenty years, and by 
more than one pair of propeller-shaft 
bearings, who declared that no self-re
specting bronzes would toil the way they 
had, for a similar period, without remon
strance. A row of steam-gauges (which 
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were slightly cracked anyway) spluttered 
indorsement of the conspiracy; the forra'd 
and after pump-valves signified a willing
ness to strike; even the wireless dynamos 
displayed unmistakable symptoms of co-
adjuvancy with the rebellion. 

But not a word of this impending seces
sion came to the ear of the old Babylonia 
herself—not a hint of the disaffection 
which was spreading amongst her inte
gers. The rivets grasped their hull-
plates firmly; the rudder-chain links 
drank unsparingly of the oil which kept 
them strong; the shaft-bearings sang 
sweetly in response to the inspection 
hammer; the steam-gauges correctly re
corded the "push" of the Great White 
Hercules; the pump-valves held snug; 
the dynamos whizzed obediently in re
sponse to signals from the wireless room— 
each and all awaiting with studied and 
sullen insouciance the battle-cry of insur
rection. So the Babylonia, with a grand 
casting-off of fetters, a succession of sten
torian siren blasts, a monstrous churning 
of stern-water, and a majestic repudiation 
of assistance from a squadron of serv
ile, clamoring tugs, backed out into the 
river, stood down past the Statue, past 
Quarantine, past the cocky little Ambrose 
Channel light-ship, and pointed a course 
for Bahia, Rio Janeiro, Buenos Aires, and 
way ports. 

She was carrying the record cargo and 
passenger list of her career. Twelve thou
sand tons of valuable freight lay beneath 
her hatches; five millions in gold (South 
America's bill for coffee, wheat, and beef) 
reposed in her treasure-chest; and three 
hundred first-cabin passengers (including 
an even hundred Personages) strode her 
broad promenade-decks and planned their 
work and play once they set foot on the 
southern continent. The aggregate value 
of the ship-load, reckoning men and wom
en at their income-tax valuation and the 
cargo at its selling price in South America, 
was approximately one hundred million 
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dollars. For the protection of this vast 
representation, and because he was re
quired to do so by international law, Cap
tain Davey Welton, of Saint Johns, broke 
from his taffrail—where it floated, or flut

tered, or flew, depending upon the state of 
the wind—the roistering red bunting with 
the crosses of Saint Andrew and Saint 
George in the corner; the "come-one-
come-all" emblem of the British mer-
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chant marine. And, as the bugle sounded 
the second call for dinner that night, and 
the "paying guests" descended the grand 
stairway, two by two, an orchestra behind 
a bank of artificial palms strummed joy
ously: " I t ' s a Long Way to Tipperary !" 

"The old girl seems a bit cranky this 
trip," observed the youthful "second" to 
the wrinkled "first" as they swapped 
watches two nights out from Sandy Hook. 
They were approaching the Bermudas in 
the face of a brisk head wind, with a 
cross-swell heeling them over a bit each 
time they mounted the side of a water-
wall and poised, momentarily, on the 
crest. The "second" was making his 
initial trip on the Babylonia—the "first" 
had stood his trick on her bridge during 
her maiden voyage—twenty-two years 
ago, come next Whitsuntide ! 

"Yes, yes," he therefore replied, a bit 
petulantly—intolerantly, perhaps—"she 
has her moods !" He took a final perk at 
the glass. " I t ' s true, she has her moods, 
Osborne—but she's a rare good 'un at 
heart, boy! Lor' bless me, yes—a rare 
good 'un at hear t ! " 

" That 's her reputation," Osborne hast
ened to agree. 

"Ay—and she'll live up to i t ! I'll 
stake my billet on t h a t ! " Having made 
such reckless declaration—for it had 
taken Dotty Woodcroft just fourteen 
years to land that billet, and it was more 
precious than the jewels of the world to 
him—the grizzled "first" left the bridge, 
smiling tenderly as though he had just 
been discussing his wife, or his dog, or 
his religion ! 

I t was eleven days later, at perhaps 
five-fifteen of an equatorial morning, 
with a moderate sea running, when this 
same young Osborne—who was a careful 
ship's officer, albeit he had only followed 
the sea for a trifle of twenty years—swept 
the horizon slowly with his binoculars 
and picked up a faint smoke-line in the 
northeast. He rang at once for the wire
less-room. 

"Hello! That you, Sparks? Been 
talking with any one this morning ? Well, 
try now—but don't say who you are or 
where—get me ? Yes, nor'east by east! 
Oh, 'bout ten-twelve miles, I should say ! 
Yes—let me know!" 

He rang for a quartermaster and or
dered him to arouse the skipper. " Four 
stacks coming, nor'east by east, tell him," 
he said peremptorily. "Pass the word 
to the mate on your way back!" The 
quartermaster, with a murmured "Ay, 
ay, s ir!" hurried away. Osborne whis
tled through the tube marked "Chief 
Engineer": 

" 'Lo, chief! Cruiser astern ! Yep, 
looks like a frankfurter to me ! Let's be 
going, Bob, fast as ever we're able! No, 
twenty-two will never carry us away 
from this bird—we'll need twenty-four, 
or better! What? Well, give us every 
ounce you've got! The old man?—no, 
but I've sent for him—be up in a minute, 
I guess!" 

A ring from the wireless-room. 
" N o answer, Mr. Osborne—though I'll 

swear they heard us! In fact, I believe 
they started to reply when " 

"That ' s enough!" interrupted Os
borne. "Try Bahia and see if there's a 
bulldog hanging around there ! Tell 'em 
to slip the leash on any kind of a critter 
they've got, if it's only a 'diver ' [sub
marine] ! Just keep on yellin' for help 
till your fingers wear off—then use your 
toes! Wake your relief and tell him to 
stay awake!" And he rang off. 

The captain arrived, followed by the 
scarce-awake "first"—the latter battling 
for mental clarity on the strength of an 
hour's sleep. He had turned in at four, 
and was just settling into sincere repose 
when routed out by the quartermaster. 

"What ' s all this rumpus, Mr. Os
borne ?'' demanded the old man. He, too, 
would have relished a few winks more. 

"See for yourself, sir," said Osborne, 
respectfully passing his glass to his su
perior. "There—almost dead astern— 
and coming fast!" 

" Hmmmm !" Captain Davey Welton 
squinted through the lenses. "Hmmmm ! 
Cruiser right enough! What 's wireless 
s ay?" 

" N o answer to repeated calls, sir!" 
" H m m m m ! After us, that 's clear! 

How are we making?" 
" I told the chief to give us every ounce 

he had," replied the junior officer. 
"You're a valuable man, Osborne," said 

the commander approvingly. " 'Bout ten 
hours from Bahia, would you s a y ? " 
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On came the Babylonia, her steel lungs bursting with the fearful pressure.—Page 639. 
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"Nearer twelve, sir." 
"Ten, Mr. Osborne!" the old mate put 

in quietly. "She'll do it in ten if she's 
put to it." 

"Put her to i t ! " Captain Welton was 
already bending over a chart. "Take a 
point due west for the next hour, Mr. Os
borne ! Mr. Woodcroft, please detail a 
man into the crow's-nest—dead-ahead 
lookout, you understand! Corral the 
passengers in the dining-saloon at break
fast time and lock 'em in! Clear away all 
impedimenta you can—post notices that 
no one shall go aft of bulkhead number 
six—premiums in the engine-room if we 
get clear—and tell those tinkers down 
there that I've got to have twenty-five if it 
takes a leg ! Jump, both of you !" 

"Evidently, sir, you're about to run," 
ventured young Osborne, smiling. 

" R u n ? Hell, Osborne, we're going to 
fly!" His face was the color of the flag 
at his taffrail. " They think the old Baby
lonia isn't good for a sprint, eh ? Well, by 
the eternal hokey-pokey we'll show 'em 
what a Clyde-built ship can do! We'll 
give those buzzards the race of their 
lives, if that's what they're after!" 

The moment for rebellion had come. 
The port-side rivets passed the word 

along to the rudder-chain links, which 
in turn squeaked a message to the pro
peller-shaft bearings. Quickly it spread 
—as unsavory news ever does—to the 
steam-gauges, the pump-valves, the wire
less dynamos, and the lesser conspirators. 
The propellers heard it, but they were too 
busy to pay more than passing attention 
to mutiny talk. The boilers angrily re
jected the propaganda of protest; the tur
bines snorted in contempt. 

" When we cry ' Ready ! ' " commanded 
the rivets. They were from Newcastle-
on-Tyne, east side, as were most of the 
other rebellious parts. But they were 
weary, and nervous, and hungry for ex
citement. So they set aside the dictates 
of conscience, and honor, and faith—and 
resolved to put the Babylonia where she 
could inflict no further burdens upon 
them. 

Thus, while her integers planned a cat
aclysm, the old liner turned toward the 
coast of South America and fled like a 
frightened mackerel pursued by a hun

gry shark. Behind her raced the Von 
der Schlecht, fleetest of German scouting 
cruisers, eager to halt her prey before 
the latter might reach Brazilian waters. 
Well did the commander of the Von der 
Schlecht know just who the Babylonia 
was and how much Schatz (treasure) she 
carried! Had they not raced across the 
Atlantic in response to a message from 
the Kaiser's secret agents in New York? 
Had not the latter described, in detail, the 
cargo and complement of "The Queen of 
the Seven Seas"? 

Fortunately—for the Babylonia—Cap
tain Ludwigstein also knew of the three 
hundred first-cabin passengers, including 
the hundred Personages, and hesitated to 
use his giant forward battery against the 
fugitive. He was under orders to seize, 
not to destroy, the big Dampfer. But 
when, after three hours of steaming, the 
Von der Schlecht saw no appreciable nar
rowing of the distance which separated 
her from her quarry, the German com
mander lost patience—or his sense of hu
man justice—and threw a 5.9-inch shell 
a few hundred yards to starboard of the 
Babylonia. He slowed down to do this, 
lest his gunners might hit the liner by 
mistake. The Babylonia's only answer 
was to take advantage of the slowing 
down to add a good half-mile to her mar
gin of safety, leaping forward with great, 
shuddering plunges which threatened to 
jounce the very bottom out of her. 

" Tell that man to stop or take the con
sequences!" yelled Captain Ludwigstein 
to his wireless-room. 

"They will not receive, sir," came the 
reply; " they only send! First it is: 
'Passengers on board; do not shoot!' 
then it is: 'Bahia! Bahia! Babylonia 
attacked!' " 

" P u t a shot into her, well astern!" 
came the next order from the bridge. 
And, as the Babylonia rose on the suc
ceeding surge of the sea, she received a 
non-explosive shell in her after super
structure, thereby losing half of her sec
ond-cabin accommodations, a section of 
decking as big as a Harlem flat, some 
twelve yards of after-railing, and one 
venturesome room steward who had dis
obeyed the captain's injunction to re
main toward of number six bulkhead. 
But still the "old girl" pressed on! 
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"Shall we give way now?" squeaked 
the cowardly rudder-chain links, who had 
been too close for comfort. "Shall we? 
Shall w e ? " 

" W h a t ! " shrieked the rivets, and bear
ings, and gauges, and valves, and dyna
mos in chorus. " Give way now ? After 
we've been hit ? And by a German shell ? 
No, damn your eyes! Hold on as you 
never held before!" 

Give way ? What monstrous idea was 
here? Permit this impertinent Teuton 
—this Frankish ravisher—not only to 
overhaul but to loot and strip and de
stroy a Clyde-built liner with Newcastle 
fittings? Well, hardly! Let the world 
read how a mere German scouting 
cruiser walked calmly up to "The Queen 
of the Seven Seas," struck her brutally 
with his iron gantlet, and said: "Come 
with me"? Far better a honeycombed 
derelict, with passengers and crew and 
cargo and treasure intact, floating deep 
below the waves on which they now so 
bravely rode, than to suffer such igno
miny ! Far better to slave another twen
ty years under the Union Jack than to 
rest in luxury under the Prussian eagle ! 

"Hold on as you never held before!" 
they cried again—and forthwith bent to 
their respective tasks with a grim deter
mination to carry that bit of red bunting 
to safety, or to permit some one or some
thing else to bear the burden of respon
sibility. The port-side rivets gripped the 
plates of the old Babylonia with a tenacity 
which brooked no breaking; the shaft-
bearings coddled their giant charges as 
the latter whirled the wheels of deliver
ance; the steam-gauges recorded each 
ounce of pressure, on or off; the pump-
valves sucked in the flood that poured 
through a shell-hole in the after com
partment, and spat it back into the sea 
again; and the wireless dynamos, with 
fevered energy, generated the power 
which projected a continuous, piteous 
Herzian cry through the air currents: 

" B a h i a ! Bah ia ! Babylonia a t 
tacked!" followed by the approximate 
location of the liner. 

Gods, what a race—and a chase ! On 
came the Babylonia, her steel lungs 
bursting with the fearful pressure nec
essary to whirl her propellers until the 
indicator on the bridge marked the un

heard-of figure, "25.5." On came the 
Von der Schlecht, all four funnels belching 
black smoke to the sky, while ever and 
anon a puff of white from her side, fol
lowed by a low rumble, bespoke activity 
in her forward battery. Occasionally, 
after one of these discharges, the Baby
lonia would shiver, or jerk wildly to port 
or starboard in agonized quavers—but 
she would not falter ! "The Queen of the 
Seven Seas," like her sister queens of other 
days, knew how to suffer her wounds. 

And the three hundred first-cabin pas
sengers—including the hundred Person
ages—what of them? Packed uncere
moniously into the dining-saloon and 
locked in, like Professor Aronnax and his 
companions on the mythical Nautilus, it 
must be admitted that they raged, and 
fretted, and fainted a bit, until Captain 
Davey Welton appeared and told them 
the exact status of affairs. He expected 
shrieks, execrations, and possibly violence 
—he received cheers, laudations, and im
mediate, unanimous submission. After 
all, who can say what three hundred first-
cabin passengers—particularly when one 
hundred of them are Personages—will do 
in time of stress? 

On one ship, I remember, where the 
danger was comparatively slight, the pas
sengers behaved like fiends let loose from 
Bedlam—charged the life-boats, threw 
missiles at the officers, leaped overboard 
into calm water, cursed, tore their hair, 
and cringed abjectly before a fate which 
never overtook them ! On another, with 
certain death standing before them, and 
with a scant ten minutes in which to look 
their last upon man's world and his wa
ters, another group of passengers stood, 
side by side, along a steamer's rail, calm 
as chloroformed mice, and sang "Near
er, My God, to Thee," until the water 
choked back their notes and their souls 
sped out to await the rest of humanity 
in the Gardens of Glory. Truly, one re
puted Shavism is immortal: "You never 
can tel l!" 

When a six-inch shell carried away the 
stack and trundled its way through the 
wireless-room and the starboard side of 
the wheel-house, it took poor old Dotty 
Woodcroft with it—but the Babylonia 
pounded onward; and the wireless (after 
hesitating long enough for the plucky 
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" o p " to pick himself out of the corner 
and frantically readjust some minor parts 
of his apparatus) continued to beat the 
air with its wild appeal: 

"Bahia! Bahia! Babylonia a t tacked!" 

Now, the King Henry VIII, first-class 
battle-cruiser and already hero of some 

and was hoping she might come that 
way; for the Henry's eight shining rifles 
—four forward and four aft—were ca
pable of tossing explosive shells quite a 
distance beyond the attainable mark of 
the rifles on board the Von der Schlecht. 
Hence, when the wireless cry from the 
Babylonia sputtered into the receiving 

The bruised and battered Babylonia. 

half-dozen naval engagements, was not 
precisely at Bahia that day, but she was 
near enough to catch one of the first ap
peals sent from the Babylonia, and forth
with she departed, without answering, for 
the scene of the aquatic hare-and-hound 
tournament. The King Henry VIII, in 
fact, was awaiting news of the Von der 
Schlecht, having been advised of the 
latter's departure for American waters, 

headgear of the " o p " on board the Henry 
there was much rejoicing, also much 
sudden coaling of boilers, changing of 
speed, revising of course, and clearing of 
gun-decks. 

The commander of the King Henry 
VIII gave no intimation of his where
abouts, however, until the bruised and 
battered form of the Babylonia appeared 
on the sky-line, closely followed by the 
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grim outlines of the now triumphant Von 
der Schlecht. Then and there—being 
broadside on at the time — the King 
Henry VIII spoke so gruffly and so reprov
ingly to the Von der Schlecht—through the 
medium of those self-same shining rifles, 
turreted fore and aft—that the Teuton 
bethought herself, suddenly, of pressing 
business in the opposite direction, and 
abandoned the quest of the Babylonia's 
gold as hurriedly and as gracefully as was 
possible under the circumstances. Con
sidering that she was by this time some
what generally aflame, and more or less 
uncomfortably fast filling with water, 
it is agreed by navigating authorities 
that she made an extremely clever job 
of her "getaway" and of her eventual 
return to home waters. Yet to have 
stayed meant only to invite further ar
gument, in which 13-inch rifles carried 
much greater conviction than those of 
11-inch calibre, even though Krupp had 
fashioned the latter's breeches. Hence 
Captain Ludwigstein gently, yet swiftly, 
"looped the loop," as it were, and led 
his charge away from there; meanwhile 
cursing, in that dynamic, resonant way 
that navy commanders have, the luck 
that would jerk five million dollars out 
from under a fellow's nose just as the fel
low was about to gobble it up and carry it 
home to add to the famous " Rheingold" ! 

While the King Henry VIII was gen
tly, yet swiftly, steaming after the Von 
der Schlecht—lest the latter should change 
her mind—the Babylonia reeled on toward 
Bahia and All Saints' Bay, which haven 
she made some seventeen hours later by 
clever navigating, with a thirty-degree 
list to port. Despite the fact that she 
dropped anchor shortly after one o'clock 
in the morning, Captain Davey Welton 
whistled for lighters, and still more 
lighters, until he had his three hundred 
first-cabin passengers (including his hun
dred Personages), and his five millions in 
gold, and the greater part of his twelve 
thousand tons of general cargo safe on 
the solid ground near Bahia. Having 
seen to which the case-hardened skipper, 
with a sigh for the soul of Dotty Wood-
croft, laid himself down in his bunk with 
this final admonition to his cabin-boy: 

"Two hours, Oscar! Camp outside 
the door and wake me when they're up! 
Pass the word along for each man-jack 
to tie up his belongings and pile 'em by 
the boats—we'll head for the beach when 
I've finished my nap!" 

"Yes, sir!" The boy closed the door. 
"And—oh, Oscar!" 
The door opened again. 
"Yes, sir?" 
"We gave 'em a run—eh, Oscar?" 
"Yes, sir—that we did, sir!" 
"A hell of a run—eh, Oscar?" 
"Yes, sir—you're right, sir!" 
"Hmmmm!" said Captain Davey 

Welton, and promptly fell asleep. 

So they beached the old Babylonia, at 
two o'clock that afternoon, on the smooth 
white reaches of sand just north of Bahia, 
with the aid of two Brazilian salvage 
tugs, and without a hitch or jar. She 
stands there to-day, upright and straight, 
in about twelve feet of water at low tide 
—still "Queen of the Seven Seas," and 
famous the world over for the race she 
ran and the prize she won, or kept the 
Von der Schlecht from winning, which 
amounts to the same thing. 

I talked recently with the inspector 
who has just gone over her, preparatory 
to patching up her wounds and towing 
her back to dry dock. 

"Would you believe i t ?" queried this 
official, in a tone clearly implying that I 
would not, even though he swore to it, 
"the old girl made that last run of hers 
on pure nerve. Her equipment was sim
ply shockin'! First off, there was two 
plates on the port side—where she was 
gouged once, I believe—the rivets of 
which were so twisted that nothin' but 
sheer strength of character held 'em to
gether ! Then there was rudder-chain 
links that fell apart if we looked at 'em; 
shaft-bearings all ground to powder; 
steam-gauges that registered 410 if you 
took a deep breath; and pump-valves— 
well, Td hate to have valves like that 
on my pumps! Rotten? Say, man, it 
wasn't only human pluck and courage 
that cheated the Boche and brought the 
Babylonia into port that trip—b-u-1-
1-i-e-v-e m-e!" 

VOL. LIX.—72 



-THE POINT OF VIEW-

H HOW the soft maples are glowing in a 
red mist along the moist, low places, 
and the alder, birch, and willow cat

kins are swinging and sending their pollen 
afloat with every breeze! We watch the 
advance of spring among the wild flowers— 

in New England we used to hunt 
the shy arbutus under the snow 
of March—see the tiny, fuzzy-

stemmed hepaticas and their many friends, 
follow the waking of old garden familiars, 
but easily overlook the flowers that the 
trees hang out to decorate their bare twigs. 
Those of the maples and the elms soon give 
place to the winged seed aeroplanes that 
float off to start new colonies. None of the 
trees bears more interesting flowers than the 
sturdy family of oaks. They hang out their 
blossoms from the end of the twigs like a 
fringe of old lace. 

The flowers of the tulip, which blooms 
rather late, standing up at the tips of the 
branches are like miniatures of those that 
Henry van Dyke celebrated in his charm
ing verses, "When Tulips Bloom in Union 
Square"—those that make a rim of gay col
or in one of the most sordid of city squares. 
Among the early tree flowers those of the 
dogwood shine among the bare branches like 
newly fallen snow, and the horse-chestnuts 
look like belated Christmas trees with all 
the candles lighted. 

Following the flowers come the leaves 
with a surprising suddenness, and one of the 
marvels of the year is the way the young
sters are hidden away in the buds. Open 
carefully a bud of the tulip-tree or horse-
chestnut, unfold the tiny leaves, and notice 
how wonderfully they are packed away. 
Try the same experiment with the ailan-
thus or shag-bark hickory. How beauti
fully they are colored as they first break 
out of winter quarters—delicate tones of 
green varied with red and pink! Nature is 
rich and wonderful in design and her palette 
is limited by no formulas. 

The spring woods are a tracery of deli
cate, misty tones, in the sunshine almost a 
uniform gray, tender as the color of the 
early dawn. Corot was the painter who 
taught us to understand better and appre-
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ciate the ineffable loveliness and mystery of 
the trees in spring. He painted them early 
in the morning, in the light of the fading 
day. The shadowy, dancing figures in many 
of his pictures are a part of their poetry 
-—they belong there, the spirits, the mood 
of the spring. They are but tangible ex
pressions of the thoughts that the season 
brings to us all; they are music and dancing 
and gladness. 

The botanist knows that the young 
leaves and the flowers have kept warm and 
still in the bud since the old leaves of the 
last year dropped to earth—but most of us 
care little for scientific family histories; the 
eternal mystery of the renewal, the beauty 
that never grows old is ours, even with the 
passing of the years, the consciousness of 
the approach of old age. There is a digni
fied reserve in the bare trees of winter, but 
in the springtime they become our inti
mates, voicing in the music of their leaves, 
in the beauty of their quiet colors, the har
monies of our own hearts. And how their 
lives parallel our own! If you know some 
favorite woods you will miss old friends with 
the years, see some great giant shorn of limbs 
by the storms of last winter. What a relief 
to the dweller in the city canyons to get out 
among the trees in the spring! Then they 
wave friendly, beckoning arms of welcome. 
Dwellers in the suburbs and the country 
may live the round year in the friendly 
companionship of trees, know them by their 
leaves, know them standing bravely sil
houetted against gray winter skies by the 
form and structure of their bare branches. 
Is it not well worth while to add to our 
friends, as the years go on, "A Brotherhood 
of Venerable Trees"? 

IIT would be of statistical interest to ascer
tain how many men and women of sixty 
to-day owe both their chief knowledge 

of grammar and their chief knowl
edge of Milton to having been 
forced in infancy to parse "Para
dise Lost" from the first word to the last. 
Friend after friend has confessed to me a 
shamefaced detestation for the blind poet, 
due to the fact that it was with accidence 

"A Brotherhood 
of Venerable 
Trees" 

Parsing 
" Paradise" 
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rather than with Providence for their guide 
they in youth 

"with wandering steps and slow, 
Through Eden took their solitary way." 

The early Victorians got their theology 
from Milton, the later ones got their syntax; 
it remains for the pupils of the present to go 
to him for poetry. Nowadays we endeavor 
to teach students a knowledge of Satan rather 
than of syntax, and look back with post-
Victorian scorn on an educational system 
that would reduce the glory of an epic to the 
ignominy of dissection into the parts of 
speech. In our contempt we fail to observe 
that teachers to-day have done likewise, in 
kind if not in degree, for, if we no longer 
devote whole poems to perdition, we cull 
for the base uses of text-book example the 
daintiest flowers of quotation in verse or 
rhythmic prose. We pluck a nosegay from 
Tennyson to illustrate an adjective, or 
wrench from Ruskin some visioned period 
as model of a metaphor, and we hold the 
poor pinched blossom to the pupil, and verily 
believe that in analyzing pistil and stamen 
into grammatical terms, he will still smell 
and see the beauty of the flower. We forget 
that it is exactly as philistine of us so to dese
crate a single rose as it was for our prede
cessors to reduce Milton's whole gardenful to 
syntactical botany. 

The attempt at the same time to follow 
the gleam and to pursue a preposition is only 
an illustration of the passion of contempo
rary education to kill two birds with one 
stone. This effort after two targets is bad 
for the aim, and is bad for the birds, if the 
object be to bag one of them. Results show 
that youngsters of to-day are as weak in 
grammar as their grandparents, who plodded 
through "Paradise" without a suspicion of 
its poetry, are sturdy. Grammar and poetry 
never did go hand in hand, and never will, 
and the practise of illustrating sentence-
structure by exquisite quotation is both un
scientific and unaesthetic, and, further, it is 
profoundly unethical, being a base ingrat
itude to the poets who have showered us 
with beauty. Fortunately for their feelings, 
poets cited in school-books are always dead, 
but that does not excuse a grammarian's per
fidy in citing them. It is not probable that 
fear of future syntax ever choked any poet's 
singing, although Horace expressed a pre
monition of the text-book only too well 
founded. The point for the present-day 

pedagogue is not whether or not the poets 
know when they are shredded into sentence-
structure, but how they would feel if they did 
know. Somewhere George Eliot says, "Tell 
the most impassioned orator that his neck
tie is awry, and he will be checked in mid-
flood of eloquence," and in like manner, one 
might say, tell the most impassioned poet 
that he will one day be a text-book, and he 
will be arrested in the full fling of tossing off 
a "Hamlet." 

" Philosophy will clip an angel's wings," 

but grammar has even more basely clipped 
Keats's—"him even"—when it ruthlessly 
demands the construction of "soft" in the 
following: 

" Soft went the music the soft air along, 
While fluent Greek a vowelled undersong 
Kept up among the guests." 

Base and brutish, we think, to mark off 
"blissful Paradise" by grammar's imperti
nent line and rule, but how about our own 
barbarity when from Shelley we unweave 
into woof and texture of participles some 
such rainbow as 

"This is the mystic shell: 
See the pale azure fading into silver, 
Lining it with a soft yet glowing light: 
Looks it not like lulled music sleeping there?" 

May the day come when not only Satan 
and his angels, but every poet that ever wove 
his singing words, may be protected from the 
degradation of parsing. On the other hand, 
might not parsing be the very punishment 
to impose on the passages in which Homer 
nods ? While one cannot bear the degrada
tion of Lucifer's being made to answer for 
the syntax of his sonorous wrath, who would 
care if "Raphael, the affable archangel," 
were called upon to cast lucidity grammat
ical as well as astronomical on such a pas
sage as 

"What if seventh to these 
The planet earth, so steadfast though she seem 
Insensibly these different motions wove? 
Which else to several spheres thou must ascribe, 
Moved contrary with thwart obliquities, 
Or save the sun his labor, and that swift 
Nocturnal and diurnal rhomb supposed 
Invisible else, above all stars, the wheel 
Of day and night." 

In fact, parsing is a proper penalty for any 
one who has committed the social imperti
nence of being an archangel. 
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There are plenty of passages in plenty of 
poets that lend themselves admirably to 
grammatical dissection without our profan
ing the brightest and best. For instance, 
"Goody Blake and Harry Gill" might serve 
as a grounding in grammar as well as in 
charity for very little folk, while school
masters still left immortal the "Ode on Im
mortality." But if all poets are guilty of 
arid stretches only fit for digging, it is none 
the less ungodly to go grubbing for grammar 
in the glorious gardens the singers have left 
for our inheritance. 

If the sordid uses of syntax are hard on the 
poet, they are also hard on the pedagogue as 
he plods with the pupil through a text-book 
impudently composed of star-stuff. It is 
torture to a teacher to "pluck from Brown
ing some pomegranate"—for instance: 

"What I love best in all the world 
Is a castle, precipice-encurled 
In a gash of the wind-grieved Apennine," 

in order to inspect the substantive clause! 
Prod forth the clause and at the same time 
preserve the picture of the stark moun
tainside, and the sound of skirling wind, if 
you can! Sometimes the fugitive quotation 
ripped from its context has a teasing famili
arity to which one cannot give a local habi
tation or a name, while other cited passages 
have an association so immediate and so 
holy that to handle them at all for syntac
tical purposes is sacrilege. It is surely doom 
heavy enough to have to teach grammar 
without being forced to teach it in a way 
that flagellates the instructor's memory and 
appreciation. 

Perhaps Satan never did devil's work more 
completely than when he let the school-chil
dren of the past generation loose to study 
syntax in the Garden of Eden; but if so, it 
was Satan himself who suffered most; the 
young grammarians intent on making peb
ble-piles of the parts of speech failed to see 
Satan in all his looming grandeur or Eve in 
all her loveliness—never suspected it was 
Paradise they were treading. To-day the 
pupil is introduced to Lucifer under better 
auspices, and Milton is a poet and not a 
proper noun, and yet the spirit in which our 
predecessors parsed " Paradise " still haunts 
our schoolrooms. We have indifferently re
formed all that, but so long as we teach 
grammar through poetic quotation we have 
not reformed it altogether. After all, it is 

not poet or pedagogue who suffers most by 
the present process, but the pupil. By our 
mixing his drinks he fails to distinguish the 
true flavor of either grammar or poetry. No 
school-child will ever unconsciously imbibe 
a love of noble lines by gulping them down 
as syntax. The Victorian method was 
sounder, whereby the grandsires may have 
missed Milton but learned to pin any ad
jective, however rhapsodic its surround
ings. Grammar is prose and intended for 
every-day work, and poetry is poetry and 
intended for every-day joy, and we had bet
ter find some method of teaching both that 
will not blur the distinction. Undoubtedly, 
we must find some way of stiffening with a 
sense of structure the knock-kneed sen
tences our youngsters write; but this will be 
better accomplished by citations from the 
newspapers and the periodicals than from 
the shrines. Let these remain sacred. Let 
our pupils not only discover their grammar 
from simple, every-day prose, but at the 
same time learn what good English is be
ing written to-day right under their noses. 
Contemporary achievement is always the 
best incentive to contemporary effort. Our 
school boys and girls have no ambition to be
come Miltons, inglorious or otherwise, but 
they do desire to be able to write straight
forward English. Any good teacher or any 
good text-book could find enough examples 
on an average editorial page to equip any 
pupil with an unerring precision in regard 
to the parts of speech, and with an impetus 
to employ them as correctly as does his next-
door neighbor, the newspaper upon the table. 
But to grammar its place and to poetry its 
place in the classroom as in life. Undoubt
edly our present classrooms show that they 
consider the place of poetry a greater one 
than that of grammar, so that boys and 
girls to-day acquire, when reading Milton, 
as enthusiastic a respect for Satan as had 
his creator; but schoolmasters of the past 
might point with excusable pride to classes 
incomparably firmer on their feet in the 
paths of syntax, and possessing together 
with this security all the accompanying 
sanity, the orderliness of mind, the work
ing common sense of the much-maligned 
Victorian era. After all, it is merely a 
matter of educational preference as to 
which is more useful through life, an ac
quaintance with syntax or an affection for 
Satan. 
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Early Tuscan frame of carved and painted wood with the motto in gold on a blue ground. 

Virgin and Child. Ignoto Toscano, in t h e Uffizi. 

ITALIAN PICTURE-FRAMES 

I IT is a significant sign of the unimportance 
accorded to picture-frames that, in at
tempting any research on the subject, 

one can only discover an occasional notice 
of some individual frame among a mass of 
detail comprised under the generic title of 
"Frames," which ranges from chimney-
pieces, door furniture, and girandoles down 
to the designs employed in book illustra
tion, called by the French "cartouches." 

Only in Italy was the art of picture-fram
ing a fine art, and the examples worth study
ing belong almost entirely to that country. 

Picture-frames are of comparatively mod
ern origin, for during the long period of the 
Middle Ages such portable pictures as exist
ed were enclosed in wooden cases with doors 
and had, consequently, no frames, while 
mirrors were not yet in existence. It was 
not till life became more settled and houses 
were considered in relation to peace as well 
as war, that the custom began to prevail of 
placing pictures on walls. They start, there
fore, in the fifteenth century and are at the 
height of their perfection in the sixteenth. 
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From the earliest times Italian artists 
knew that for a painting to be rightly ap
preciated it was necessary to enclose it in 
some kind of surround; they knew, too, that 
it could never be a matter of caprice what 
that particular surround should be, but that 
it must be chosen scientifically and with due 
regard to the effect of the painting on the 
spectator and of the whole as a work of art. 

It is only necessary to study the fine 
examples that are still in existence from the 
best period of this art, which appears to 
have been exclusively Italian, to realize 
that neither chance nor fashion entered 
into it. On the contrary, it was the out
come of an instinctive aesthetic sentiment 
of feeling for the beautiful in conjunction 
with an almost scientific appreciation of 
what would enhance the intelligent under
standing of the picture. Whether we look 
at them in their richness or their simplicity 
we shall note that the structure of the frame 
was first carefully studied and adapted to 
its purpose of suitably enclosing the pic
ture, and that its subsequent enrichment, 
whether by modelling, gilding, painting, or 
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a combination of the three, was likewise 
equally subservient to the master principle 
of establishing a perfect harmony between 
the frame and the painting. So, too, it is 
only necessary to study the art in its de
cadence to become aware of the injurious 
effect produced by irregular or exaggerated 

Circular carved frame round Michael Angelo's Holy Family, in the Tribuna 
of the Uffizi. The design is a complicated arabesque of birds 

and foliage with five heads in bold relief. 

mouldings or by an overexuberant or un
suitable complication of ornament. By an 
undue prominence in either structure or 
decoration, the spectator is distracted and 
his vision disturbed to the entire detriment 
of the picture. 

The evolution, the climax, and the de
cadence of the art of framing pictures is 
comprised in less than a hundred years. 
It began in the last half of the fifteenth 
century, attaining its zenith in the first 
quarter of the sixteenth, and from that 
time onward became more and more per
verted by foreign influence. 

In the fourteenth century and up to the 
middle of the fifteenth, or even later, pic
tures were painted exclusively for altars, 
either in churches, the chapels of communi
ties, or the houses of the rich. Hence they 

were largely architectural in character, and 
being likewise enriched with the motives 
characteristic of architecture, were thus ad
mirably attuned to the interiors of cathe
drals and churches. Pilasters of various 
kinds, round and pointed arches, recesses, 
architrave, frieze, and cornice—all these may 

be found in the com
position of the ear
liest picture-frames 
or altar-pieces, as 
they really were. 

With the last 
years of the fif
t e e n t h c e n t u r y 
came the rapid de
velopment of t h e 
Renascence and all 
that it brought to 
every branch of art, 
of vigor of concep
tion, fertility of im-
a g i n a t i o n , and 
wealth of exquisite 
detail. That epoch 
set i s seal u p o n 
f r a m e s as well as 
upon the h ighe r 
branches of art, and 
we observe the con
sequent enrichment 
of the more severely 
architectural types 
with the lightness 
and profusion of flo
ral ornament, more 
especially in those 
executed in Venice. 

The frames of this period, when the art 
was at its height, seem to fall into three 
distinct types—the architectural or "taber
nacle" frames as they were generally de
scribed in Italy, the carved frames for 
circular pictures, of which the Uffizi Gal
lery at Florence possesses two splendid and 
well-known examples on paintings by Bot
ticelli, and the square frames carved with 
severely simple but beautiful mouldings, 
two perfect examples of which are in the 
Kunstgewerbe Museum at Berlin. For a 
considerable time Italian frames retained 
their national characteristics, and though 
they lost the fine adjustment of proportion 
and ornamentation that had distinguished 
the earlier examples, they yet kept a cer
tain distinction and the charm of a graceful 
and decorative purpose. They gradually, 
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however, lost their native character, and 
coming under French influence became more 
and more debased until all sobriety of treat
ment disappeared. There was then no 
longer any recognition that the art of pic
ture-framing is strictly bound up with that 
of painting; the frames turned out in imita
tion of the styles 
of Louis XIV, 
Louis XV, and 
Louis XVI might 
as well have been 
made for mirrors 
as for pictures, 
and long before 
the days of the 
Empire we find 
t h a t p i c t u r e -
f r a m i n g as a 
really fine art 
had c e a s e d to 
exist. 

W h e n o n e 
th inks of the 
number of early 
Italian paintings 
that are still left 
to us, it may be 
a source of sur
prise that so few 
are in their origi
nal setting. The 
National Gal
lery, L o n d o n , 
has hardly any 
of importance, 
the Louvre but a 
few; the Berlin 
Gallery is better 
off, but even in 
Florence, Siena, Venice, and throughout 
Italy, where naturally most "old masters" 
are to be found, the number is extraordi
narily disproportionate to that of the pic
tures of the time. 

Early Italian pictures are still occasion
ally to be seen, especially in galleries abroad, 
surrounded by a simple fillet. This, which 
is only a part of the frame properly so-
called, is very often the only part that is 
left of the original, which was removed 
either from one or other of the above causes, 
or possibly from the desire that the picture 
should take up as little room as possible on 
the walls of the academies and public gal
leries that were being founded at the time. 
Signor M. Guggenheim, in a work on "Le 

Cornici Italiane," published some years ago, 
shows that there are many documents which 
prove how fully the old painters interested 
themselves in the frames that were both to 
serve as well as to preserve their pictures. 
If they did not always design them, they 
frequently planned them with the crafts

man or suggested a decoration that would 
help to harmonize with the painting. He 
mentions as an example a superb frame on 
a picture of Marescalco in the Museo Civico 
at Yicenza, for which the artist himself 
made a design in light and shade, and also 
Bartolommeo Vivarini, as another painter, 
who is known to have initiated the frames 
for his own pictures. It was a time when 
few artists worked only in one branch of 
art; painters knew how to be architects 
and sculptors, and the subsidiary arts of 
carving and modelling were frequently prac
tised by the men who handled brush as well 
as chisel. This, no doubt, greatly helped the 
painter in a control of the frame which was 
to be the crown and harmonious decoration 

Tabernacle frame of carved wood with decoration of gold over blue. The base 
has a pieta in the centre and shields in colors at each corner. 

Annunciation by Botticelli, in the Uffizi. 
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of his work, and in the making of which so 
many arts were not infrequently combined. 
On certain of the canvases of the early 
painters, Jacobello del Fiore, Vivarini, 

Tabernacle frame of wood carved and painted. 

Virgin and Child. Ignoto Toscano, Uffizi Gallery. 

Crivelli, and others, one can see in the re
lief of the architectural detail, the gems 
and gold in the crowns, the sacred books 
and the like, how they delighted in model
ling, as if in protest against the arbitrary 
exclusion from their particular sphere of 
the sister art of sculpture. So, too, in the 
frames we seem to catch a hint of the same 
feeling; for on the basis of a structure some
times severely architectural we often find 
the conceptions of a sculptor carried out 
with admirable delicacy of workmanship. 

As to the framing of modern pictures, 
there has been considerable improvement 
of late, and there have been seen a certain 
number of highly creditable attempts to 
solve the problem of obtaining unity of 
frame and picture in a harmonious whole, 
but for the most part artists remain strange
ly indifferent to the matter and seem con

tent to follow a fashion that is often in open 
contradiction with real artistic judgment 
and feeling. The frame that is suitable to 
a portrait of old age cannot be suitable to 
a landscape, and what is wanted for a sub
ject of serious treatment is surely inap
propriate to one of light and graceful imag
ination. On the other hand, the austere 
subject does not necessarily require fram
ing in a severe and rigorous fashion, nor 
does the picture of contemporary manners 
demand a setting that is novel or bizarre. 
What were the exact principles that proved 
so unerring a guide to the craftsmen of the 
cinque cento in frame-making, as in every
thing else, can only be discovered by a pa-

Sienese frame of the tabernacle type in wood 
carved and painted, with the arms of 

the Piccolomini family. 

tient study of the individual craft by the 
modern worker in that particular line. One 
rule, however, seems to have been of almost 
universal obligation, that, as ornamenta
tion, the frame should be treated more 
richly in proportion as the picture it con
tained was simple and subdued. 

S. T. PRIDEAUX. 
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W H E N THE WAR ENDS 

BY A L E X A N D E R D A N A N O Y E S 
Financial Editor of the New York Evening Post 

AAS the European War approaches 
L the end of its second year, it be

comes increasingly evident how di
vergent are the views entertained in 
the world at large regarding its ter
mination. The great body of hu
mane sentiment undoubtedly holds the 
ground that the war cannot be ended 
too soon; that the civilized world must 
be relieved from this frightful incu
bus; that peace, however achieved, is 
a paramount necessity of civilization. 
There is also visible, however, even 
in peaceful neutral communities, a 
feeling that the war ought not to be 
allowed to end until Germany shall 
have been made to suffer the humilia
tion suited to a government which, for 
its own ambitious purposes and under 
the domination of a military cabal, had 
provoked such a conflict; whose viola
tion of treaty, contempt for the rec
ognized rules of modern war, burning 
of captured cities, exaction of tribute, 
use of poisonous gases, and murder of 
non-combatants on the seas, had cre
ated a situation in which mere restora
tion of the status quo ante bcllum would 
be mockery. 

Looking at the situation from yet 
another point of view, financial and 
industrial markets have seemed to 

change their a t t i t u d e re
peatedly. During the first 
five or six months of war, 
when the whole economic 

world was paralyzed under the influ
ence of the sudden cataclysm, the sin-

gle opinion seemed to be that nothing 
could set things right but speedy re
turn of peace. Presently, however, 
the powerful neutral states began to 
discover their own exceptional eco
nomic advantages. New York received 
from London its temporarily aban
doned sceptre of economic leadership. 
The world's supply of capital gravi
tated to America. Our gold supply, 
our business activities, our export 
trade, rose to unprecedented magni
tude. The foreign exchanges moved 
in a spectacular way in favor of New 
York; then, and perhaps even more 
emphatically, in favor of the other 
great neutral market, Amsterdam. 

The word was passed about that our 
prosperity was bound up with the Eu
ropean War, and that what we had 
most to fear, by way of a check to that 
prosperity, was the return of peace. A 
very exceptional confusion of judg
ment has been the result. On the 
Stock Exchange, whose action is com
monly supposed to reflect the opinion 
of intelligent business men, prices 
would advance one day on military 
news which seemed to indicate short
ening of the war, and break sharply 
the next day on rumors of peace ne
gotiations. All this made the stock-
market as perplexing a measure of the 
real situation as were the battle news 
and the several War Office bulletins, 
in a month when the furious fighting 
around Verdun alternated with reports 
of tentative proposals to end the war. 
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TTHE "peace rumors" have them
selves been confusing. In the 

nature of the case, overtures for peace 
have to be of the most roundabout and 
unofficial character; because any gov

ernment that should pub
licly and officially ask what 
terms would be acceptable 
to its antagonists would 

thereby suggest on its own part mili
tary weakness or weariness of war. 
There is little doubt, however, that an 
effort at opening peace negotiations 
was made through Austria and the 
Vatican last August. That was im
mediately after the Austro-German 
army had defeated Russia in the Car
pathians and had crossed the Russian 
border. 

In official Petrograd, it was very 
positively stated at the time that offers 
of a separate peace had been made by 
Germany to Russia. The report of 
simultaneous overtures, through Aus
tria and the Vatican to the other Allies, 
drew forth the French premier's dec
laration to the deputies, in August, 
that recovery of Alsace-Lorraine and 
Belgium was the irreducible minimum. 
I t is practically certain that in Decem
ber, when the defeat of Servia had 
been made complete, Prince von Bue-
low endeavored to arrange some basis 
of negotiation in Switzerland. Both 
the French and English ministries then 
re-stated to their respective parlia
ments the ultimatum of the Allies; 
which was such as to render the Ger
man suggestions wholly unworkable. 

On neither of those occasions did 
the Stock Exchanges take the matter 
seriously. Because of the huge prof
its earned, through Europe's orders for 
war munitions, by various incorporat
ed American companies, the New York 
stock-market has appeared at times to 
regard the prospect of a sudden end 

to war as an unfavorable influence on 
values. In particular, the somewhat 
obscure incident of last March—in 
which it certainly appeared that the 
German chancellor voluntarily out
lined, to our ambassador at Berlin, the 
terms of peace which would be accept
able to Germany—was reflected quite 
unmistakably on the Stock Exchange, 
where prices of the "war munitions 
shares" fell 5 to 40 per cent within a 
very few days on the report of that 
interview. The violence of this re
sponse was in part attributable to the 
mistaken inference that Berlin had 
actually asked our government's me
diation. But it also had its basis in 
the growing belief that, whether or not 
such action had been taken, some ne
gotiation of the sort could not be long 
delayed. 

It was recognized, even by the Stock 
Exchange, that with the battle of Ver
dun still raging, with Germany still 
torpedoing passenger-ships and threat
ening a new programme of attack, and 
with signs beginning to multiply, after 
Von Tirpitz's recall in March, of a 
breach between the civil government 
and the Admiralty (the German peo
ple's sympathies being uncertain), the 
moment was not auspicious. Nor did 
the chancellor's reported outline of 
terms acceptable to Germany—resto
ration of Belgium, but a war indem
nity from France, return of the con
quered German colonies, and reversion 
to the territorial status quo of July, 
1914—impress many minds as a work
able initiative. Nevertheless, the idea 
persisted that Europe as a whole must 
very soon move in some way for resto
ration of peace—not alone because of 
the steadily increasing severity of the 
economic strain, but because it is be
coming more clearly understood how 
greatly each additional year of war 

(Continued on page 50, following) 
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Rag Room Fire Saves $100,000 
A S T A T E M E N T BY N. T. PULSIFER 
PRESIDENT OF VALENTINE & COMPANY 

THE simple fact that nipping all fires in the 
bud also nips all premiums in the bud 
saved me and my associates in various 

business enterprises a big fortune in insurance 
expense, and no one knows how much it saved us 
from losing by fire." 

The story follows: 
THE PAPER MILL 

" Twenty odd years ago I was President of the 
Oakland Paper Company at Manchester, Con
necticut. We were paying a fire insurance rate 
of about $2.00 then, and it was still the fashion 
in those days for paper and textile factories to 
burn down about once in so often—sooner or later 
a fire was sure to get you—Grinnell Systems then 
being rather new. 

"The insurance companies, intent on reduc
ing risks, offered us a 30-cent rate if we would 
install sprinklers and, of course, we jumped at it. 

"The saving totalled enough to pay for the 
sprinklers over and over again every few years. 

"When it came our turn to have a confla
gration, the blaze appeared in the rag room—a 
nasty place for it as every paper-man knows— 
but the Grinnell System had the fire squelched 
long before we were ready to begin fighting. 

"The loss was nothing. 
"Work in the factory was not even halted. 
''That rag- room fire solved my in

surance problems forever, because I 
then saw why insurance rates drop 
in the presence of such protection. 

THE ELECTRIC COMPANY 

"A few years later, when the 
Mather Electric Company of Man
chester, Conn., was founded to manu
facture electrical machinery and to 
furnish light to the town, the ques
tion came up—' What would happen 
to our franchises, etc., if our plant 
burned up and left the town in dark
ness and we were unable to deliver 
light as per contract?' 

"We answered that question with 
sprinklers, and our insurance fell 
from 84,000 to $400 per annum, saving us money 
and relieving us from anxiety, making the System 
a fat investment on that account alone. 

This is the Grinnell 
sprinkler-head — the 
efficient little sentinel 
that has saved over 
$400,000,000 of indus
trial property from fire 
during the last thirty 
years. 

VALENTINE CHICAGO FACTORY 

"Some time ago Valentine & Company de
cided to install the Grinnell Sprinkler System in 
their Chicago varnish plant. We were paying at 
the rate of $1.05 and it was costing us $3,483 a 
year. After the Grinnells were installed, our rate 
dropped to $.26, saving us over $2,100 a year 
net—a good return on a system that only cost 
us about $12,000. 

VALENTINE NEW YORK FACTORY 

"Our New York factory was unprotected. 
It was an old plant in part (our business is 
nearly a hundred years old) and we were con
stantly enlarging it, to take care of the rapid 
growth of our famous waterproof varnish— 
Valspar. 

"So we waited for the plant to be remodeled 
before installing the Grinnell, but there were al
ways more changes in sight. 

"Finally, after we had let thousands of dol
lars get away from us in high premiums, we 
abruptly cut procrastination off short and told 
the General Fire people to go in and make us safe. 
I, for one, breathed easier. The destruction of 
that plant was the one calamity that could de
moralize our business. 

"Altogether, in these four cases of leaks that 
have been plugged within my own 
personal business experience, the sav
ing thus far accrued must be now-
approaching the hundred thousand 
dollar mark, with still more to come 
regularly. And I thank the rag room 
fire for teaching me the value of 
Grinnell Sprinklers. 

"Most men never learn this les
son because they look upon the 
whole question of fire insurance 
rates as a complex and technical 
subject; they avoid the subject and 
thus fail to discover the leakage. 
They leave it to their insurance 
agents and pay the bills. 

"The agent rarely considers it his 
province to suggest radical reforms 
of building construction, etc., to re

duce the fire hazard and the rate. He buys the 
insurance as cheaply as he can and refrains from 
hinting at mismanagement or change. 
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The fire broke out in the rag room, filled with bins of loose rags and big bags 
stuffed with rags—a nasty place for afire to start as every paper manufacturer knows. 

" I was glad to see the General Fire get our 
latest contract for the Brooklyn plant. If our ex
perts had reported in favor of some other sprin
kler, the burden of proof would have been on 
them, but when they said 'Grinnel l ' we were all 
satisfied that the selection was all right. 

" I like the idea of your System being factory-
assembled to design and all ready to hang up 
and connect, so tha t it can be installed without 
disturbance to the operation of the p lant . " 

(All of the above was contained in a recent 
letter written by Mr. Pulsifer to The General 
Fire Extinguisher Co.) 

The Chamber of Commerce of Harrisburg, Pa. , 
recently sent out a letter which s tar ted this way: 

" Harrisburg Business Men, Manufacturers 
and Bankers:— 

" The man who does not have a complete auto

matic sprinkler equipment in his store or fac
tory has only himself to blame if he is ruined 
by fire." 

And the letter ended this way: 
" If anybody tries to dissuade you from instal

ling sprinklers, please let the Chamber of Com
merce controvert their mistaken suggestions. If 
you don ' t know how to go about installing sprin
klers, let us tell you." 

Let us tell you, Mr. Reader, how to go about it. 
Sprinkler savings in your own" case are readily 

ascertainable. Have you ever had the figures 
before you? 

Write—now—to the General Fire Extin
guisher Company, 287 West Exchange Street, 
Providence, R. I., asking for a copy of the Grin
nell Information Blank. We will gladly submit 
estimates and proposals, without cost or obliga
tion on your part . 
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Victrola 
The instrument of the 
world's greatest artists I t is natural that in the musical world there should be singers and 

instrumentalists whose transcendent art places them in the forefront of 
their profession. 

These artists have attained their commanding' positions by reason of 
their superb artistry, and it is no mere coincidence tha t they have 
chosen the Victrola as the instrument to carry their sublime 
art into the home with the utmost fidelity. JSiJStk 

The Victrola is the greatest of all 
musical instruments not only because 
it brings you the exact renditions of the 
world's famous artists, but because it 
has through sheer merit and through 
world-wide recognition by millions of 
music-lovers earned this high honor 
the artists have conferred upon it. 

Any Victor dealer will gladly show you the com
plete line of Victors and Victrolas—$10 to $400—and 
play the music you know and like best. 

Victor Talk ing M a c h i n e Co . 
Camden, N. J., U. S. A. 

Berliner C.ramophone Co, , Montreal, Canadian Distributors 

Important warning. Victor Records 
can be safely and satisfactorily played only 
with Victor Needles or Tunga-tone 
Stylus on Victors or Victrolas. Victor 
Records cannot be safely played on ma-
Chines with jeweled or other reproducing 
points. 

New Victor Records demonstrated at all the dealers on the 28th of each m o n t h 
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ANSCO 
CAMERAS & SPEEDEX FILM 

1A Folding Ansco. 
Picture. 21 .xi1 i inches. 
Prices, S16, S17.50. 521. 
522.50. 

Your photographic reminder of a big out
door event will mar the memory of the 
occasion if an important part of the scene 
is chopped off. 

Wi th the N o . 1A Folding Ansco this cannot 
happen. T h e exact radius finder shows you 
the image just as it will appear on the film. 
It prevents the disappointment of discover
ing on development that the most-wanted 
part is missing. 

T h i s is only one of t h e m a n y exclusive 
Ansco features which make this camera so 
efficient. Ansco Speedex Film and Cyko 

Paper produce the best results with this 
^ or any other camera. Catalog 
P ^ ^ , from your dealer or us free 

upon request. Wri te us for 
specimen picture. 
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Comfort Tires, Protected Against Blow-out 
the rubber gives; the tire literally 
absorbs road obstructions. 

This insures against stone-bruise, 
rupture, and the blow-outs—immedi
ate or subsequent—which follow these 
injuries. 

Naturally such a tire has long life, 
gives great mileage, and causes little 
delay and annoyance. 

And it permits high speeds with 
comfort. It has wonderful coasting 
qualities. It saves power. It increases 
gasoline mileage. 

In t h e H u d s o n H i l l c o a s t i n g 
test, Goodyear Cord Tires averaged 
177 feet farther than ordinary cord tires 
on the same car; and reached a maxi
mum speed of 36 miles per hour. 

Of the fifteen Franklin cars which 
recorded better than 40 miles per gallon 
of gasoline in the fuel economy test 
last May, ten were equipped with 
Goodyear Cord Tires. A.nd these 
tires made the three highest marks— 
55 miles, 53 miles, and 51.8 miles per 
gallon of gasoline. 

Their great oversize, uniting the 
added cushion of an increased air-
volume with the in-built cushion, resil
ience, and easy-running of our cord 
construction, makes the Goodyear 
Cord the tire of utmost comfort. 

Goodyear No-Hook Cord Tires, 
in the 32x4, 36x4*3 and 3/x5-inch 
sizes, have 23 to 35 per cent more air 
space than regulation Q. D. Clincher 
tires of corresponding inch-sizes. 

In spite of the higher prices neces
sary for these tires, because of their 
construction and their oversize, users 
seldom change to other tires. 

Increasing sales shotO that car owners 
believe the extra value, and the extra 
luxury, security and durability of these 
tires, more than offset the difference 
in price. 

Ask the nearest Goodyear Service 
Station Dealer for Goodyear Cord 
Tires. 

Tke Goodyear Tire & Rubber 
Company 

Akron. Ohio 

All-Weather and 
Ribbed Treads, 
double thick, for 
rea r and front 
wheels. Note the 
deep, sharp All-
Weather grips. 
They resist skid
ding. They give 
great traction. 
No-Hook and Q. D. 
Clincher types, for 
gasoline and elec
tric cars. 
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G O O D Y E A R C o r d 
Tires were cKosen as 
standard equipment 
for Peerless cars be
cause they offer veiy 
d e f i n i t e a n d v e r y 
valuable advantages. 

Since these advantages result m 
unusual mileage and service, freedom 
from tire worry, and great comfort, 
they are well worth critical attention 
from owners of pne cars. 

It is almost impossible for Good* 
year Cord Tires to stone-bruise and 
blow out, because of their extreme 
flexibility. 

This comes from their construction, 
which also makes them extremely 
lively, speedy and responsive. 

Strong, pliable cords—placed loosely 
side by side in diagonal layers—are 
cushioned in strong, stretchy rubber. 
Having no binding cross-weave, they 
are allowed great freedom of move
ment. 

So, under impact, the cords flex, 
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On every out-of-doors day— 

KODAK 
EASTMAN KODAK C O M P A N Y 

Catalog free at your dealer's, 
or by mail. R O C H E S T E R , N . Y. , The Kodak City. 
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The Kingdom of the Subscriber 
In the development of the telephone 

system, the subscriber is the dominant 
factor. His ever-growing requirements 
inspire invention, lead to endless sci
entific research, and make necessary 
vast improvements and extensions. 

Neither brains nor money are spared 
to build up the telephone plant, to 
amplify the subscriber's power to the 
limit. 

In the Bell System you have the 
most complete mechanism in the 
world for communication. It is ani
mated by the broadest spirit of service, 
and you dominate and control it in the 
double capacity of the caller and the 
called. The telephone cannot think and 
talk for you, but it carries your thought 
where you will. It is yours to use. 

Without the co-operation of the 
subscriber, all that has been done to 
perfect the system is useless and prop
er service cannot be given. For exam
ple, even though tens of millions were 
spent to build the Transcontinental 
Line, it is silent if the man at the 
other end fails to answer. 

The telephone is essentially demo
cratic; it carries the voice of the child 
and the grown-up with equal speed 
and directness. And because each 
subscriber is a dominant factor in the 
Bell System, Bell Service is the most 
democratic that could be provided for 
the American people. 

It is not only the implement of the 
individual, but it fulfills the needs of. 
all the people. 

AMERICAN TELEPHONE AND TELEGRAPH COMPANY 

A N D A S S O C I A T E D C O M P A N I E S 

One Policy One System Universal Service 
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5000 Miles j 

Ajax 
Non-Skid 

FOR 11 YEARS every Ajax Tire 
made has been guaranteed in writing 
for 5000 miles. The guarantee is in 
black and white, time-tried and tested. 

11th Year 
FOR 11 YEARS, while other manu
facturers were claiming quality, we 
have been and are guaranteeing it; 
hence the demand for Ajax Tires 
that has kept our factories working 
24 hours daily since 1911. 

Ajax Rubber Company, Inc. 
1796-1798 Broadway " N e w York 

Atlanta Chicago Denver Indianapolis Minneapolis 
Boston Cleveland Des Moines Kansas City, Mo. Philadelphia 
Brooklyn Dallas _ Detroit Los Angeles Portland, Ore. 

San Francisco Seattle 
F a c t o r i e s : T R E N T O N , N . J. 
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The 

LOCOMOBILE COMPANY 

OF AMERICA 

ANNOUNCES: 

I~\ series of Oix Cylinder Cars, fashionably low 

in appearance, quickly responsive fo power demands, sweet-

running, and restful. 

JL/ocomoDue Coach Work equips die perfected 

Chassis widi a beautiful body, individual in detail, and finish, 

and of any desired style. 

JL hese luxurious cars are expensive, but having 

the finest materials and workmanship, are undeniably superior, 

and being produced in small quantities, are exclusive. 

The B O O K OF THE LOCOMOBILE 

IS available to those interested in fine cars. 
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The FRANKLIN CAR 

OONE of the most inter
esting things in the 
whole automobile sit

uation is the type of men who 
own and drive Franklin Cars. 

T h e list of Franklin owners 
shows a most remarkable aver
age as to substantial rating and 
strong position in affairs. 

T h e typical Franklin owner 
is a successful man who thinks 

for himself: and who owes his 
place in the world to his habit 
of getting the facts and using 
his own judgment. 

T h e point we make is that 
the Franklin owner as a rule 
is a man who can afford any 
price car. H e sees in the Frank
lin the best use of his money— 
and his whole habit of life has 
taught him to seek efficiency. 

Every practical-minded motorist should read the new book, " W h y the Average 
Motor i s t ' s Dollar is Sh r ink ing . " Send us your name on a post card for a copy. 

FRANKLIN AUTOMOBILE COMPANY, Syracuse, N, Y. 
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Here Are the Facts About 

REG U S PAT. 

THE RATIONAL 
TREATMENT 
CONSTIPATION 

STANDARD OIL COMPANY 

OOUR b o o k l e t , " T h e 
Rational Treatment of 
C o n s t i p a t i o n , " s u m 

marizes briefly some of the 
facts w h i c h doc to r s have 
learned about constipation—-
what causes it, and why the 
use of Nujol as an internal 
lubricant is an effective method 
of treatment. 

Casual dosing with laxatives 
and cathartics is an extremely 
unwise way of dealing with 
a disorder which is so full of 
potential dangers as is consti
pation. 

If you are interested in learning the facts about a 
far saner and safer treatment, you should have this 
booklet. Clip and mail the attached coupon. 
Most druggists carry Nujol , which is sold only in pint bottles 
packed in cartons bearing the Nujol trademark. If your drug
gist does not carry Nujol , we will send you a pint bottle prepaid 
to any point in the United States on receipt of 75 cents—money 
order or stamps. 

NEW JER3Ff 

S T A N D A R D OIL C O M P A N Y 
(New Jersey) 

B A Y O N N E 
Approved by Dr. Harvey W. Wiley, 
Director of Good Housekeeping Bu
reau of Foods, Sanitation and Health. 

NEW JERSEY 

/ 
s Standard 

/ Oil Company 
/ (New Jersey) 

* Bayonne, New Jersey 
D e p t . 8 

/ Please send your booklet, The 
/ Rational Treatment of Constipa-

/ tion.'* 

/ II / 

/ 
Street and No,. 

City and State. 
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hativer ar ye doiri ,Pat, sticking tKat dollar bill doon that crack? 
"Why, I dropt a dime, an ' I'm making it worth m e whi le to pull up the plank." 
Buying another tire of the s a m e m a k e to save the a l lowance due on an undelivered 
guarantee is a very similar performance. 

Kelly - Springfield 
Automobile T i re s - H a n d M a d e 
OOUR tires are guaranteed for 5,000, 

6,000 and 7,500 miles. They needn't 
be, for it doesn't do you any partic

ular good save in the rarest instances. Cases 
when Kelly-Springfield tires fail to yield their 
guaranteed mileage are nearly as scarce as hen's 
teeth. 

But the buying public expects a guarantee 
when it buys a tire, and we're willing to con
cede that to its prejudices. 

Normally, Kelly-Springfield tires yield 8,000 
to 10,000 miles—often 12,000 or more. IWhy 
shouldn't we be willing to guarantee 5,000 
miles or more, if it makes any one 
any happier ? 

If there were any doubt of them 
yielding 5,000 miles, we would only 
guarantee them for 4,000 miles, or 
even less. W e are not selling guar
antees ; we are selling tire serv
ice. We don't want bickering over 
guarantees; we want satisfied cus
tomers only. 

Once you buy a Kelly-Springfield 

tire, you keep right on using them. You 
forget about mileage, guarantees, or anything 
else but service. 

Tha t ' s why we are embarrassed by orders 
we cannot supply; why users order their tires 
before they actually need them. 

W e don't like to disappoint loyal customers, 
but we can't increase the production of hand
made tires overnight. 

W e never have made machine-made tires. 
W e have always built in mileage by hand. 
T h e tires cost more, but they're worth it. 

Ask any Kelly-Springfield user 
about the service they give, but 
don't expect to get Kelly-Springfield 
tires without ordering them in ad
vance— unless you're born lucky. 

Kelly-Springfield T i re Co. 
Factories in A k r o n and Wooster , Ohio 

Executive Offices: 
Broadway and 57th St . , New York 

JfJ^if/i Sen J ten ants for the neiv game, 
^JWR? "Going to Market" 
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"A Blue Bird 
for 

Happiness 

Something of the sky and air, as the blue birds w i n g their w a y across it, is caught upon the cover 
o f this n e w W h i t m a n ' s spring-time package. T h e Dresden box is wh i te as a b i l l owy cloud. T h e birds 
are hand-painted upon it. N o lettering is visible. It wou ld be a dull eye, indeed, that wou ld not respond 
to this lightsome picture w i t h a l itt le thril l o f gladness. 

N o name is so rich in the promise of good candy as Wh i tman ' s . A n d in this package W h i t m a n ' s is to 
be tasted in most delectable form. Y o u have your choice o f chocolates or confect ions—in either event you 
are certain o f a " r ight royal feast for your tongue.'' 

One dollar and twenty-f ive cents the pound, in one, t w o , or three pound boxes. A Wh i tman ' s 
Agent (usually the leading drug store) near you w i l l have this package. I f he has not, send us your 
order w i t h directions for fo rward ing . 

Ask the Agent or us for our book : " Wh i tman ' s for Every Occasion." 

S T E P H E N F. W H I T M A N &• S O N . INC., P H I L A D E L P H I A , U. S. A . 

Makers of Whitman 's Instantaneous Chocolate, Cocoa and Marshmallow Whip 

"Acid-Moutb"(t£S) or Pebeco ( * £ • ) -
which do you choose? You can't have both. 

PEBECO 
TOOTH PASTE 
Ten-Day Trial Tube mailed Free upon request. 
Address Lehn & Fink, 116 William St., New York 
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THE white room has a 
genial atmosphere that 
induces happiness. Vit-

ralite, the Long-Life White 
Enamel, creates wainscoting, 
doors, and casements of the 
unrivalled whiteness found in 
Wedgewood ware. 

Like fine porcelain, Vitralite re
mains through the years, a whi te , 
unbroken surface. 

Vitralite is easily applied and 
readily washed and cleaned. It is 
unharmed by strenuous cleansing. 

" 6 1 " F loorVarnish , like Vitralite, 
is impervious to water and proves 
its quality under the most persistent 
wear. 

"On a shining, shonvery morn" 

Free Book and Sample Panels 
finished with Vitralite and " 6 1 " 
sent on request. 

The. quality of P. if L. Varnish Products has 
always been their strongest truarantee. Our estab
lished policy is full satisfaction or money refunded, 

Pra t t & L a m b e r t V a r n i s h P r o d u c t s a re u sed 
by p a i n t e r s , specif ied by a r c h i t e c t s , and sold 
by pa in t and h a r d w a r e d e a l e r s e v e r y w h e r e . 

Pratt & Lambert-Inc. 
Varnish Makers 6 7 Years 

141 T o n a w a n d a St. , Buffalo, N . Y . 
8 7 Courtwright St . ,Bridgeburg, Canada 

"61" 
i — - Ft—J -

FLOOR 

VARNISH 
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STYLE IN SUMMER 
Y O U N G men who like it; who want light mate
rials and new colors — silks, mohairs, Dixie 

Weaves; who appreciate novel designs in sport coats, 
will find a wonderful choice in our clothes. 

Hart Schaffner & Marx 
Chicago Good Clothes Makers New York 
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AShilling in London 
A Quarter Here 

- at good places 
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Pure Dye 

Men's Pure Silk, 5oc; 
Women's, j5c, $1.00 
and $l.5o Per Pair. 

t/i/ose qfjuocite 
T H E S E prices buy HOSE of 
LUXITE, made of pure Jap
anese silk, 12 strands to the 

thread. Much silk hosiery at these 
pr icescontainsbut6and8-strandsi lk 

To give that kind desired weight the 
makers load the dyes with metallic com
pounds. But this soon destroys fine threads 
and brings holes. Only experts can detect 
it. And caution in buying hosiery wa 
never more imperative than now that for

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

eign disturbances have increased the use 
of make-shiits in manufacturing. 

Your safeguard lies in HOSE of LUXITE. It requires 
no loading. HOSE of LUXITE is superbly rich and lus
trous, due to trie fine, close stitcking, Bnd our liberal use 
of choice materials and pure dye. It comes from the 
•wash as shapely and shimmering as new. 

This fashionable hosiery is also made of Lusterized 
Lisle, and of Gold-Ray, the new scientific silk. T h e 
fine lisle top resists garter strain. T h e high spliced heel 
and toe are extra reinforced. 

Ask your favorite store to furnish vcu HOSE of 
LUXITE. Prices as low as 25c for Men , Women and 
Children. W e ship direct postpaid, if your dealer fails 
to supply you. Write for local dealers names and free 
book about HOSE of LUXITE. 

LUXITE TEXTILES, INCORPORATED, 531 Fowler Street, Milwaukee, Wisconsin 
New York Chicago San Francisco Liverpool 

Makers of High-Qrade Hosiery Since 1875 
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C h a r a c t e r 
is tangibly revealed in 
every a t t r ibu te of a 
Starr Piano. In tone— 
design — finish, in fact, 
in all those refinements 
which contribute to the 
greatest satisfaction of 
the owner, the individ
uality of the Starr pro
claims one's discrimi
nating taste. 

THE 
STARR 
PIANO 

The new Gamma model 
Refreshingly simple in design 
yet distinct in its purity and 
volume of tone, a note-worthy 
charac ter i s t ic of even the 
smaller instruments of the 
Starr line. Four feet three 
inches in height. Price $350, 
freight and handling extra. 
May we send you illustrations 
of the complete Starr line? 

The Starr Piano Company, 300 S. 1st St, Richmond, Ind. 
STARR, RICHMOND, TRAYSER. REMINGTON 

GRAND. UPRIGHT AND PLAYER PIANOS 
THE STARR PHONOGRAPH 

The Starr Library of Perforated Music Rolls The Starr Libraries of Phonograph Records 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 



THE FINANCIAL WORLD 

(Continued from page 650) 

must now prolong the period of re
cuperation after war, and postpone the 
recovery by Europe of her trade with 
the outside world. 

WWE shall hear much more of these 
aspects of the matter before 

next winter. But how is the conflict 
to be ended? Until some convincing 
answer can be made to that practical 

question, the financial world 
will not begin to prepare in 
earnest for post-bellum con
ditions. Every one under

stands how peace is brought about 
when one belligerent is completely 
overwhelmed. The ending of the 
Franco-Prussian War, after only seven 
months of fighting, followed inevitably 
on the military collapse of France. 
The provisional French Government 
asked for terms, and had to take what 
Prussia granted. 

All efforts of the larger European 
Powers, to intervene or mediate in 
the Balkan War of 1913, accomplished 
no more than a temporary truce be
tween the Balkan states and Turkey; 
it was only when the Balkan allies 
attacked one another, and when Bul
garia, rendered helpless by Rumania's 
armed intervention on the side of 
Servia, herself asked peace-at Bucha
rest, that the war was definitely ter
minated. The Boer War, like our own 
Civil War, ended with the complete 
defeat of one antagonist, the disinte
gration of his forces, and the people's 
acceptance of the terms laid down 
by the victorious government. In the 
50 

Crimean War of 1856, as in the Russo-
Turkish War of 1878, the defeated bel
ligerent asked for terms of peace. 

Not one of these episodes gives a 
precedent for the present case of Eu
rope, in which no belligerent is yet 
defeated, except the two small Allies, 
Belgium and Servia. If we look for 
precedent (as we have had to do so 
often in this war) to the long Napo
leonic conflict, it is even more diffi
cult to get light. The "Coalition" of 
England, Russia, Austria, and Sweden 
against Napoleonic France in 1805, 
with Prussia included later, was three 
times broken by a temporary peace im
posed by Napoleon on one or more of 
the Allies—on Austria after Austerlitz, 
in 1805; on Russia and Prussia after 
Friedland, in 1807; on Austria again 
after Wagram, in 1809. 

The German Government appears to 
have attempted the similar detaching 
of one or more members from the coa
lition of 1914. Overtures separately 
made to Belgium, to Russia, and pos
sibly to Servia, did not succeed; they 
were foreseen by the Allies in their for
mal and solemn pledge, at the begin
ning of hostilities, that none of them 
would make peace except with the 
knowledge and consent of its allies. 
But even in the campaigns of a cen
tury ago, none of the separate truces 
ended the war. England never made 
peace with France between 1803 and 
1815. Each of the Continental states 
which accepted Napoleon's terms of 
peace during that interval was in arms 
against him again a few years later. 
The conflict as a whole did not end 
until the downfall of Napoleon. 

Historic 
Precedents 
for Peace 
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IF, finally, one looks for precedent to 
a modern instance of admittedly suc

cessful neutral mediation, the Treaty 
of Portsmouth, by which 
in 1905 the Russo-Japanese 
War was ended, might per
haps be thought to present 
analogy with the existing 
situation. Our own gov

ernment's successful offer of mediation 
is certainly believed to have been made 
at the request of one belligerent, and 
it was promptly accepted by the other. 

Yet even in that notable case, what
ever rnay have been Japan's economic 
necessities (and the record has by no 
means proved them to have been ur
gent), the larger influence in promot
ing a settlement was the pressure ap
plied to Russia by the Paris bankers 
who were financing her war expendi
ture. Their growing uneasiness over 
the signs, not only of economic diffi
culties but of coming political collapse 
in Russia—which, as a matter of fact, 
occurred only a few months later—was 
a paramount force in bringing the two 
antagonists together. There is no one 
to apply such outside pressure to the 
present belligerents; they are financing 
the war themselves, and neither side is 
exhausted. 

The precedent of history, then, has 
not greatly helped prophetic judgment 
on this present occasion, either with 
public men or with financial markets. 
It cannot be said that the Stock Ex
change—to which, from long habit, the 
world still looks for signs of such com
ing events—has given any convincing 
indication that the large financial in
terests are looking for an early peace. 
But that is not the only source of 
perplexity. Among experienced finan
ciers, it is a matter of dispute how the 
return of peace, or even the definite 
prospect of it, will affect the position 
even in neutral countries. 

(Continued on page 52) 

Investing Money 
on Earning 

Power 
Income—earning power—is the 
first test to be applied to any 
property in considering it as se
curity for an investment. It is 
the first test or the experienced 
bond buyer in investigating a rail
road or public utility issue, and it 
likewise should be the first test 
in loaning money on real estate. 

Newly improved, well located 
city real estate earns an ample in
come and naturally forms the best 
of security for an investment. 
W h e n the assured yearly income 
from such property is sufficient 
to meet the interest on the loan, 
to amortize or pay off about 5 % 
of the principal sum, and to leave 
a sufficient surplus, the invest
ment is well protected. 

This is one of our chief require
ments under the Straus Plan of 
safeguarding investments on real 
estate. Under this plan, we pur
chase entire issues of first mort
gage real estate bonds direct from 
the mortgagors, after careful in
vestigation, ana sell them, sur
rounded by thorough safeguards, 
direct to the investing public. 

The success of our plan is shown 
by the fact that no investor has 
ever lost a dollar of principal or 
interest on any security pur
chased of us since this H o use 
was founded, 34 years ago. 

If you wish a safe investment 
yielding 5 2 to 6,0 interest, 
•write today tor 

Circular N o . E-678 

S.W.STRAUS & CO. 
STRAUS BUILDING I 150 B R O A D W A Y 

C H I C A G O _ L NEW YORK 
DETROIT-MINNEAPOLIS 

!'•;,li. Jlh.lllli;!!!;1-."!!!.;;!:!!!!!: !H'illl'ii"! Ill I'lh " • • • • ,i!!i ll'-'ll 

The Pres
sure of 
French 
Bankers on 
the Russo-
Japanese 
Peace 
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(Continued from page 51) 

OOPINION, so far as it seems to 
have been formulated, is framed 

along two wholly divergent lines of 
reasoning. According to one of them, 
this war is itself so immense a calam
ity, both political and eco
nomic, that its ending must 
introduce financial recovery 
throughout the world. To 
American commerce it would reopen 
the blockaded ports of Europe; in 
behalf of American finance it would 
avert the conceivable forced sale in our 
markets of the one or two thousand 
millions of American securities still 
owned in Europe. I t would remove at 
once the overhanging possibility of the 
European conflict taking a desperate
ly destructive turn, or of the United 
States itself being dragged into war. 

This being so, a spontaneous out
burst of relief ought to govern events 
throughout the economic world. Neu
tral countries would emerge from a 
period of long suspense—without the 
prospect of that aftermath of econom
ic exhaustion which belligerent Europe 
must undergo, with abundant material 
resources of their own in hand, and 
with the certainty that Europe must 
depend on their productive resources 
for physical rehabilitation. 

As against this cheerful forecast, it 
is asserted by people of the opposite 
opinion that trade, even in the neutral 
states, is at present supported by the 
military demands of belligerent Eu
rope. Not only must those activities 
cease instantly with the ending of war, 
but the fictitious character of the buy
ing demand will at once become evi
dent. European governments will be 
overloaded with debt and the Euro
pean people crushed with taxes. How, 
then, will either of them be able to pay 
for American exports ? No European 
state can long postpone the reform of 
its inflated paper currency, or the re-

A Golden Opportunity 
for Copper Stockholders 

1 The era of unprecedented prosperity that 
copper companies are now enjoying is being 
reflected by the majority of them in increased 
dividends and extra disbursements. 
tjj As a consequence, never in the history of 
the industry have investors had such an op
portunity, as that presented at this time, to 
capitalize money put into copper securities, 
not alone from the standpoint of dividends, 
but market profits as well. 
^ Free statistical Copper Book sent upon 
request, together with circular giving list of 
the best purchases among the dividend-pay
ing coppers. Ask for 1 4 - S C , including 
booklet explaining 

"The Twenty Payment Plan" 

SLATTERY & CO. 
Investment Securities 

(Established 1908) 
40 E x c h a n g e P l a c e N e w Y o r k 

First Lien 7% Tax Free 

BONDS 
ISSUED BY 

C i t i e s of C a l i f o r n i a 

FOR THE 

I m p r o v e m e n t of S t r e e t s 

First Lien on real estate assessed for 5 to 10 
times the bonds, taking precedence over mort
gages, judgments, and all private liens; superior to 
mortgages as a lien and as to the amount of real 
estate security; issued under a State Act, and 
validity approved by best legal authority. 

Offered in amounts of $100, $500, $1000. 
and upwards. Principal payable January, 1919 
to 1925; interest payable January and July. 

Write for Circular S. 5, and prices 

Oakland Street Improvement 
Bond Co. 

Syndicate Building, Oakland, California 

W h a t P e a c e 
Would 
Bring to 
Amer ican 
Commerce 
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Violent 
Readjust 
ment of 
Prices 

moval of those emergency expedients 
in credit whereby general insolvency 
was avoided in the preliminary strain 
on credit when the war began. But 
that is a process of contraction which, 
as a good deal of experience has 
taught, will aggravate hard times. 

FFURTHERMORE, although prices 
of American commodities have not 

been inflated by depreciated currency 
in the United States, every one of our 
products used in war (such as copper, 

lead, zinc, and probably 
steel) has been abnormally 
enhanced in price by the 
military demand—some

times ioo or 150 per cent from the 
prices of 1914. Those markets will 
have to face violent readjustment; 
prices for the same metals fell 30 to 50 
per cent in the first year after Water
loo, although their use for munition 
purposes had been far less extensive 
then than now. All home industries 
using such materials would have a 
more or less similar experience to un
dergo. 

Demand for our wheat has undoubt
edly been kept up by the blockade, 
during nearly two years, of wheat ex
ports from Russia, a country which 
produces o n e - f o u r t h of the whole 
world's wheat crop. But Odessa and 
Riga would be reopened at once to the 
wheat-consuming world. Not least of 
all, our manufacturers, responding to 
the unprecedented demands of Europe, 
have invested immense sums of capital 
in plants to produce munitions of war. 
That trade will practically end with 
the war. The companies and their 
shares (whose prices have been put up 
200 to 1,200 per cent on the Stock Ex
change) must come back to a normal 
basis, with great incidental disturb
ance. These considerations, it is usu
ally pointed out, are independent of 

ARE YOU GOING 
ABROAD? 

WE CAN FURNISH 

Life and Accident 
Insurance 

Write for information describing our Service 
SAMUELS, CORNWALL & STEVENS 

84 Wil l iam St . , N. Y. 

LLOYDS, NEW YORK 
S a m u e l s , Cornwal l & Stevens, At to rneys 

(Continued on page 54) 

6% Farm Land Bonds 
So well secured 

(Property valued approximately three 
(limes bond issue.) 

By such excellently si tuated land, 
(In a widely known wheat producing 
(district, every acre being within six 
(miles of a railroad.) 

And for such a small amount 
per acre, 

(Only about one-quarter of the price 
(that similar land lias brought in this 
(section,) 

that the Inves tment is safe beyond ques
tion and suitable for investors requir
ing sound security and excellent yield. 

Ask for Circular No. 609 SC 

Peabody, 
Houghteling&Co. 
(Established 1865) 10 So. La Salle St., Chicago 
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PRACTICALLY every form of in
surance but life insurance can be 

obtained through the capable and trust
worthy agents who represent the 

INSURANCE SERVICE 
OF THE 

TWO HARTFORDS We shall be glad to send you the name of 
a reliable Hartford Agent in your vicinity 

O r e g o n W a s h i n g t o n I d a h o F a r m M o r t ^ a ^ e S 
made with our own funds after rigid examination; on - -« 
diversified, highly productive Pac. N. W- farms only, » - k 
These sound securities (farm values 3 for 1) net you V J 
Write for List CRONAN MORTGAGE COMPANY 
and Booklet V-. I \ \J 11 >*. 11 905-12 Spalding Bide., Portland. 0: 

BOOKS ON FINANCE 
ECONOMIC PREJUDICES 

B y Y V E S G U Y O T $1.00 net 

INDUSTRIAL AMERICA 
B y J. L. L A U G H L I N $1.25 net 

THE COUNTRY BANKER 
By G E O R G E R A E $1.50 net 

THE 
AMERICAN MERCHANT MARINE 

B y W I N T H R O P L. M A R V I N $2.00 net 

C H A R L E S S C R I B N E R ' S S O N S 

(Continued from page 53) 

the other disputed question, What will 
be the character of Europe's post-
bellum competition with our manufac
turing industries, whether in the home 
market or in the export trade? 

At the end of 1915, the main question 
thus disputed was put categorically 
by a New York newspaper to 26 well-
known bankers, manufacturers, econ
omists, government officials, railway 
managers, and capitalists. Of the an
swers, 14 were to the effect that Amer
ican prosperity would continue after 
peace; 10 were of the opposite opinion; 
2 were undecided. This distribution 
of opinion would perhaps reflect accu
rately enough the judgment of the 
intelligent general public. But the an
swers pointed on the whole to the in
ference that a period of much perplex
ity and unsettlement will immediately 
follow the end of the European War; a 
period, however, in which financial hes
itation will reflect rather inability to 
foresee the future clearly than confi
dent expectation of disaster. 

In that respect it will differ from the 
weeks which immediately followed out
break of the war. After this period of 
uncertainty, more or less prolonged, it 
is fairly safe to predict, notwithstand
ing the many doubts which have found 
utterance, that our own country will 
begin to recognize its genuine resources 
of economic strength. We shall then 
learn, first, how much of the American 
prosperity since 1914 arose from condi
tions not dependent on the war—and a 
very great deal of it was not thus de
pendent—and, second, how much of 
the financial prestige which came to us 
because of the war will remain with us. 

I T will be left for the longer future to 
determine what this epoch-making 

war will have meant to the economic 
world as a whole. History undoubt
edly teaches us that the settlement at 

/ More than a 
/ Million Dollars 

/ Paid to Investors 
W as interest earnings through this company. In thirty 
" years of operation the B E L C H E R Two-Fold Security 

Mortgage Plan has a record of not a dollar lost an investor. 
Inquiries gladly answered with dispatch. 

&o/Central Texas 
/ °Farm Mortgages 
W . C. BELCHER L A N D M O R T G A G E C O . 

Es tab l i shed 1 8 8 5 For t W o r t h , T e x a s 

film BOOKS!" in "in BOOKS"! i BOOKSimm J 
B If y o u a p p r e c i a t e p r o m p t a n d i n t e l l i g e n t s e r v i c e B 

I ORDER Y O U R B O O K S FROMo 
s The INTERNATIONAL BOOK COMPANY, 1328 Broadway.NewYork.U.S.A. 5 
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the end of some of the world's great 
wars has had profound influence on 

the future economic posi
tion of the nations. This 
was certainly the sequel to 
the Seven Years' War, in 

which England ousted France from the 
American and Asiatic continents; mak
ing herself, by the Peace of Paris in 
1763, mistress of the Mississippi Val
ley, of Canada and of India, and there
by changing the colonial history of the 
world. Something of the enormous 
economic prestige with which England 
emerged from that celebrated conflict 
has at times seemed to attach to Prus
sia after the war of 1871. But in that 
case, larger allowance is necessary than 
is usually made for the results of the 
German imperial unity which followed 
the victory over France, and which 
performed for the cumbersome polit
ical structure of the German states a 
good part of what the Constitution of 
1787 performed for this country. 

It is, in fact, easily possible to be 
deceived in drawing inferences of this 
character from successful wars. The 
question is not always settled by 
geography and territorial boundaries. 
Nobody seriously thinks of ascribing 
our own country's prosperity, in the 
half dozen years after 1898, to the 
acquisition of the Philippines; it would 
be much easier to prove that the in
creased prosperity of Spain during the 
same period was promoted by the 
loss of them. The addition of the im
mensely valuable Transvaal states to 
her colonial dominions, as a sequel to 
the Boer War of 1899, was followed in 
England by a period of unquestionably 
waning economic power. Japan spent 
a series of years, after her successful 
war with Russia, in a state of financial 
exhaustion. 

The truth is, that it needs exception
ally favoring circumstances to make a 

(Continued on page 56) 

How You Can 
Reinvest 

Whether your present holdings of 
securities are large or small, the in
come from them may not be sufficient 
to permit you to reinvest regularly on 
a cash basis. 

There is, however, a way—an inter
esting, intelligent and effective way— 
whereby you may reinvest regularly, 
on the Partial Payment Plan. 

It enables you to compound your 
income by compounding your invest
ments. 

Send for Booklet 17B 
" Getting on in the World " 

JohnMuir &Co. 
SPECIALISTS -IN 

Odd Lots 
Members New York Stock Exchange 
MAIN OFFICE. 61 B R O A D W A Y , N.Y. 

G o o d I n v e s t m e n t s in 

Public Utility 
Preferred Stocks 

y i e l d i n g 5% t o 8% 
and enhancement possibilities of 

Common Stocks 
Outlined in our 

C U R R E N T L E T T E R " S " 
Copy sent on request 

Williams, Troth&Coleman 
Investment Securities 

60 W A L L ST., N E W Y O R K 

CONSERVATIVE SECURITY REVIEW 
Sent on request 

C. R. BERGMANN & CO. 
Investment Securities 

66 B R O A D W A Y N E W YORK 
Telephone: Rector 1340-1341 

Will the 
Great War 
Be an 
Economic 
Calamity ? 
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The Country Home 
of Today 

*J The country home mani
fests a mellowing and ma
turing of civilization, *{\ No 
longer are we content to have 
our country homes mere stor
age places of pictures, books 
and furniture discarded from 
city houses. {̂ The country 
home is a unit, not merely in 
the relation of the exterior 
and interior to each other, 
but in their larger relation to 
the garden, the grounds, the 
walks and drives, the larger 
environment, ĵ Unless there 
be sympathy, harmony, pro
portion between the separate 
elements there is union but 
n o t un ' i ty . 11 All m u s t be 
c o n s i d e r e d as i n s e p a r a b l e 
parts of a single problem. 

The Hoggson Magazine, which will 
delight you, tells how these ends may 
be a t ta ined. One dollar per year. 
Specimen copy twenty-five cents. 

The HOGGSON 
M A G A Z I N E 

Published in the interest of harmony, 
efficiency and economy in building. 

485 Fifth Avenue, New York 

(Continued from page 55) 

great war anything but a calamity, in 
its industrial sequel, to all the combat
ants. Politically, the rearrangements 
in the Peace of Westphalia were of high 
importance; yet the Thirty Years' War 
nevertheless left the population of Ger
many reduced, according to some esti
mates, by upward of 20 per cent, and 
it was quite a century before the Ger
man states again cut any large figure 
in Europe. If the great prosperity 
of the Northern United States, in the 
half dozen years after the Civil War, is 
reckoned an exception, it must never 
be forgotten what part was played by 
the railway construction, the opening 
up of the new West, the increase in the 
country's agricultural production, the 
immense immigration—a movement 
which, in the three last years of the 
war period itself, more than equalled 
all the losses of the North in battle, 
and which was larger still on return 
of peace. 

None of these influences can possi
bly be duplicated in Europe after this 
war. They did not affect the whole of 
our own country, even at the time. 
So far had the South's economic power 
been crushed by the four-year con
flict from 1861 to 1865, that, with all 
the spur applied through the pressure 
of hard times, it was not until 1878 
that even the American cotton crop 
again reached the size of that of 1859. 
"The peace of Europe from the battle 
of Waterloo to the Crimean War," 
Thorold Rogers declares in his "Ec
onomic Interpretation of History," 
"was the peace of languor," in which 
"European nations were recovering 
from the losses which they had suffered 
for eighteen years of bloodshed." It is 
not the least of the problems, whether 
on the present occasion it will again 
require the greater part of half a cen
tury for economic Europe to get fully 
on its feet. 
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ONCE IN EVERY MAN'S LIFE 

I got one of them down. 
Then the other Yegg'hauled 
off at me with a black jack, 
but when he saw my Colt he 
dropped his sleep producer, 
threw up his hands, and beg 
ged me not to shoot. Then 
Jim the roundsman came on 
the run.Why shouldn't I think 
a lot of this Colt ? It saved 
my life and helped to break 
up the worst gang that ever 
bothered the Department." 

Write for free booklet, 
"How to Shoot"and 
Catalog No. .5 

Y o u ^ a W t f o r g e t t o m a k e a Col t s a f e 
COLT'S PATENT FIRE ARMS MFG CO. HARTFORD,CONN. 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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A stunning' model by I.anvht 

Special Offer 

THE Brides and Summer 
Homes Number is already 

on the newsstands. If you en
close $2 with the coupon be
low, we will send you with our 
compliments, this beautiful 
number, making 13 numbers 
in all. Or, if you prefer, send 
coupon without money, and 
we will enteryour subscription 
for the next 12 numbers. 

V *>,'«<v °o, <** 

BE F O R E spending another penny on new 
clothes, before even planning your Sum
mer wardrobe, you ought to consult the 

great Spring and Summer Fashion numbers of 

VOGUE 
They follow now one right after the other ! In 
the next few months—the very period in which 
these numbers appear—you will be selecting 
your entire Summer wardrobe and paying out 
hundreds of dollars for the things you select. 

The gown you buy and never wear is the really expen
sive gown ! Gloves, boots, hats, that miss being exactly 
what you want, are the ones that cost more than you 
can afford! 

Why take chances again this year, when by simply 
sending in the coupon, and at your convenience paying 
$2—a tiny fraction of the loss on a single ill-chosen hat 
or gown —you can insure the correctness of your whole 
Summer wardrobe ? 

$2 INVESTED IN VOGUE 
WILL SAVE YOU $200 

For $2 you may have before you at this important buy
ing season all these special Summer Fashion numbers. 
Not only that, but far into the Autumn, you will have 
the other numbers that follow them. Here are the twelve 
numbers of Vogue you will receive (and one extra): 

Brides and Summer Homes May 1 
A journey "thro' pleasures and palaces." 
News for the bride 

American Travel May 15 
Places in our own country well 
worth a visit at least 

Summer Fashions June 1 
The final showing of the Sum
mer modes that will be 

In The Country June 15 
Society takes to sports and life 
in the open 

Hot Weather Fashions July 1 
The correct wardrobe for all 
outdoor sports 

Hostess July 15 
The newest ideas in mid-sum
mer entertainments 

London and Paris Aug. 1 
War-stricken Europe regains 
her balance and sends us new 
and fresh ideas 

Children's Fashions Aug. 15 
Outfits for the infant and for 
the school boy and girl 

Forecast of Autumn 
Fashions September 1 

Advance models gathered at 
the great Paris Fashion Open
ings 

Autumn Millinery Sept. 15 
The best one hundred model 
hats Paris has produced for 
the Autumn 

Paris Openings October 1 
The complete story of the Paris 
Openings es tab l i sh ing the 
mode 

Autumn Patterns Oct. 15 
Working plans for your en
tire Winter wardrobe—the 
newest models adapted to pat
tern forms 

Winter Fashions Nov. 1 
The mode in its Winter cul
mination— charming models 
smart couturiers evolve for 
their private clientele 

"Nine out of ten women copy what the tenth does; 
the tenth is a reader of VOGUE" 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 



SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE ADVERTISER m 

Napoleon was deathly 
afraid of a Razor 

THE Emperor Napoleon 
never permitted anyone 
near him with an open 

razor. He did his own shaving 
and, owing to a sensitive skin, 
never could get a razor that 
pleased him. The one that an

noyed him least was picked up 
during the Peninsular Cam
paign and had a blade of 
Saracen steel. 

Today nearly all the World's 
Rulers use a Gillette Safety 
Razor. The latest convert is 
Yuan Shih k'ai, the great man 
of China. 

Another is the Premier of 
New Zealand. 

In the present war the 
Gillette is used by the leading 
G e n e r a l s and by s o m e 
3,000,000 men in the trenches 
and on all fronts. 

The Gillette shave is quick and cool, safe and 
sanitary. It is velvet-smooth, no matter how 
wiry the beard or tender the skin. Adjust the 
handle for a light or a close shave. A keen, fresh 
blade is always ready. No stropping—no honing. 
Prices $ 5 to $ 5 0 . Blades 5 0 c . and $ 1 the packet. 
Dealers everywhere. 

GILLETTE SAFETY RAZOR CO. 
B O S T O N 

KNOWN THE 
WORLD OVER 
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Copr. Life Pub. Co. 

Spring is here, Summer is coming 

Life 
Will be fully up to the procession. A number 
of light special numbers are now on their way. 
Every Tuesday L I F E will present to the Amer
ican people an astonishing amount of real in
formation, revealed in its text and numerous 
pictures. The latest styles, the latest political 
complications, the most informing wit and 
humor. A list of L I F E ' S readers includes 
practically all of the intelligent people of this 
country. Won' t you join them? Insure your 
summer against dullness by sending one dollar 
(see coupon) for a three months ' subscription. 

$1-13. 
$1.26). 

for t h ree 

/ Special 
/ Otter 

E n c l o s e d 
find One Dol

l a r (Canadian 
Fo r e ign 

Send LIFE 
months to 

Premium picture, "Sunset," 
given with each yearly sub
scription. 

rr Open only to new subscribers; no sub-
/ scriptions renewed at this rate. 

r 
/ LIFE, 54 West 31st Street, New York. 
O n e Year $ 5 . 0 0 (Canadian $5 .52 , Fore ign $6 .04 ) 
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HERE are three evils 
with which every car must con
tend— jolt , jar and vibration. 

They are successfully combated by the 

^Hartford 
SHOCK A B S O R B E R 

which applies the proven principle of frictional absorption to their 
elimination. 

Rough road conditions incite abnormal spring action. 
W hen roads are rough, effective spring control is essential for riding 
comfort. The Hartford Shock Absorber affords such control through fnctionally-
acting discs which anticipate every violent movement of an automobile spring, 
dissipating the excess energy thereof and perfecting the function of the spring. 

Jolt, jar and vibration are robbed of their power to 
cause discomfort to you or harm to your car, when you use the 
Hartford Shock Absorber. 

Mention make, year and model o_f car and we will send you our " Comfort Chart," 
which tells how to make your particular car doubly comfortable and longer-lived. 

HARTFORD SUSPENSION COMPANY 
EDWARD V. HARTFORD, President 

2 1 8 M o r g a n S t r e e t J E R S E Y C I T Y , r\J. J . 
Makers of the Hartford s lunk Absorber, Hartford Cushion Spring, E. V. Hartford 

Electric Brake, Hartford Auto Jack, Hartford Bumper, Red Hack Jack . 
Branches: N e w Y o r k B o s t o n C h i c a g o 

Distributors in principal cities. Dealers everywhere. 
• Formerly Truffault Hartford. 
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Thirst in the "Get-away 
EIGHT 

CYLINDER 
From a stand-still to 25 miles per hour IN ELEVEN SECONDS 

without touching the gear lever 
And lightning acceleration from a start " in high" is only a small part in the 
amazing performance of the King's super-motor. Hills melt before this 
powerful car—and they're mostly taken in high gear. "Locomotive" speed is 
always ready—for the need that comes once in a lifetime. Silence, economy, 
and ease of operation are natural ly features of this perfect mechanism. 
CANTILEVER springs of King design, deep upholstery, and freedom from vibration at all speeds,make 
the roomy body more comfortable than your easy chair. The car's graceful, stylish lines quietly bespeak 
the splendid quality of the machinery they cover, and the coach work is worthy of a "Salon" exhibit 

Model E, 7-Passenger, 60-Horse-poiver Touring Car, $1350 
Sedan, All-weather Model, $1900 » Prices F. O. B. Detroit 

Send for catalog and name of nearest King dealer 

KING MOTOR CAR COMPANY :: DETROIT 

KING 
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cience Concurs ] Ptirdut. 
"It Makes A Difference" University* 

IN a competition held at Purdue Univer
sity, H a v o l i n e O i l demonstrated its 
superiority over every one of the twelve 

leading brands of motor oils. 
Havoline passed highest in every element which makes for value and 
efficiency in lubricants. It established a new Woild'3 standard for 
wearing qualities, heat resisting powers, minimizing frictional loss 
and for uniformity in all temperatures. Do yon NOW wonder why 
Havoline Oil "makes a difference:" 

Why choose a l u b r i c a n t of Sold e v e r y w h e r e — garages, 
l e s s e r quality when you can supply stations and g r o c e r y 
have Havoline at the same cost? stores selling auto accessories. 

Send for booklet, 'Havoline Oil Goes To College." 

INDIAN REFINING CO. Dept . "C" NEW YORK 

u 0 h , I dunno—it's not so gay 
For us dogs in a swell cafe." 

The Monarch of 
Cord Tires 

Superb in appearance — glori
ously smooth riding — lavish in 
mileage—the tire that wears the 
purple of motordom. 

The - Royal Cord' is without 
an equal in the peerage of cord 
tires. 

It costs more than most—yet 
it is a tire of which you may well 
say—"What matters the price 
when so royal a tire is the end ? " 

But—greater than all—it gives 
better service, fuller satisfaction. 

United States Tire Company 
'Royal Cord' 'Nobby ' 'Chain ' ' T J s c o ' T l a i n ' 

"INDIVIDUALIZED TIRES" 
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SEES' 

V a n i t y F a i r ' s S p e c i a l Offer : 

A Six Months' Pleasure-Party 
in New York for $1 

You think nothing, in your poor deluded way, 
X of spending $2 for a single theatre ticket, or 

s for three faded gardenias, when for only $1 
fl ^ you can secure six issues of Vanity Fair. 
t, f/ N If you want to blossom out into a sophis-

j^v/, e,<j> » ticated New Yorker; if you want to 
fy. N become a regular, Class-A, 12-cyl-

y"£o/''4 ^ \ inder, self-starting human being, 
jfr eb0°e''0 V*. N simply tear off the coupon to 
/"vW^'A * N t h e left> a l o n g t n e perforated 
'J*£*%**<$*& ^'r \ l i n e- fil1 j t o u t ' P u t **in a n 

W^-T^, r^jt, ^>> V envelope; stamp and mail \ *»/• /<, %•*>. -A \ envelope; stamp ana man lor a SIX m o n t h s pa r ty ] 

^ W % * X * < 5 \ i ( - w i t h o r w i t h o u t heart of New York-withou 
v , <5 A ps, 6t. 5f N money. . , , 

' m A V i Vr, \ ing your own home, and 
'<,%$>• %\ <*> \ 

T ~ \ 0 you like parties? If you 
-*—^do, then you should not lose 
a moment's time in accepting 
this invitation to a six months ' 
party in the heart of New York. 
Don't miss it! Music! Singing! 
Theatricals! Dancing! Evening 
Dress! You simply M U S T come 
to this party for sophisticated 
people, as the guest of 

VANITY FAIR 
You positively won't know your
self when you get back home 
after that six months' party in 
what is now the gayest capital 
of the world. And, which is 
much more to the point, your 
friends won't know you either. 

Your own blood relatives won't know 
you. They'll probably think you're 
some visiting European crowned head 
in disguise. Such aplomb! Such ease of 
manner, such habiliments de luxe, such 
wide learning, such brilliant wit, such 
many sided culture, and oh! such 
exquisite savoir faire. 

So just hop on to Vanity Fair's 
special, all-Pullman, all-anthra
cite, all-vestibuled buffet and 
drawing-room express,and come 
for a six months' party in the 

tleav-
with-

out spending a cent more than $1. 

You'll find your round-tr ip ticket 
in the opposite corner of this page 
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\ 

(She CJtaticOld Hampshire Bond ivry cntieroan 

IT INSPIRES the writer and reader of 
a social note in that friendly, genial 

manner which plain business paper al
most forbids. 

W e have a sample packet we 
would like to mail you. Ask for it. 

Hampshire Paper Co. , South Hadley Falls, Mass. 

. . " - • • : — 

'Who cares a fig 'bout gettin' thinner, 
When sweet pork-chops are served for 

dinner." 

HANDEl 
Price $10.00 
Ivory Finish Lamps 

Boudoir lamps as shown above are especially desirable 
for the bedside. Similar types for the desk or dressing 
table. Could you select a more attractive wedding gift? 
At your dealer's, or sent direct from factory. 

T H E HANDEL COMPANY 
387 East Main Street, Meriden, Conn. 

With the Bark On! 
h t fu l 

This Rustic 

Cedar Chair 
$4.00 

With Rockers $5.00 
A sturdy chair, rain-proof, 
in sect-proof, very comfort
able. As illustrated, $4.00. 
With rockers, £5.00. 

Rustic Cedar Tea Table 
This rustic tea tabic is splcn- Qg 
didly adapted for your lawn 
or porch. Size 24 x 24 inches. 

$8 -00 

We ship direct to you— 
Only one profit! Ship
ments by freight, charges 
collect. 
By all means, send for our 
beautiful illustrated cata 
logue of rustic furniture 
Chairs, tables, settees, per 
golas, arches, log cabins, te~ 
houses, etc., etc. 

- •, - - .;T— -

JERSEY KEYSTONE WOOD CO. 
Trenton, New Jersey 
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Actual 
Size 

Consult 
Your 
Dent is t 
at the first sign of 
R i n g s ' D i s e a s e , 
oosening of the 

teeth, inflamed or 
r e c e d i n g g u m s 
(Pyorrhea). Your 
dentist will tell you 
that only one per
son in every five, 
past 40 years of age, 
is free from Pyor
rhea. He will also 
tell you that For-
h a n ' s P y o r r h e a 
1'reparation is a rec
ognized preventive 
and treatment. Use 
it daily under your 
dentist's direction, 
or as a preventive. 
(If you already have 
Pyorrhea, remem-

r that no drug or 
p r e p a r a t i o n will 
cure it by itself, and 
that your dentist's 
treatment is abso
lutely necessary.) 

I-irgc tube (as illustrated) 
;oe. If your druggist hasn't 
it, send his name (with 
price) to Forhan Company, 
IS Elm Street, New York, 
who will see that you are 
supplied. 

WILL ADVANCE EXPENSES^ AND PAY STRAIGHT 
veekly salary of 
$18.00 tu man or 

woman with fair education and good references. No canvassing. 
Staple line. < >ld-estaljlished firm. 
G. 3 1 . N I C H O L S , P h i l a d e l p h i a , P a . , P e p p e r B u i l d i n g 

NT' • A B L E I D E A S W A N T E D . Man
ufacturers want Owen Patents . 
Send for 3 free books; inventions 

anted, etc. I help you market your invention without charge. 
R I C H A R D B . OWEN, 1 3 5 O w e n B l d g . , W a s h i n g t o n , D . C . 

CURRENT 
HISTORY 

A Monthly Magazine 

of 

The New York Times 

S T A N D I N G AT 
A T T E N T I O N A T 

E V E R Y 
F R O N T I E R 

220 Pages Each 
Issue 

24 Full Page 
Cartoons 

16 Full Page 
Portraits I 1 

C U R R E N T H I S T O R Y 

"lays bare t he souls of t h e 

warr ing n a t i o n s , " p r e sen t s 

all the V I T A L phases of the 

war , recording H I S T O R Y 

I N I T S M A K I N G . 

I M P A R T I A L 
I N F O R M I N G 
N E U T R A L 

C U R R E N T HISTORY is the 
ONE magazine in which appears, 
and through which may be pre
served, ALL the BEST literature 
of the GREATEST WAR of 
HISTORY. 

THREE DOLLARS A 
YEAR 

BOUND VOLUMES I. and II . , 
in durable cloth, covering the 
period from August, 1914, to 
September, 1915, postage paid 
in U. S., $4.50, and with one 
year's subscription (12 issues), 
$7.50. 

CURRENT HISTORY 
The New York Times 

Times Square , N . Y . Ci ty 
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Your Stenographer 
is worth more to you when 
working with the Royal 

NO matter how much your stenographer knows 
about her business and your business— 

Your organization is judged by her finished work. 
Her finished work is just as good as the typewriter she uses 
allows her to make it. 

The ROYAL enables your stenographer to do better work and 
more work with less effort. 

Exact construction—simplicity and strength—perfect presswork— 
these allow typing which wins praise for her and prestige for you. 

Get the facts. Don't be satisfied with any typewriter service 
until you know the ROYAL. Let your stenographer try it, and 
notice the improvement in her work. Write or telephone any 
branch or agency and a representative will calk 

Write for "Facts About the Trade-out." A straight
forward and interesting story of the development 
of the typewriter. A postal will bring it at once. 

ROYAL TYPEWRITER COMPANY, Inc. 
2 2 3 Royal Typewriter Building, 364 Broadway, New York 

Branches and Agencies the World Over 
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j^^so*PLAYING CARDS 

^ 4 M ' s ( G O L D EDGES 

For Social Play 
Congress Cards aro tho most beau
tiful in the world, and they are 

just as eood as they aro handhome. 
Air-Cushion Finish Club Indexes 

SEND I5C 

HOYLE 
UP-TO-DATE 

CARD GAMES 

For Genera 
Bet te r cards can not 
the price. Good a 
be sold for leBs t h 

Ivory or Air-Cusl 

IN STAMPS C L U B 

THE U.S.PLAY1NG CARD CO., CINCINNATI,U.S.A 

TH E war in Europe again 
proves the value of First 
Aid. Fewer men are dying 

of wounds than in any war in his
tory, and that in the face of the 
horrible conditions of trench life. 

Every soldier has his First Aid 
package and knows how to use it. 

First Aid keeps little hurts from 
getting big and big ones from get
ting bigger. 

Dioxogen 
is perhaps the best First Aid, it is 
in a good many of the soldiers' 
packages and is doing its bit. 

The Oakland Chemical Co. 
10 Astor Place New York, N. Y. 

The Book of the Homeless 
(Le Livre des Sans-Foyer) 

Edited by E D I T H W H A R T O N 

Published and sold JOT the benefit of 

T H E AMERICAN HOSTELS FOR REFUGEES and 
T H E C H I L D R E N OF FLAXDERS 

RESCUE C O M M I T T E E 

Preface by EDITH WHARTON 

Introduction by THEODORE ROOSEVELT 

Contributions of Prose and Poetry; Maurice 
- . £— B a r r e s , 

Jacques Emile Blanche, Sarah Bernhardt, Paul Bourget, 
Joseph Conrad, John Galsworthy, Henry James, General 
Joffre, Maurice Maeterlinck, Mrs. Humphry Ward, 
Thomas Hardy, Rupert Brooke, Alice Meynell, Edith 
Wharton, W. B. Yeats, Edmond Rostand, Josephine 
Preston Peabody, William Dean Howells. 

Contributions of Pictures: Leon M s t M« 
1 . B e e r b o h m , J . E. 

Blanche, E. H. Blashfield, Leon Bonnat, Dagnan-
Bouyeret, Walter Gay, C. D. Gerome, C. D. Gibson, 
Rene Menard, Claude Monet, Renoir, Rodin, Van 
Rysselberghe, John S. Sargent. 

Contributions of Music : y i n c e n t , d'lndy, Igor 
Stravinsky. 

Price #5.00 net 
Information about de Luxe editions sent on request 

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS 

Protect 
Yourself 

Ask for 

ORIGINAL 
At Hotels 

Restaurants 
Fountains Ask for "HORLICK'S" o r y o u m a y get a substitute. 

The Ideal 
Food - Drink 
for All Ages 

'4 Nourishing 
Digestible 

The Diet for 
.(HttS* INFANTS 

CHILDREN 
INVALIDS 
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THE EVOLUTION OF 

ADDRESSING 
AND BILLING 

This little $30 Addressor serves 
every purpose of addressing or 
any list of 5000 names or les; 
of any $150.00 motor machine. 
It also makes best known 
ribbon-print fill-in, fur proc
essed circular letters which, 
when signed personally if 
desired, and posted in lots 
of 20 or more require only 
One-Hal f P o s t a g e of 
typewritten circulars. 

CATALOG 
FREE 

$30 
vs. 

$150 

Rent, tight, water, telephone, dues, premium, assessment, or 
other NOTICES OR BILLS of fixed amount, or twenty or more 
ot same or each like amount but different address 

FILLBD-IN, DATED and ADDRESSED at one operation by 
This M O S T EFFICIENT little 

"ASSISTANT SECRETARY" 
BOOKKEEPER—BILL-CLERK- SHIPPING-CLERK, Costs only ONE-
TENTH LAROU and ONE-HALF POSTAGE of Pen or Typewritten Bills 

M O N T A G U E M A I L I N G M A C H I N E R Y C O . 
C h a t t a n o o g a , T e n n e s s e e , or 

279 Broadway 538 So. Clark r Chamber of 
New York Chicago C o m{y£ver 

And other Principal Cities 
Pioneers in hand and ribbon-print Addressing Machines. Make 

hand, foot and motor Addressors for every purpose and size 
list from one hundred to one million names. 

Wells-FargoBIdg. 
Sao Francisco 

THOMAS MOTT 
OSBORNE 
posed for 
T h e burvey 
in the headcage 
he found in a 
New York 
prison 

Photo Copyrighted, 
1916, by Survey 
Associates, Inc. 

• ^ ^ J t M f t Y r 

SOMETHING NEW 
THE SURVEY: ONCE-A-MONTH 

$ 2 a Yea r—In t roduc to ry pr ice 8-month t r ia l $1 
In graphic text, first-hand investigations and summary of 
the month , this new once-a-month edition gets across to 
the average reader the latest results of social exploration. 

In T H E S U R V E Y for Apri l 
Bohunk and Finn: life and labor on the Mesaba Range. 
A Garden City for Cripples: the latest in war monuments. 
The Seamy Side of Americanization in the Anthracite Belt. 
100,000 American Workers win the eight-hour day. 
Kentucky Barbecue: the new social work among farmers. 

2 5 c . a Copy 1 1 2 E. 19 St . , N. Y . City Vs 

CIRCULATION BOOKS ARE OPEN TO ALL 

REQUIRED STATEMENT OF THE OWNERSHIP, MANAGEMENT, ETC. 
BY THE ACT OF AUGUST 24, 7912, 

of SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE, published monthly, at New York, N. Y., for April 1, 1916. 
PUBLISHERS : Charles Scribner's Sons 597 Fifth Ave., New York, N. Y. 
EDITOR: Robert Bridges 597 Fifth Ave., New York, N. Y. 
MANAGING EDITOR : None 
BUSINESS MANAGER: Charles Scribner, Jr 597 Fifth Ave., New York, N. Y. 
That the owners are: iGive names and addresses of individual owners or if a corporation give its name and the names and addresses of stock
holders owning or holding 1 per cent or mure of the total amount of stock). 

Charles Scribner's Sons 597 Fifth Ave., New York, N. Y. 
Charles Scribner 597 Fifth Ave., New York, N. Y. 
Arthur H. Scribner 597 Filth Ave., New York, N. Y. 
Charles Scribner. Jr. 597 Fifth Ave.. New York, N. Y. 
E. T. S. Lord 597 Fifth Ave., New York. N. Y. 

Known bondholders, mortgagees, and other security holders holding 1 percent or more of total amount of bonds, mortgages, or other securi
ties None. (Signed) Charles Scribner, Jr., Business Mgr. 

Sworn to and subscribed before me this twenty-second day of March, 1916. 
W. H. Procter, Notary Public, No. ill, N. Y. County. 

[SEAL.] Certificate No. 7004 filed in N. Y. County Register's Office. 
My Commission expires March 30th, 1917-

Now it's a mess! 
Why bother with unreliable shade rollers when it costs only a few cents 
more to have Hartshorn Shade Rollers ? I t pays, and 10,000,000 homes 
have proved that it pays, to look when buying shade rollers for this 

^^UjuQ/tJ~MaA^iyficrryu 
No tacks or bother required with Hartshorn Improved Rollers. Send for 
the free book "How to Get the Best Service from Your Shade Rollers." 

STEWART HARTSHORN CO.. Dept. 25, E. Newark, N. J. 

HARTSHORN SHADE ROLLERS 
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SCIENTIFIC AMERICAN 
E S T A B L I S H E D 1 8 4 5 

MUNN & Co. INC. 

"VVboiAvoiiTH BTJILDIIVG 233 BROADWAY, N E W YORK 

Dear Mr. Executive: 

It is your desire to conduct your 
business in a manner that will result in the 
greatest efficiency. You cannot neglect any 
aid that will seem to suggest new ideas or in
form you what industrial developments are being 
made by other manufacturers. The Scientific 
American is'designed to render this service, 
and the big men of our country are reading it. 
In many..industrial establishments, after being 
placed on the desk of the Executive, it is 
passed among the heads of departments, and sev
eral copies are often subscribed for in order 
that the employees may have access to it. 

In many of our public Libraries it is 
more read than any other publication, not even 
excluding magazines of fiction. This is the 
only journal devoted exclusively to this field 
of work, and as it is a weekly publication it 
announces new developments before\,they can 
appear elsewhere. If it is of value to others, 
both for its contents and as an advertising 
medium, would it not be of value to you? One 
important suggestion or idea gathered from its 
columns may be worth more to you than the cost 
of a subscription for a life time. 

Yours faithfully, 

Subscription Price, $3.00 a year Sample copy on request 
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Cool As A Breeze 

m UNION SUITS . . 
ATHLETIC SHIRTS 
KNEE DRAWERS . 

$1.00 up 
.65 up 
.65 up 

Applying the Principles 
of Fine Shirt Making to 

M A N S C O 
UNDERWEAR. 

The MANSCO Slide-Back UNION 
SUIT unites the highest conceptl 

Comfort with the Manhattan standard 

Quality. 

MANSCO Two-Piece UNDER

W E A R has an adjustable waist 

band on drawers and handy button' 

hole that keeps the shirt down 

and the drawers up. 

Union Suits or Two-Piece Garments are 
made in such skin-soft materials as nain
sooks, silky mull, linen, Solway silks, etc. 

Send for Style Pamphlets of Mansco Under

wear and Manhattan Shirts to Dept. N. 

Sold at the Best Stores 

Bobbink & Atkins 

Nurserymen - ' Planters 

ROSES 
F L O W E R I N G SHRUBS 

HARDY OLD F A S H I O N E D FLOWERS 
OUR GIANT F L O W E R I N G MARSHMALLOW 

SHADE A N D F R U I T T R E E S 
VINES AND CLIMBERS 

R H O D O D E N D R O N S 
E V E R G R E E N S 

and 150 other specialties 

300 acres of Nursery. 500.000 feet under glass. We Plan and 
Plant Grounds and Gardens Everywhere. Visit Our Nursery. 8 
miles from New York, or Write for Illustrated Catalogue No. 80. 

R u t h e r f o r d , N e w J e r s e y 

vose 
PLAYER 
PIANO 

T h e V O S E P L A Y E R P I A N O 
not only has one of the latest, most perfect control 
methods, but has a patent device that enables you to 
instantly change the key in which a piece is written to 
suit your taste or the voice of the singer. This is 
a most remarkable imp:ovement, without which no 
player piano is complete. To this is added the sweet 
tone and supreme quality of the Vose Piano, made 
for 66 years by the Vose family. 

Time payments accepted. Delivered toyour home free oj'charge. 
Liberal allowance for old pianos. If interested in a Piano 
or Player Piano send for beautifully illustrated catalog. 

J'OSE & SONS PIANO COMPANY 
Boylston Street Boston, Mass. 
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Gateway to the Garden of the Gods, Colorado Springs 
Courtesy of the Rock Island Lines 

Attractive Itineraries including Grand Canyon, Yellow
stone, Vosemite and other National Parks, Colorado, 
California, Pacific Northwest and 

Alaska t o t h e Arctic Circle 
" The American Land of the Midnight Sun" 

24 to 44 Day Tours. All Expenses Included. 
Travel-service Absolutely the Best 

J A D A ] ^ Summer Tours leave San Francisco 
* » * /A . 1 1 J u iy g, Vancouver Ju ly 13. 

Send for Illustrated Booklets. 

THOS. COOK & SON 
2 4 5 Broadway, New York 

Boston, P h i l a d e l p h i a , Chicago, Los A n s f l e s 
San Francisco, Montreal, Toronto 

72 In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

MORE 
THAN 
SAFE 

Nobody can realize upon your in
vestment in Wells Fur^oTravelers 
Checks but you. That's safety. 
You can use Wells Fargo Checks 
anywhere, without any identifica
tion other than the signing of 
your name. They are easy to 
carry. These are conveniences. 
Every person connected with the 
Wells Fargo organization will 
give assistance to users of the 
company's Travelers Checks . 
That means service. 
Economy too:—.$100 worth for 50 
cents. 

The express service of Wells 
Fargo is particular, personal, 
rapid. Are you taking advant
age of i t? 

WELLS FARGO 
Travelers Checks 

Where Shall I Spend 
My Vacation 

rATLIN AND THE YUKON 
The land of inexpressible scenic gran

deur, and the most interesting part of 
the whole Alaska trip is beyond Skaguay. 

Read in our booklet, " Opinions," what 
travelers say who have been there. This 
and other interesting booklets free on 
request. 

You will find it decidedly worth your 
while to send for our literature before 
deciding on your vacation trip. 

Frequent sailings. Meals and service 
exceptionally good. 

HERMAN WEIG, G. P. A. A. F. ZIPF, T M. 
121 W. Washington St. 810 Alaska Bldg. 

Chicago Seattle, Wash. 
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This Is Colorado Year 
Colorado, The Land of Ro

mance—Colorado, The Moun
tain Wonderland — within 
easy reach wherever you are. 

Superb train service, either 
on the "Rocky Mountain Lim
ited" from Chicago, or the 
"Colorado Flyer" from Kan
sas City. 

Observation car, steel sleepers and 
chair cars, and dining-car service that 
equals in cuisine that of the most 
exclusive hotels. 

These and other excellent trains 
daily from Chicago, St. Louis and 
Memphis are at your disposal in 
reaching Colorado, the goal of the 
early pioneers. 

We will gladly send you illustrated 
pamphlets telling you what to see 
and do, and the approximate cost. 
Low excursion fares all summer. 
Write us today for booklets. 

Rock 
Island 

Automatic Block Signals 
Finest Modern AII-Steel Equipment 

Superb Dining Car Service 

L. M. ALLEN, Passenger Traffic Manager 
Rock Island Lines 

Room 7 3 5 , La Salle Station, Chicago 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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JL A S K — JC 

"HoTEL-REbUkra-TRAVEL-DEPARTMENT 
A P P E A R I N G M O N T H L Y IM A L L l O OP T H E S E M A G A X r r 

C E N T U R Y - C O U N T R Y L IFE I N A M E R I C A - E V E R Y B O D Y ' S - F I E L D & S T R E A M -
R E D B O O K - R E V I E W O F R E V I E W S - S C R I B N E R ' S - T H E C A N A D I A N - W O R L 
F O R R E L L I A B L E I N F O R M A T I O r J I N T R A V E L P L A M IN I M O , • W R I T E : T O T H E S E A D \ 7 

O R T Q T H I ' W H E R E - T O - G O T R A V E L C L U B - S B E A C O M S T R E L E T - El O S T O N 

H A R P E R ' S 
D'S W O R K 
E R T I S E R S 

M A S S . 

0*^ 

THE SPIRIT OF AMERICA 
AT PLAY 

MAGNITUDE AND CHEERFULNESS a S 

0.5.WHITL,Pre5t. J.W.MOTT.Mqr. '^P tmm^mm 

ATLANTIC CITY, N.J. 
UNIQUE FEATURES: 
The vast Marble Exchanqe-
flanked with Flowers and 
Sheltered Anqles.the Forecourt, 
Fountain of Fate.Cloister Garden, 
Restaurant, Submarine Grill, 

Rose Hall,Library Tower, 
Belvedere and Three 
Decks lookinqonthe 

Boardwalk and 
the Ocean. *£-,.-

NEW YORK 
If Coming To New Tor 

Why Pay Excessive Hotel Rates ? 

CLENDENING " K i £ ? 
Select, homelike, economical. Suite 
of parlor, bedroom, private bath for 
two persona. $2.00 daily per suite. 
Write forBootlet H .with map of city. 

MOHAWK 4th Lake. Capacity 125.Lat-
est equipment, electricity, 

& Cottages running water every room. 
Garar-e. C. M. Longstaff, Old Forge, N. Y. 

NEW JERSEY TRAVEL 
ATLANTIC CITY, N.J . 
Hotel and Sanatorium. 

New stone, brick ,fc steel building. Always 
open, always ready, always busy. Table 
and attendance unsurpassed. 

S E N D 
T E N C E X T S 

F O B A C O P Y 
Full of pictures and 
information a b o u t 
resorts. 1'ublished at 
A p b u r v P a r k Bf J 

Galen Hall. 

BSET 

.MAGAZINE 

GMMNfflMPM 
tTncle Sam'8 greatest playground in Montana's 
Rocky Mountain land. Mountain climbing, fishing, 
motor tours . Modern hotels—Swiss chalets. Vaca
t ions $1.00 to $5.00 per day . "Write for FREE book
lets. H . A. JV'.ble, G . P . A , Great Northern Rail-

Dep t . 1 2 3 , S t Paul , M 

Next Where-T^JoTorm. close Apr73(> | O CC A m e r i c a t tfjSt 

New England Vacations 
Maine Woods I Vacation Books 

A „.L_I_ ii . £• i m T'lev m.nL — 

Fishing-
Come on 

,\ effects for a year. 
KOO(l ethers in 

Best game-fishing in 

Maine's Forest Lakes 
S,,mon.«r„u, and bass tnat for s,ze 
d oh can't he matched. 

1 2 - - - — & 5 5 . c o m f o r t . 
H o t t l , and - ^ ^ l 

A. whole world of unusual, 
healthful, never-to-be forgotten 
summer experiences. 

T h e best vacation for bui ld ing up 
tired bodies and nerves. 

Explore wild lakes. C a m p in t h e 
open, take wonderful canoe tr ips, t ry 
game-fishing. 

Or live at one of Iho permanent camps or 
summer hotels among the lakes and woods, 
with their vigorous out-door lift, summer 
siwrts ami jolly social life. 

Only 10 hours from New York. Expenses 
most moderate 

Send for booklet A 

e a T h e y m a k c s u m m e r f ) ( a n n j ^ 

h ? n ) " ' B house, a „ r f
g b a t ' » W l 

°f 6 « Mate. " " * " ' • " d " " oca,, ^ J 

Addrest Vacation Bureau, 171 Broadway, Room 107, Ne' i & Hartford R. R.—Boston & Ma 

Quaint Cape Cod 
Land of Vacation Sport and Rest—Fishing, Bathing, Sailing, 

Write Advertising Department, Room 472, New Haven, Ct., for Booklet 

Seashore 
Country 
Lakes 
Golf 

Delightful All-Water Trips, 35 Steamships, 
15 Routes, HO Landings. Fares are always 
lower than by rail. Unsurpassed Facilities. 

F A Q T E R N Q T E A M Q U I D I INCQ N , ' w Y o r k r i t ^ Boston, Mass., Portland & 
L r A O l l i n i l OILMIYlOmr LI W t O Coast A-Interior of Maine. Nova Scotia, 

JSewBrunswick,other Maritime Provinces 
METROPOLITAN S. S. LINE. Boston & New York. Lv. each city 5 P.M. MATNE S. S. LINE. Port land & New York BOSTON & PORTLAND LINE Daily 
service. KENNEBEC LINE. Buston & points on Kennebec River. BnSTON k BANUOR LINE. Daily service INTFKNATION \L LINES * Boston A 
St. John. N. B. via Portland, Eastport and Lubec. PORTLAND & ROCKLAND, PORTLAND & BOOTHBAY, I3ATH & BOOTHBAY MT DESERT fc BT.TTR HIIT 
and FRONTIER LINES BOSTON A YARMOUTH S. S. CO., LTD. ' l'1JhbLKi * KLUb ULLL 

YARMOUTH LINE. Boston and Yarmouth, N. S-, connecting a t Yarmouth wi th t ra ins for all points in the Maritime Provinces. 
For Tickets. Schedules and Hotel List (the lat ter ready May 1) wr i te Passenger Traffic Department, India Wharf, Boston, Mass. , or Pier 19, N. R,, N. Y. City. 

W h e r e ^ T o - G o n i u l it* T r a v e l C l u b w o r k w d a y a n d n i g h t f o r y o u r i n t e r a c t s . l O t h Y e a r . 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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?<5>] VAVA J . 
MAINE 

Tou&durq 
Bar Harbor, Maine ' 

Modern equipment throucrhoi 
son ." J u n o 29th to Sept. 16th. 
reservations still avai lable. 
j ^ _ C j _ P r l o r , _ Hotel Lenox , Boeton 

feS'S'NSfFS:. 
f V f f D H E 0^ MAltlfS FINC51 INIANO RtSOflT HOTELS"flUTOIMG"LGL 
nUSiC-BD^T.hb-TROUT AMD SALHCN-BATH1NG-TLMMIS , :$J} 

<;nilAW M T IMKI Moosehead Lake. Me-Modern. 
JlJUHlT 111.11111 restlul-Fishing.Munting.Boclt-
ing,Golf,Tennis-$3 up-5pecial rates Families or 
Parties-BooKlet-A.A Crafts. Greenville Jet.Me. 

NTERVALE-WHITE MTS. N 
INTERVALE HOUSE. ^ O ^ A SUMMER HOME OF Rr 

k FINEMENT A N D REST WlTM AMUSEMENT ALL IMPROVEMENTS 
' G R A N D SCENERY. CARRIAGE 5 GARASE LIVERIES. FINE ROADS.ALL' 

SPORTS^RCHLSTRA. EiauENT TABLE Booklet H S M U D G E T T 

MASSACHUSETTS 

FISHIHG HUNTING CANOEING SUPERB 

SUIDEi'COOMNGCOMFORTABLE CAMPS 

FORnCH&WOnEH-SCND IDS FOR ILLUS. 

B00K.TO PA55EN6ER TRAFFIC MGR. 

BAK60R & AROOSTOOK R.RBAN60R.ML 

HOTEL P U R I T A N 
Commonwealth Ave. Boston 

THE DISTINCTIVE BOSTON HOUSE | 
fti Globe Trotters call the Pur i t an one of " 

the most homelike hotels in the world. 
Your inquiries qladly answered 

Q-ntfT. end our booklet mailed Q O 

DICBY NOVA SCOTIA 

LOUR LODGE i ^ f £s1: 
fiolf, Tennis, Boatinc, Bathing, Fishing, 
Garage. Write for booklet. 

MOUNT CLEMENS MICH.~ 

Sconset Cottage C H r * S 5 M £ * " 
Open June 15th. Fine location. Excellent 
cuisine. Surf bathing. Golf. Tennis. #3 
and up. Booklet. Address Isaac Hills. 

Healtha Pleasure Resort 
with the famous Min
eral Baths for the 
relief of Rheumatism., 
Hotel a Baths under one 
roof. Open all year-Booklet _ * — 

Saratoga Springs N. Y. siUsSESL 
Rttqime* baths, climate, every essential for 
health building. Write Dr. H. F.Baright. 

Steuben Sanitarium Hn." r 

Every known advantage to clironic inva
lids, beautiful surroundings; every form of 
physical treatment: electricity, hydrother
apy, etc. Pure air, pure food, pure water. 
Perfect hygiene. Mod. rates. Write for bklt. 

S E A T T L E W A S H . 

HOTEL BUTLER * « 
Cafe without peer. Center of things. Taxi fare 2JJc. 
Rooms Sl.OOup; w i t h h a t h $ 2 OOup. Hf.mecomforts 
t o t h e traveler . A. CHESHIRE MITCHELL, Mgr. 

SEATTLE WALDORF 
THE _ _ _ _ _ _ ^ _ ^ ^ _ ^ _ 

A fine, new hotel, offering exceptional accommoda
tions and service. European plan—$r.oo a day 
and up. Excellent cuisine. Write for Pacific-
Northwest literature. C. R. DOUGLAS, Mgr. 

BLYTHEWOOD SANITARIUM 
Greenwich, Conn. Bungalows and Cottages. New York's most 
attractive suburban Sanitarium. A combination of country life 
and metropolitan conveniences, superior location, a high standard 
of service, comfort and beauty, 28 miles from New York, frequent 
electric service. Established 1905. 

LATHES 
For (.tinsmiths. Tool Makers, 

Experimental anil Repair Work, e t c 

Lathe Catalogue Free. 

W.F.&Jno. Barnes Co. 
5 2 8 R u b y St . . I t o c k f u r d . III . 

T h e EIISJEST S U M M E R C R U I S E 
O n t h e A t l a n t i c S e a b o a r d 

equal in interest, novelty and healthfulness to a European 
cruise. Visiting HAL/FAX, Nova Scotia, the land of 
Evangeline, and ST. JOHNS, Newfoundland, the Norway 
of America, via the 

Red Cross Line 
New tourist steamships, S T E P H A N O and F L O R I Z E L , fitted with 
every convenience and safety device. Cost of trip includes every 
essential expense. 7 days at s-*a and 5 in porL Splendid cuisine, 
orchestra, sea sports. Ship is our hotel for the entire trip. Re
duced Rates for Superior Accommodations, June and Sept. Write 
today for illustrated booklet 23. 

BOWRING & COMPANY, 17 Battery PL, N. Y. 

iner there now! Voyage delightful via Honolulu and 
Samoa. Splendid 10 ,000 ton, twin-screw American steamers 

every 21 days Irom San' Francisco (May '2, '23, June 13 , July 4, etc.). Re
turn ist class, $ 3 3 7 . 5 0 ; 2nd class, $ - ' 2 5 ; including China and Japan, ist 

class, $ 5 7 5 , to Honolulu, $ 6 5 . Folders free. 
II. B. IH'KNETT, 1 7 Battery Place, ffefi York, or Oceanic 8. 8. Co. 

660 Market Street, 
Sun Francisco, t'al. 

SHORT 1INE 
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^r T h e r e ' s ^L 
fNo C o u n t r y 1 
" Like " 

Nova Scotia 
The essence of recreation and 
health, a fisherman's paradise, 
garden and orchard country with 
rare physical beauty, crisp brace> 
ingclimate Moderate prices rule 

O v e r n i g h t f r o m B o s t o n 
By Combined Water ind H.il Roul* 

WHl* for particular* en Tour No.IOO 

i Dominion Atlantic Railway J 
^ R U PARKER, Gml P...- Agi M 

^ k KE.NTVILLL Nov. Seoll* B 

BATTLE CREEK 
A Mecca for health seekers. Over 1,000 
different curative baths and treatments, re
nowned diet system , reducing and fatten
ing diets scientifically regulated, thirty-
three specializing physicians. 300 trained 
nurses , restful tropical garden, colossal 
recreation gymnasium, swimming pools, 
beautiful natural surroundings, invigorat
ing climate, just the place for rest and 
health building. 

Send for free booklet, "The Simple Life in a 
Nutshell "and illustrated prospectus. 

„ THE SANITARIUM, 
W0W^ BOX 109, BATTLE CREEK, 
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GRANLIDEN HOTEL, L A K E S U N A P E E , N . H. At the gateway of the 
White Mountains. The Ideal Tour Hotel at Lake 
Sunapee. Fine golf course, saddle horses , tennis, boat

ing, canoeing, bathing, fishing for salmon, trout and bass as good if not the best in New England, 
dancing afternoon and evening, fine motoring, etc. Furnished cottages to rent. Accommodates 300 guests. 
Write for circular. Address W. W. BROWN, Hotel Manhattan, 42nd Street, New York City. Mr. Brown 
may be seen personally at Hotel Manhattan from May 15th to June 5th; after that date, Granliden Hotel, Lake 
Sunapee, N . H. Winter season H O T E L S I N D I A N R I V E R and ROCK.LEDGE, Rockledge, Florida. 

N A U T I C A L E X P R E S S I O N . 

" Going 'round the H o r n . " 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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c 

•ip??™^.,,. 

IU tJS^oiv it's 

It GLACIER 
NATIONAL PARK 
Established as America's Vacation Paradise 

Discovered by thousands of American tourists, who, deprived 
of the Old World, found a still greater -wonderland at home. They 

came last year to Glacier National Park, Uncle Sam's greatest playground, 
twenty thousand strong. Many of them were second- and third-timers— 
answering again the call irresistible of the "land of shining mountains." 

YOU step into a new world at Glacier 
Park. You measure Nature with a 
newer, bigger vision. Above you rise 

the towering Rockies — the far-stretching 
Continental Divide—cloud-piercing peaks 
and glistening glaciers; skyland lakes of tur
quoise and emerald. 

Tour by auto-stage or go by saddle-horse, 
or over wide, safe trails afoot. Stop at 
splendid modem hotels or Swiss chalets, 
or live in a tepee, cook your own meals. 

Vacations, $ i to $5 per day. 
Great Northern through trains of su

preme comfort daily reach this vacation 
country. Low round trip summer tourist 
fares via Great Northern, from June 1 to 
September 30. 

Handsomely illustrated Glacier Park 
booklets giving exact expense figures — 
mailed free. Send for copy now. Write 
for information concerning Pacific Coast 
and Alaskan tours. 

See America First 

C. E. STONE, Passenger Traffic Manager, St. Paul, Minn. 
C. W. PITTS, Asst. Gen. Pass. Agt. S. LOUNSBERY, Gen. Agt. Pass. Dept. 

210 S. Clark St., Chicago 1184 Broadway, New York 

The twinpalaccs of the Pacific, S. S. " Great Northern," S. S. " Northern Pacific," 
three times weekly between Portland, A sloria and San Francisco. Folder on reguest. 

G lacier-National Park 

C. E. STONE, Passenger Traffic Mgr., Great Northern Ry., Dept. 344, St. Paul, Minn. 
[ Please send me 'Walking Tours Book, Aeroplane Folder and other descriptive 

literature on Glacier National Park, Free. 

1 Name Address 

\ | City State 

CHIEF 
'THREE BEARS" 

—His Mark 

Meet me at Glacier 
National Park 
this Summer 

>•*! 
In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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Lakes and 
Mountains 
of Northern 
NeW York 

America's 
Summer Paradise 

THE ADIRONDACKS 
LAKE GEORGE 

LAKE CHAMPLAIN 
AUSABLE CHASM LAKE PLACID 

SARATOGA SPRINGS 
COOPERSTOWN 

-ryr . r m i £ p T T¥J/> 5 citizen-soldier camps _ the 
i L A 1 1 5 D U I V I » Mecca of all good Americans 

And 150 Other Delightful Vacation Resorts 

The Center of the Real Outdoor 
Summer Life 

Golf, Tennis, Fishing, Tramping, Camp
ing, Boating, Bathing. The luxurious 
"Hotel Champlain"on Lake Champlain, 
and "Fort William Henry" on Lake 
George, open early in June. Pleasant 
inns, comfortable cottages and fascinat
ing out-door camps abound. Accommo
dations to meet every taste and purse. 

Delaware & Hudson luxuriously appointed 
trains leave Grand Central Station, New York. 
Connections with Hudson River Boat Lines at 
Albany and Troy. 

Beautifully illoBt rated 360-page Vacation Guide 
— "A Summer Paradise"—covering all resort* 
in this Sy% million acre territory — 6c postage. 
Illustrated folders of any section free. 

Addretn M. J . POWE R S 
GeneralPassenger Agent, Albany,New York 

New York Information Bnreaa 
1 3 5 4 Broadway 

Every breeze art ocean breeze. 

Cape Cod 
A rare combination of shore 
and country joys—the sum
mer life you've longed for. 

Vacation Delights 
Daily plunges in sea or inland 
lake; fishing; cruising in " C a p e 
c a t " or moto rboa t ; golf on links 
overlooking the sea. 

Broad, shelving beaches where 
chi ldren may run and splash in 
the warm, safe shallows. Superb 
roads for motor ing . 

"Quaint C a p e C o d " r>r " B u z z a r d s B a y " 
illustrated booklets, write Vacation Bureau. 
Room 464, 171 Broadway, N. Y. 

New York,New Haven & Hartford Railroad 

'When girls go 'paddling' for a spree, 
They should watch their lingerie." 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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Crane's 
Linen Lawn 

[ T H E CORRECT WRITING PAPER] 

Used in all your correspondence 
confers distinction on your letters 
while offering a subtle flattery to 
tke good taste of your friends 

EATON, CRANE & P I K E CO. 
N e w York ^ J ? l f e k . "aST Pittsfield,Mass. 

fiicc LCAOCHS or THE 

Oduiarded Grand Trng Tanama-^Pacific'Izxbosiiion. 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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mmrn^rmWllT: III Hill IWIWll 

Are You Trucking 
in a Fog? 

GETTING to be quite a problem—this trucking—isn't it ? 
You know to a penny how much it costs to transport 
a ton from your freight house to San Francisco, but 

can you tell what it costs to truck the same ton across the yard? 
Do you know how much you lose per day on a horse ? 
Do you know that electric trucking is, roughly, about 50% 

cheaper than gas trucking? 
One brewer saved nearly $400,000 in real estate alone by 

changing from horses to electric trucks. This brewer ope
rates 65 electric trucks and 27 gas trucks. Three attendants 
keep the 65 electrics in perfect condition, whereas it takes 
nine men to look after the 27 gas trucks. In other words, it 
would require eighteen men to take care of 65 gas trucks as 
against three men on the same number of electric trucks. 

.Iiiiiil muni iiaiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiwilwiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiBffl 
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G. V. Electric Trucks 
Your electric truck will be laid up for repairs less than 

one-half as many days in a year as the average gasoline 
truck. The depreciation on an electric is much less than 
on a gas truck. As to cost of operation, " ju i ce" costs a lot 
less than gas. The electric uses power only when running, 
while a gas engine often runs idle. 

A lot of men seem to harbor the idea tha t electric trucks 
are more or less experimental—sort of uncertain as to results. 
The t ru th is tha t an Electric Truck is just about as compli
cated, mysterious and uncertain as a wheel barrow. 

Our organization has been built up, unit by unit, over a 
long period. Our recommendations have the weight of ex
perience—of practical knowledge—behind them. 

Now the situation is this: if it comes to a contest of con
versation, there are plenty who can talk rings around us, but 
on the other hand, if you will go into the matter scientifically 
with us—get down to figures—in 85% of average city and 
suburban uses we'll make out a case for G. V. Electric Trucks 
that will convince you. 

Understand us on this: we don't mean general figures, but 
figures on your kind of business. We show you in dollars 
and cents the relative saving of electric trucking in your 
business before we permit you to install our electric trucks. 

You couldn't buy, for any price, the expert information on 
your trucking problem, which we gladly give you. Simply 
because there is no other organization that knows as much as 
we know about electric trucking. During our fifteen years' 
experience we have analyzed practically every possible truck
ing problem. The results—as applied to your business—are 
yours on request. 

Honestly, would it be good management to ignore such 
help ? 
Never mind about giving details now—let them come later— 

just tell us your line of business. 
Address : 

Trades Bureau F 

General Vehicle Co., Inc. M 
General Office and Factory: Long Island City, New York I J | 
New York Chicago Boston Philadelphia 

Six Models: 1,000 to 10,000 lbs. Capacity 

Dealers in open territory are invited to correspond 

llrmnMmMM^ii'iiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiill^Mmil 
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Swifts Premium 
Buy It Whole 

£0 

A 

Wash ham shank and boil 
about three hours slowly. 

Remove from water and cook 
in the water cabbage, turnips, 

carrots and onions, until tender. 
Reheat the ham and serve as 3 

boiled dinner. 

Wash ham and spinach carefully. Boil ham 
slowly about two hours and add spinach. Boil 

rapidly for about thirty minutes. Serve separ
ately and garnish spinach with hard-boiled egg. 

Premium Ham Baked with 
Tomatoes and Onions 

1 center slice of ham, 3/4 to one inch thick 
3 medium sized tomatoes 
3 medium sized onions 

Lay ham in baking pan. Slice first the onions and then QUI 
tomatoes on top until thickly covered. Add one cup of water 

and bake one hour, basting frequently with juice in pan. 

Premium Ham Baked with Apples 

1 center slice ham, about 3/4 of an inch thick. Cut off the fat and put (fat) 
through grinder. Spread on ham and cover all with brown sugar. Core apples 

and season with sugar and spice, put in pan and add 1/2 cup water. Bake in a 
very slow oven about fifty minutes. 

Creamed Premium Ham on Toast 

2 tablespoonfuIs butter 2 taWespoonfuls flour 
1/4 teaspoonful 3alt Pepper 
1 1/2 cups chopped cooked ham (baked or boiled) 
2 hard boiled eggs—sliced 1 cup milk 

Melt bolter and aur in flour without browning Remove from 
Sre and id J milk and lemoning, stirring welL Return to lire and 
Cook uniil creamy. Add bom and hard boiled eggs. Serve on toast. 

Premium Ham Baked with Macaroni 
1 cup of Macaroni broken in small pieces 
1/2 cup of grated cheese 1 cup milk 
1 cup chopped cooked bam (baked or boiled) 
1 tablespoonful of chopped onion, salt and paprika 

water una! lender. Dram, nnse with cold 
ese, milk, and season with salt and papnka. 

little nam (at, add chopped ham. M a well with mac-
well-tnirtErrd baking dnh. Cover with bread crumbs 

Add prated 

Baked Premium Ham 

Put a Ham butt in cold water, then 
boil slowly (one-half hour for each poundf, 
changing the water when half dona 

Remove the rind, and insert cloves in-
the soft fat, cover thickly with brown sugar. 
Place in a baking dish with water, and bake-
for one-half hour. 

Swift & Company, U. S. A. 

In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 

Premium Ham Shank 
with Spinach 

Premium 
Ham Shanh 

with 
Vegetables 
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EAST AND W E S T UNITED AT PROMONTORY POINT. MAY 10, 1869, BY JUNCTION 
OF UNION PACIFIC AND CENTRAL PACIFIC LINES 

Facing on the single track, 
Half a world behind each liaek. 

—Bret Harte, " What the Engines Said." 

I ̂ r iving the Golden Spike com-
^^^ pleted the first line of this great 
railroad system and gave our country the first 
adequate communication between the Atlantic and 
the Pacific. 

N o o the r event in t h e His tory of T r a n s p o r t a t i o n was so widely 
celebrated or so impor t an t in t h e public m i n d — n o t even the building 
of the P a n a m a C a n a l . 

T h e comple t ion of this first t r anscon t inen ta l line was the climax of a 
quar te r of a c en tu ry of agi ta t ion and th ree years of record-breaking 
cons t ruc t ion . T h e occasion was celebrated by public mee t ings and 
parades in all great cities of t h e coun t ry . Every blow on the Go lden 
Spike was recorded by te legraph over t h e who le land. Public rejoic
ing in San Franc isco lasted th ree days. 

Travelers and shippers know that the first road west is still first. 

UNION PACIFIC SYSTEM 
Joins East and West with a Boulevard of Steel 

GERRIT FORT, Passenger Traffic Manager 
Union Pacific System 

Chicago, 111. 

, :v 

h.m 

m& m 
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The Little Imitators—A VALSpar stay 

WH E N their mother went to New 
York for a shopping afternoon, little 
Harold and Bertha S. of Great 

Neck, N. Y., got hold of some 
and decided to play " a d 
vertisements " . 

magazines 

V A L E N T I N E ' S 
On mother 's return she 
found Haroldinhis father's 
top hat and coat and his 
sister dressed as a " grown- '• "" ' 
u p " , — a n d Harold was pouring boiling water 
on the dining room table. 

Mrs . S. writes: 
" They were imitating your Valspar adver

tisement showing the man pouring boiling 
water on a dining room table. I t gave me a 
s tar t at first until I remembered my table 
luckily is ' Finished with Valspar ' , so we just 
mopped up the mess and it was all right. 

" Incidentally the floor, also flooded with 
hot water, did not escape damage, as tha t 
is not Valsparred. 

LSPARI 
The Varnish That Won't Turn White | 

" I thought this would interest you. I t 
has taught us to use only Valspar wherever 
we need varnish. We are going to have the 
floor Valsparred next week." 

This interesting let ter is a 
bet ter advert isement than 
we could write ourselves. 
I t points out t h a t on front 
doors, window sills, porch 
ce i l i ngs , all v a r n i s h e d 

woodwork and floors—the places where ordi
nary varnishes are ruined by water—Valspar 
remains bright and new and will not tu rn 
white. 

Valspar may be had from most good paint 
and varnish dealers. You will know where 
to buy it by the posters in the dealers' windows. 

Special Trial Offer 

Send us ten cents in s tamps and we will 
forward a small can of Valspar, enough to 
finish a small chair or table. 

When white enamel is needed, use Vat-Enamel—starts white, stays white. 
Ask your dealer. 

VALENTINE 85 COMPANY, 455 FOURTH AVE., N. Y. 
Largest Manufacturers of High-grade Varnishes in tlie World 

New York 
Boston 

London 

Chicago 
Toronto 

Amsterdam Established 1832 

W. P. FULLER & CO. 
San Francisco and principal Pacific 

Coast Cities 
Copyright 1916 by Valentine & Company 
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Corned 
Beef 

—used for hash—browned 

It is delicious s e r v e d either 
sliced cold or for corned beef 
hash. Libby's Corned Beef is 
prepared in the Libby white-tile 
kitchens by the famous Libby 
chefs. 

It is already cooked and may 
be served at once with little 
preparation, and no waste. 

Veal Loaf 
Libby's Veal Loaf pro
vides a luncheon meat 
without the tiresome 
hours in a hot kitchen. 

login on Lite/* 

Libby's Sliced Dried 
Beef creamed on toast 
makes a truly satisfy
ing delicacy. 

In tins -also sealed glass jars. 

liced cold 

Sliced 

Dried Beef 
—creamed on toast 

Libby, McNeill & Libby, Chicago 
In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
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In answering advertisements please mention SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE 
(ev)APa 

/ O y 

O O F T s i lky ha i r , smooth 
**•** white skin, delicate little 
garments—from head to foot 
everything about a child says, 
"To keep me clean use Ivory 
Soap". 

To the m o t h e r w h o knows 
Ivory Soap nothing else seems 
quite good enough; nothing 
else seems to have the purity 
and mildness which she de
sires. 

For thirty-seven y e a r s Ivory 
Soap has been associated with 
the most e x a c t i n g of toilet, 
laundry and household uses. 
Wherever c l e a n i n g tends to 
irritate or injure, making nec
essary a soap of extreme mild
ness and purity, it is natural 
to trust to Ivory. 

IVORY SOAP 

99U% PURE 



For the Nation's Defense 

i 
The Nation's defense is 
not in guns or dread-
naughts alone, but in 
the men of health and 
stamina who do the 
work of factory or farm, 
or manage the great 
industrial enterprises. 
Building sturdy boys 
for national defense is 
largely a question of 
food and exercise. The 
best food for youngsters 
and grown-ups is 

Shredded Wheat 
Being made of the whole wheat it supplies all the 
material for the building of the perfect human body 
and is prepared in a digestible form. A daily diet of 
Shredded Wheat means preparedness for any task that 
calls for physical endurance or mental alertness. It is 
ready-cooked and ready-to-serve. 

For breakfast heat one or more Biscuits in 
the oven to restore crispness; pour hot or 
cold milk over them, adding a little cream; 
salt or sweeten to suit the taste. Deliciously 
nourishing for any meal with stewed prunes, 
sliced bananas, or canned fruits of any kind. 

Made only by 

The Shredded Wheat Company, Niagara Falls, N. Y. 

THE SCRIBNER PRESS 
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For 
Constant 

Service and 
Genuine Writing 
Q u a l i t i e s , Buy 

Waterman 's 
Ideal 

Fountain Pen 
In many kinds 

For different minds At the Best Stores 
L. E. W a t e r m a n Company 

Manufacturers ' 

N e w York 

Health Isn't 
Luck Alone 

It is management — largely 
proper food and drink. 

Coffee is harmful to many. 

A change to 

POSTUM 
is good management — clears 
the way for Nature to rebuild 
coffee-weakened nerves, head, 
heart, and stomach. 

"There's a Reason" 

BAKlNG 
POWDER 

Absolutely Pure 

Made from Cream of Tartar 

NO ALUM NO PHOSPHATE 

BAKER'S 
COCOA 

GRAND P R I Z E 
MANAMA-PACIFIC EXPOSITION ' 

1915 

| | P A s delicious in flavor as it i s ^ j<p 
^high in quality and absolute in purity.^ 
Booklet of ChoiceRecipes sent free on request 

v WALTER BAKER & C°L1D2 

ROYAL 
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